ENTERTAINMENT FOR MEN 


PLAYBOY JAZZ & 
POP POLL WINNERS 


A NEW IRWIN 
SHAW NOVELETTE 
COMPLETE IN 
THIS ISSUE 


PAMELA TIFFIN 
AU NATUREL 


AN INTERVIEW WITH 
MORT SAHL » 


PLUS WOODY ALLEN 
WILLIAM SANSOM 
J. PAUL GETTY 


Austria S. 40 
Belgium BF 65 
Denmark D.Kr. 10 | 
Finland F.Mk. 4.90 
France ...F.(or F.F.) 5.50 
Germany DM 6 
Greece Dr. 40 
Hong Kong ....H.K. $6.50 
a 1L 4.50 
Lit, 900 
Yen 400 
LL. 4 
л м 
Netherlands Fl. 5 
New Zealand . N.Z. $1.00 
Norway N.Kr. 8.75 
Sweden S.Kr. 6.50 
inkl moms 
Switzerland S.Fr. 5.60 


UK 3/64. 


FEBRUARY 1969 • ONE DOLLAR 


If you haven't 
got a past yet... 
get a Масһ1. 


Now. 


It's the going thing! 


When you buy a bottle of Lejon Extra 
Dry Vermouth you don't get a lot. 

You don't get a lot of sweetness. 

You don't get alot of heavy herb flavor. 

What you do get is acrisp, clean vermouth. 
Subtle enough to remove the last rough edge 
from your martini. 
Without leaving anything in its place. 
Any vermouth that lacks that much taste 
bas got to be pretty. well mannered. 


PLAYBILL THE RECORD SUCCESS of 
our hefty holiday 
—specially priced. outsized annual editions 
brimming with fine fiction, features. articles 
and pictorials—has demonstrated to us that 
our readers are content to pay more for a 
meatier, more bountiful editorial package. 
Beginning with this issue, therefore. we've 
raised the cover price of PLAYBOY to one 
dollar in order to provide you with a very 
special issue every month. 

For openers, the dollar issue at hand 
presents а complete, new novelette, Whis- 
pers in Bedlam, by Irwin Shaw, a prolific 
novelist and storyteller whose association 
with РЕАУВОУ dates back to 1055. Whis- 
pers, Shaw's seventh—and longest—PrAYnov 
work, relates an antic saga of a dumb foot- 
ball player who unwittingly, and unwill- 
ingly, acquires remarkable powers through 
unlikely means. You don't have to be a 
gridiron fan to dig this wild and witty 
idventure, Shaw's most ambitious under- 
ng since his novel Voices of a Summer 
Though he's best known for authoring 
such powerhouse books as The Young Lions 
and Two Weeks in Another Town, Shaw 
also boasts an excellent track record in 
movies He adapted Eugene O'Neill's De- 
sire Under the Elms for the screen. and. 
coproduced Jn the French Style, which was 
ased on two of his own short stories. 

Our expanded coverage in the field of 
eil nonfiction begins with Carey 
McWilliams’ investigation of The Intel- 
lectual as а Political Force, а considered 
look at how a thoughtfully vocal mino: 
is actively involved in reshaping the politi- 
scene. A longtime editor of The Nation, 
McWilliams’ works are currently enjoying 
a renaissance: Four of his books—including 
Ambrose Bierce: а Biography and Factories 
in the Field—are being reissued, after be- 
ing out of print for more than 20 yea 

Snaking along 1800 miles from Paris to 
Istanbul, The Orient Express is more legend 
than railroad, conjuring up images of mys- 
terious femmes fatales and elegant accom- 
modations abristle with spies of various 
allegiances. With relish for his exotic sub- 
ject, William Sansom—here guesting for 
Travel Editor Len Deighton, who is re- 
searching his upcoming PLaynoy takeout оп 
pan—recaptures the colorful history of 
tliis crosscontinental phenomenon and pro- 
vides a vivid firsthand account of the trip. 
as it is today. Sansom's impressive credentials 
for the task include travel essays for such 
periodicals as Holiday and Réalités—as well 
as more than 25 books. The New York Pub- 
lic Library recently paid him the honor of 
purchasing all extant original manuscripts 
of his works, and Sansom reports that the 
manuscript of this artide will one day be 
added to the collection. 

If you think covering cover girl Nancy 
Chamberlain constitutes an unusual calling 
for a pillow, we dirct your attention to 
page 91, where superstud Woody Allen, 
master of the coveted pink belt in Shindai!, 
an arcane Oriental art of man-to-girl com- 
bat (sometimes known as kiddie karate), 


squares off for a pillow fight to the finish 
with a ravishable antagonist. For those who 
find belting their beloveds with bolsters 
excessively athletic as a seductive gambit, 
James Prideaux offers an offbeat assorunent 
of Curiouser Courtships—valentine post- 
scripts to some sugary old-time postcards 
—ranging from the poignant to (ће prepos- 
terous. Prideaux, whose Curious Courtships 
appeared here last February. is currently at 
work on a screenplay called Martha for 
Katharine Hepburn. 

Novelist and sometime creative-writing 
teacher James Houston tells us t i 
гапу On His Way to Epleys Bike Shop 
Charley Meets a Girl with Twelve Dogs 
came about in the following way: “The 
story began the day I picked up a saintly 
and reserved girl traveling across town in 
the company of 12 dogs. I dropped her off 
and drove on to a bike shop, where the 
owner began an energetic. unsolicited ha- 
rangue about the world condition. After 
driving away, 1 began to wonder what 
would happen if these two—the quiet cool 
and the hypermanic—ever got together. 
From there, опе thing led to another." 

T. K. Brown IH takes a comic whack at 
the paranormal in Midnight Snack, a yarn 
that answers the age-old question: Gan а re- 
spectable middle-class werewolf find marital 
happiness in Connecticut? 


Amid literary history's countless celebra- 
tions of feminine charms, no odes have sung 
the praises of that most neglected of ana- 
tomic areas—the elbow. With wit and 
warmth, Richard Armour does his bit to 


remedy the situation in Looking Over the 
Overlooked Elbow. "| consider myself a 
specialist on the elbow," Armour told us. 
“It’s at least as good as being a lcg man ог 
а nose-and-throat man. As my study ad- 
vances, I intend to narrow my specialty to 
the right elbow or the left elbow, but I 
can't decide yet which it will Бе". zx 

1f your favorite valentine is having trou- 
ble finding you а suitable gift for Cupid" 
day, you might turn her on to Sights & 
Sounds of '69—an up-to-the-minute sam- 
pling of the newest in television, radio and 
hifi equipment. Should your complement 
of electronic gear already be compleat, you 
might refer her to Robert L. Green's Leath- 
ers New Look, wherein our fashionable 
Fashion Director shows why—and how— 
that manly material is no longer the sole 
sartorial province of the тойсо and motor- 
cyde sets. 

Also in this winter-warming issue: J. Paul 
Getty shatters The Myth of the Organiza- 
tion Man. Along with the results of our 
annual Jazz and Pop Poll, Nat Hentoff 
examines the contemporary musical scene 
in Jazz & Pop '69. Mort Sahl sounds off 
irically about the new Nixon years, ereep- 
ng fascism and other cheery topics in a 
Playboy Interview. And, as a final fil 
fill this overflowing package, Pamela Tifin 
stars in an exclusive pictorial portfolio. 
The much more, too. All in all, we 
think you'll agree that the bigger and 
better pLayuoy is the best buy in town. 
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No matter how you measure performance, 
you'll find it here. In miles per hour and miles 
per gallon. Hot power-to-weight ratios. Brake 
horsepower. Breathless acceleration. Competi- 
tive results on track, salt and strip. Or maybe 
you're looking for price, reliability, 

dealer service and resale value. 

They've got all that, too. In mo- 

torcycles, performance 

means Harley-Davidson. 

Every one of these 


new 1969 models has engineering excellence 
you can see, hear and feel. Look over the line- 
up. You'll find quick 65 cc sportcycles; a brash 
125 cc scrambler; the record-breaking Sprint 
with a hot new 350 cc engine; the 900 cc 
Sportster, the world’s fastest stock motorcycle; 
and the Cadillac of cycling: Electra Glide. But 
don't stop here. There are 17 new 1969 models 
and almost as many ways to finance them. At 
your Harley-Davidson dealer. Now. Harley- 
Davidson Motor Co., Milwaukee, Wisconsin. 


„outperform 
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Free party guide. New 
16-page booklet tells the 
secrets of successful cocktail 
parties, pitfalls to avoid. 
Gives dozens of ideas for 
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display in your 
favorite store. 


Full color 24" x 36” poster $1.00. Giant pop poster by the noted artist Werner 
Kappes. Printed on heavy рај 
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Р.О. Box 166-D, Wall Street Station, New York, М.Ү. 10005. Offer expires 
June 30, 1969. (These offers void where prohi 


DEAR PLAYBOY 


E] socis рїлүвү MAGAZINE - PLAYBOY BUILDING, 919 N. MICHIGAN AVE, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611 


INSTANT REPLAY 
I thoroughly enjoyed Robert Shcrrill's 

Instant Electorate in the November 
rLAYmOY. Sherrill fairly appraised the 
strengths—and the weaknesses—of elec- 
tronic voting and of our Congress, He 
decrves high marks for thoroughness 
and, more important, for objectivity 

T. Sloane 

Boston, Massachusetts 


Robert Sherrill is absolutely right: A 
direct electronic democracy would prove 
disastrous to the delicate urban and in- 
dustrial order of the United States. Direct. 
citizen control of the decision-making 
apparatus in politics is feasible only in 
small city-states with a high degree of 
homogeneity. "The increasing complexity 
of the problems facing the modern state 
makes it impossible to govern by direct, 
popular democracy. The multiple de- 
mands of a pluralistic society are better 
met by an indirect representative democ- 
racy. Thus, public policy is fashioned on 
a majority basis by Congressional repre- 
sentatives who are subject to popular 
influence and control The key to this 
system is elections that provide account- 
ability for past actions. The electorate 
chooses a slate of decision makers, rather 
than deciding specifics of future policy 

Lionel Polger 
Montreal, Quebec 


I once read a sciencefiction story that 
had a twist missing from Robert Sher- 
rill's Instant Electorate—wiring elected 
officials for instant destruction when cu- 
mulative button pushing against them 
passed 50 percent. I think that this could 
be extended to destroying the world i 
on majority vote, people were tired of 
life—or of their neighbors. 

John Pierce, Executive Director 

Research Communications 
Sciences Division 

Bell Telephone Laboratories 

Murray Hill, New Jersey 


Sherrill’s Instant El 
well handled, well researched and dis- 
turbingly informative. It no doubt add- 
ed to the certain amount of justifiable 
paranoia in Canada about the mental 
and social health of the United States. 


ctorate was усту 


But even though we are relatively help- 
les and dependent on the ted 
States, when Sherrill proclaims that 
things would be more rotten and peril- 
ous if decisions were put directly to the 
electorate, we must disagree. 

I have more confidence in Americans 
than either Mr. Sherrill or America’s 
founding fathers, cynics all. Just as sure- 
ly as action begets reaction, so does lack 
of trust beget lack of responsibility. 
Your checks-and-balances Constitution 
has created an irresponsible monster by 
not permitting or encouraging individ- 
ual responsibility. It is, therefore, only 
natural that Sherrill should fall into a 
trap set for him long before his birth. 
He seems convinced that he is evil and 
needs restraining. 

Tan McCallum 
Saskatoon, Saskatchewan 


I found myself in complete agreement 
with Sherrill—until I reached his con- 
clusion. His explanation of the rise and 
fall of President Johnson's popularity 
escapes me. Granted that opinion shifts 
were due to the bombing halts I s 
know of no “factoryworkers, clerks, sec- 
retaries, even grocers and barbers” who 
disapprove of peace because "they are 
afraid that a slump in the war will affect 
their income." Rather, they feel as I do. 
that as long as we have men on the 
ground in Vietnam, we should be doing 
all that we can to support and protect 
them. If we are going to fight a war, then 
fight it. If not, then get out completely. 
Let's not play political games with men's 
lives. 


Mrs. T. H. Lawless 
Honolulu, Hawaii 


After reading your November article 
tiled Instant Electorate, | have but 
one comment: Phooey on electronic 
democracy! 
Governor Leser Maddox 
Auanta, Georgia 


The United States Congress is a dis- 
grace. The use of the seniority system to 
determine conunittee chairmanships 
lowed a handful of old reactionaries 
to turn Congress into a private sultan- 
ate where even other Congressmen are 
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reduced to eunuchs. No wonder our na- 
tion is either apathetic or moving toward 
open revolt. 

We need a constitutional amendment 
that limits the time any Senator or Rep- 
resentative may hold office; the amend- 
ment should further specify that all 
committee chairmen be elected by the 
House or the Senate, acting in open 
forum at the beginning of cach new 
Congress. This would not climinate all 
political corruption, but it would put a 
time limit on despotic rule. 

A. M. Wilson 
Cohasset, Massachusetts 


Robert Sherrill hints at a better sys- 
tem of decision making than the one 
currently available. He correctly drama- 
tizes the antiquated thought patterns of 
dinosiur-era Congressmen. However, ће 
sees no hope in the equally obsolete 
masses; and here lies his error. As young 
people are constantly thrust against our 
unyielding clectoral system. they turn 
ard a new, more revolutionary life 
pattern. By the time the country is ready 
for electronic voting, which I certainly 
see as а possible future method of po- 
litical participation, there will be a new 
of voters. Having been nurtured in 
the cybernetic age, these people will not 
be operating from a framework of eco- 
nomic scarcity and, hence, will exhibit 
different characteristics than today's vot- 
ers. Voters of tomorrow will tend to be 


less hording and warlike, more creative, 


humanistic, fun-loving and anarchistic. 
With such a population, electronic voting 
becomes highly desirable, though it 
might tend to centralize decision-making 
powers. The future system of govern- 
ment, as well as being more efficient, must 
be more decentralized, That room 
must be made, within the system, for 
.groups gathered together around a par- 
icular way of life—iribes that should be 
sallowed to participate directly in those 
«matters that affect them and only them. 
!Electronic tribalism is not as contradic- 
tory as it sounds. The technological age 
may allow us to have our cake and eat it, 
too. If we, as young people, can resist the 
values and institutions т the meno- 
pausal idiots who run this country now 
force-feed us, we have a chance to actual- 
ize such a free society. Only in the strug- 
gle for such a society, in the streets of 
America, will these new values emerge. 
Merely contemplating revolution will not 
make it happen. 


Abbie Hoffman 
New York, New York. 
Tribal revolutionary Hoffman faces 
various charges, in Chicago and Wash- 
inglon, growing from his activitics during 
last summer's Democratic Convention. 


REQUIEM FOR A WRITER 
Allan Scager's Colorless in Limestone 
Caverns (PLAYBOY, November) was one 


of the most moving pieces of fiction I've 
encountered in some time. The idea of a 
scientist trapped in a mystical involvc- 
ment with his blind laboratory fish 
might scem at first preposterous, but 
ger treats it with such skill and sensi- 
y that the story becomes a compel- 
ling allegory. It is a shame that such a 
talented w ад to die so prematurely. 
Bill Bartlett. 
Dayton, Ohio 


I read Colorless in Limestone Caverns 
with the same deep interest with which I 
have always read Seager’s fiction. He 
had a rare and penetrating gift of ori 
nal insight into character and situation, 
and it plays brilliantly in this story. 
Seafffrs асап fs s red Tsk to contempo- 

n letters and a cause for my 
personal grief, since I knew him, even if 
nately. 


Professor Mark Schorer 

Berkeley, California 
Authorcrilic Schorer's works include 
“William Blake: the Politics of Vision" 
and “Sinclair Lewis: an American Life.” 


THE ACID TONGUE TEST 
Thanks for your hilarious November 
interview with Don Rickles, As а 
Rickles fan, I was happy to see that 
PLAYBOY had the guts to tackle the task. 
Congratulations are also in order to 
iewer Sol Weinstein, who stood up 
les fantastic barbs and even in- 
serted several of his own, 
Mike Selman 
Harrison, New York 


Don Rickles’ acerb tongue-lashing of 
nightclub customers has an interesting 
historical precedent. In Paris during the 
1880s, Henri de Toulouse-Lautrec, the 
postimpresionist painter, began his ca- 
reer as observer of Montmartre fleshpots 
at Le Mirliton. The cabaret was run by 
ide Bruant, who was famous for his 
bawdy songs and engueulade—a tech- 
nique of disarming his customers by 
directing a stream of abuse at them as 
they entered his club. Bruant had a 
tremendous influence on the young 
painter, and the engueulade may be 
manifested in Lautrec’s own mocking 
artistic style. Could it be that Rickles 
may become the Aristide Bruant of a 
masive new art movement? Or how 
about a new historical situation comedy 
with Rickles as Bruant and Don Adams 
as a lecherous Toulouse-Lautrec? 

Marvin Saines 
Amherst, Massachusetts 


I was surprised, pleased and humbled 
to find that Don induded me, along 
with Regis Philbin and Strom Thur- 
mond, as one of the genuine power- 
house comics. I've been a Rickles fan for 
years, long before TV briefly discovered 
his talents, and 1 have never missed an 


opportunity to dig his exciting style, 
brilliant phrasing and incomparable 
tonc production. In my book, Rickles is 
beautiful—and one of the really great 
singers of our time. 

Jack Haskell 

NBC Tonight Show 

New York, New York 


On behalf of our members, I want to 
commend Don Rickles for choosing for- 
mer Bowery Boy Huntz Hall as a member 
of his personal "rat pack.” This choice 
proves Rickles is a true spokesman for 
the elite, camp-minded society we so 
dearly love. Please thank him for us. 

Christine Andersen 
Hunw Hall Fan Club 
Seattle, Washington 


I thought the interview with Don Rick- 
les was the funniest I have ever read, and 
the fact that it was probably the longest 
made it an even greater achievement, 

Jack Benny 
Beverly Hills, California 


To me, Don Rickles is like the guy we 
used to have on the corner who was very 
good at rankin’. Like a rankin' contest 
where there are just two guys, and one 
guy says: “Well, your mother ain't no 
good.” The other guy says: "Your fa- 
ther's sneakers are made out of people's 
underwear" Rankin’ is where you talk 
about somebody's mother so bad uni 
the guy breaks down and cries. And the 
crowd is standing around and they all 
laugh. 

Don Rickles is that kind of guy. A 
number-one ranker, the champi ak- 
er. 1 love to hear him talk about every- 
body, and 1 laugh and roll all over the 
floor while he's puttin’ everybody down; 
but he better not say anything about 
ause I don't play that game. 

Bill Cosby 
Beverly Hills, Califor 

An interview with Cosby will appear 

in an upcoming issue of PLAYBOY. 


а 


‘The interview with Don Rickles is 
terribly funny—and worthy of a better 
magazine. Sol Weinstein did а wonder- 
ful job. In fact, I read it twice—once for 
Weinstein and once for Rickles. There 
should be more pices like that in your 
magazine and fewer photos of naked 
broads. Keep up the good work. Ameri- 
ca needs more of this kind of wri If 
you continue this way, someday I may 
have to subscribe. 

Groucho Marx 
Beverly Hills, California 


Rickles’ feats of memory and imagina- 
tion are quite impressive. But it's too 
he relies so heavily on shock for 
his humor. Like no one else, he yokes 
together variegated and vulgar images 
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silent cotton. 


When cotton has 
more stamina as well as 
luster than the day it was 
picked, you know it must 
be Durene? mercerized 
cotton. Which is why the 
quiet richness of this 
Munsingwear mock 
turtle knit of 100% Durene 
speaks for itself. 

Munsingwear shirt in striped- 
trims or solids, about $8. 

At Abraham & Straus, B'klyn 
and branches and other fine stores. 


Dureneis the trademark of the Durene. 
Association of America, 350 Filth Aven 
New York 10001, whose member compan- 
ies produce Durene mercerized cotton yarn. | 


with such undisciplined rapidity that 
people confuse him with what he pre- 
tends to be—an artist. I'm surprised that 
more people can't recognize a dull de- 
ceiver when they sce one. 
James E. Tierney 
St. Louis, Missouri 


Rickles’ statements were so bitter and 
so very unnecessary that I could sum- 
mon up neither the courage nor the 
patience to finish reading them. Rickles 
is not a comedian but an egotistical 
cynic, and I find his so-called "humor" 
most distasteful. How he ever secures 
bookings in places other than public 
toilets remains a mystery to me. 

Lucy McDonald 
University, Mississippi 


Both teams lost in the bottom of the 
ninth: Don Rickles lor demonstrating a 
total lack of humor and, гілувоу for 
believing such a revolting interview 
would be tolerated by its readers. You 
have no hope of winning the pennant 
unless your taste drastically improves. 


Who is Don Rickles? 

Jack Henderson 

KFMT Radio 

Thule AFB, Greenland 
We're checking on this and will report. 


CHEMICAL REACTION 
Ernest Havemann's Psychochemistry: 
Personality by Prescription (rLavoy, 
November) was an engaging and au- 
thoritative survey of an exciting new 
scientific frontier. Even though Have- 
mann sensibly indicates the dangers in- 
herent in using chemicals to control or 
alter personality, memory and intelli- 
gence, he convinced me that there is fa 
more to be gained than lost by such 
undertakings. The successful chemical 
treatment of mental patients that he 
describes—in contrast to the dubious 
results attained by psychoanalysis—is it- 
self enough to justily further research. 
Thank you for a most informative article. 
Ken Brown 
Seattle, Washington 


I read Havemann's picce with inter- 
est. He researched his material carefully. 
His e was well written, factu; 
and correctly represents current opinion 
among research psychiatrists. 

. Holler, M. D., Ph.D. 
Saskatoon, Saskatchewan 


As a graduate student in chemistry, I 
must praise Havemann’s excellent re- 
search on the biochemical aspect of the 
psychomimetic revolution; as a physi- 
cian’s son, 1 admire €mann's Com- 
ments on the medical aspects; and as a 


human being, I welcome his timely dis- 
cussion of the sexual, social and moral 
lls to be avoided. Congratulations. 
David W. Doll 
Houston, 7 


exas 


Psychochemistry was a worthy effort to 
bring the studies and the speculations of 
behavioral scientists to your readers 
The hazards as well as the hopes of 
current and future drugs that affect 
the mind were well set down. I would 
like to emphasize one point—even at the 
k оГ disenchanting those who may 
be waiting with open mouth for the 
"smart" pill. Yes, chemicals to enhance 
intelligence, recall and attention are all 
possible. What scems inconceivable to 
me is a wisdom potion. Instant learning, 
perhaps; instant wisdom, no, Wisdom is 
the successful integration of that which 
is It is much more than data 
scanning and retrieval. Judgment, dis 
cernment and, somehow, a sense of 
humor must be fused with the retrieved 
information. These qualities seem at 
tainable only by a profound engagement 
in life and the consequential contempla- 
tion of these experiences. Perhaps part 
of our cument predicament can be de- 
fined in terms of too much knowledge 
id not enough wisdom—too much in- 
formation, not enough integration of it. 
Neither pills nor computers will make 
men wise. What we need more than 
anything а few see 

Dr. Sidney Cohen, Chief 
Center for Studies of Narcotic 
and Drug Abuse 
National Institute of Mental Health 
Chevy Chase, Maryland 


поми, 


RIDING HIGH 

I just finished reading Riding with 
Bonnie and Clyde, by W. D. Jones in 
the November prAvmov. It is the most 
interesting article I've seen in months. It 
must have captured the attention of 
everyone who has seen the movie and 
wants to know what Bonnie and Clyde 
were really like. 


Mrs. Elaine Turner 
Ozark, Alabama 


W. D. Jones’ article about the real 
Bonnie Parker and Clyde Barrow was 
very reassuring. After seeing the movie 
and reading several magazine stories, 1 
was beginning to get an unfavorable 
impression of the Barrow gang. 

Peter du Moulin 
Northfield, Vermont 


NUDE WAVE 

Howard Junkers Theater of the 
Nude (телувоу, November) was con- 
vincing proof that the theater is no 
longer the moribund province of middle- 
aged commuters. As Junker points 
out—and as the photos accompanying 
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the article amply demonstrate—the vi- 
tality of ofFoll-Broadway productions is 
sneaking ошо Broadw itself. The nu- 
dity in such shows Hair and Tom 
Paine points to a refreshing new honesty 
in the theater. Let us hope, however, 
that theatrical nudity is not exploited 
for its own sake—because that would 
put the theater right back where it 
started. 


You'd take 
adozen shots 
to get this picture 


Peter Montague 
Albuquerque, New Mexico 


The whole world catastrophe coni 
ues; systems of laws and aesthetics 
change and persist. It is good to be 
liberated and find profound new regions 
of being in oneself through theater— 
and this must be frecing and must recast 
and transform old categories. That is 
perhaps why there is some nudism in 
the theater—and not a theater of the 
nude. 


Rochelle Owens 
New York, New York 
Miss Owens is the author of “Futz!” 
one of the new plays discussed in 


PLAYBOY's article. 


In the 1920s H. L. Mencken antici- 
pated, even predicted, the Theater of 
the Nude, with the following observ 
tion concerning actors: “An actor never 
disdains anything that gets him applause 
and money; he is almost completely de- 
void of that aesthetic conscience which 
is the chief mark of the genuine artist. 
If there were a large public willing to 
pay handsomely to hear him recite lim- 
ericks, or to blow a cornet, or to strip off 
his underwear and dance a polonaise 
stark naked, he would do it without 
itation—and then convince himself 
such buflooning constituted a dif- 
ficult and elevated art, fully comp: 
table to Wagner's or Dante's. In bricf, 
the one essential, in his sight, is the 
chance to shine, the fat part, the ap- 


8 
With Yashica’s plause. Who ever heard of an actor decli 
Electro 35, ing a fat part on the ground thi 

invaded his intellectual integrity? The 
one’s enough 


thing is simply unimag 
Robert M. Rose, M. D. 
Cover photographer Charles Varon New Orleans, Louisiana 
made only one exposure for this pic- 
ture. Without flash. He used a Yashica 
Electro 35. Ordinarily, he would have 
"insured" himself with a dozen or more 
shots. But he knows the radically dif- 
ferent electronic shutter of the Electro 
35 automatically selects the precise ex- 
posure in 2 range of 1/500th through 
30 full seconds. 


FINANCIAL SUCCESS 

My congratulations to PrAYnoY Senior 
Editor Michael Laurence for his fine job. 
in writing The Legacy (тлупоу, No- 
vember). It was опе of the best pieces of 
em uc he Па the merani financial fiction I've ever come across, 
аке hard knocks, since ils unique EG ы 
solid state compuler is cased in epoxy. N. Caldwell Bowers 
Get the picture? San Marcos, Texas 

With Yashinon f/1.7 lens, under 

$100 plus case. 
Complete kit, 
under $200. 


Thank you for The Legacy. 
1 Alan P. Howell 
Oyster Bay, New York 


Laurence's The Legacy is, without a 
doubt, the finest short story I have ever 


read. I am terribly interested in invest- 
ments and I must praise Laurences 


YASHICA 


ingenious ideas about investment “sys- 
tems.” Also, the depth of the story was 
fantastic, especially the last words old 
Krieses spoke to Hal just before Kriescs 
killed himself—they were perfect. 1 cer- 
tainly hope Laurence continues his great 
work; however, it will be difficult to equal 
The Legacy. 


David Beinke 
Springfield, Missouri 


In publishing Laurence The Legacy, 
PLAYBOY has given to its readers a liter- 
ary tour de force. This story of high 
finance and stockmarket wizardry has 
enthralled the entire business depart- 
ment at San Diego State College. 

A. R. Hylton 
San Diego State Coll 
San Diego, California 


FIRST RESORT 

I thoroughly enjoyed Astropolis: the 
First Space Resort. (телувоу, Novem 
ber) by Krafft A. Ehricke, It’s a fascinat- 
ing concept and I'm very much looking 
forward to partaking of its plcasures and 
wonders. 


ary Brown 
"Toledo, Ohio 


Krafft Ehrickc's article on а pleasure 
lace in space was fascinating. But his 
design of the station overlooks one ma- 
jor possibility. None of the priv: 
are located in the zerogra area: 
rather, all the rooms there are used for 
such public pleasures as sports. There 
must be, however, many engaging va 
tions of sexual enjoyment that a zero- 
gravity environment. would permit—and 
at least a few private rooms in this area 
should allow the adventuresome to cx- 
periment with free-fall sex. 

George Rogers 

Wilmington, 


alifornia 


While I commend you for the detailed 
planning in your article on Astropolis: 
the First Space Resort, 1 must take issue 
with the tide. The article should have 
been called Astropolis: the Third Space 
Resort, 

The Hilton Hotels’ primacy | 
resorts has been documented in the mo- 
tion picture 2001: A Space Odyssey. This 
film has been seen by millions of viewers 
in thousands of theaters throughout the 
world. 1 would assume that the stai 
of гілувоу has seen it, since PLAYBOY 
recently interviewed the film's. director, 
Stanley Kubrick. 

On May 2, 1967, the undersigned ap- 
peared belore the American Astronauti: 
Cal Society in Dallas, Texas, to detail 
Hilton’s long-range plans for а Lunar 
Hilton. In addition, The Wall Street 
Journal, The New York Times, the 
Chicago Tribune and the Los Angeles 
Times carried full-page ads on October 
10, 1968, pointing out that the first 


space 
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astronauts to land on the moon would 
probably stay at a Hilton, We have al 
ys found rrAvmov to be a fair and 
objective publication. In view of the fore- 
going facts, we would appreciate your 
publishing this letter to correct the 
pression that has been left with your 
otherwise well-informed readers. Short of 
this, we may just file a friendly suit, in 
hope that the settlement for damage to 
Hilton's reputation might be the award 
of all rrAvnov's rights in outer space. 
Barron Hilton, President 
Hilton Horcls Corporation 
Beverly Hills, Calilornia 


m- 


FEELING BETTER 

For those of us who suspect that 
psychiatrists ought to be grouped with 
ihi heal- 
ers, Jeffery Hudson's How Does 
Make You Feel? (тлупоу, November) 
came as a welcome substantiation of our 
suspicions. Fiction or not, it wittily dem- 
onstrated that psychiatrists are only hu 
man—and sometimes considerably les 
than that. 


phrenologists, mesmerists and fa 


Tim Johnson 
Columbus, Ohio 


How Does That Make You Fei 
а tight, precise little gem. Shrinkery 
personified! 


? is 


J- Michael Crichton 
Cambridge, Massachusetts 


Hudson insults the medical profession 


in a flagrant and irresponsible manner. 
The fact that he is amusing, witty and 


whoever youare... P SUD 
whatever kind of music SEMEL STER 
turnsyou on. E Boston, Massachusetts 
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now, everywhere. Thanks, Len. 
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ENTERTAINMENT FOR GIRLS: 
Question of the month: Should 
Четап olfer а rtayvoy to a lady? An 


swer: Yes, we love it! 
STEREO TAPES The Girls at Radford College 


Radford, Virginia 
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Heres Snow In Your Eye! 


Hi! Did you know America’s getting a lot of new playgrounds? 
They're called Bavarian Alpine Inns. Clean. Sleek. REALLY WITH IT! 
Just like а Bavarian lodge—designed for great times for happy 
people. Where fun girls like me meet fun guys like you for tall, 
frosty glasses of Budweiser, Busch-Bavarian and Michelob beers. 
Not to mention alpine-size sandwiches (priced right!). All served 
in ап atmosphere as cozy as a winter night spent around a crack- 
ling fire. ш Join me for lunch, an afternoon snack, or best of all, 
some late evening fun. Look for me and my friends at the crisp 
blue-and-white Bavarian Inns. There's probably one in your 
neighborhood. Or soon will be. If not, you might consider moving. Д 


у 


P.S. Interested in having your own Inn? I might be able to help. Write w 
me, Sonja, Bavarian Alpine Inns, 4 Executive Park, Atlanta, Ga. 30329. 
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PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS 


ome of the most imaginative fiction 

being written in America today ap- 
pears in the tabloids that come out once 
а week with shricking headlines such as 
ЛОМА FARM GIRL RAPED BY ENTIRE CREW 
OF FLYING SAUCER (Authentic Photos In- 
зас)" The boldness of сропст' 
who produce this native variety of pop 
art was never so well illustrated as in a 
recent story that was a direct steal from 
Tennyson's poem about Lady Godiva 
Tom the Tailor. The tabloid version 
merely converted Miss Godiva into a 
“voluptuous burlesque dancer” undress- 
ing for bed, made Tom a voyeur on the 
lire escape and gave a scientific favor to 
the supernatural blinding of the pecper 
by having Tom fall into the alley and 
“shatter the optic nerve 
It seems to us that the bush-league De 


the 


and 


Sades who grind out this gri have 
picked the wrong poet to plagiarize 
Far more fruitful fields await the | 


vest, from humbler and less pretentious 
sources—good old Mother Goose, the 
Grimm brothers, etc. Snow While, [ог 
instance, could easily give birth to such 
а banner headline as "микс 

HOPPER FOUND IN LOVE NEST WITH S 
DIRTY OLD MEN.” The suggestively named 


Peter Peler could star in a yarn titled 
WIFE TELDS ALL! HUBBY ACCUSED ОР 
BIZARRE ORAL PRACTICES” Hansel and 


Gretel might be tabloidized into 
RORIZED TOTS TOAST OLD WOMAN ALIVE 
Simple Simon would become "vovru 
AKRESIED FOR HOMOSEXUAL ADVANCE TO 
PIE SALESMAN.” The tale of Cinderella 
would be Americanized into “PRESIDENT'S 
SON ARRESTED FOR FOOT FETISHISM" and 
Little Boy Blue might even emerge as 
“CONFORTIONISE COMMITS UNNATURAL 
AGT UPON HIMSELF,” 

Jack and fill, obviously. 
turned into the kind of moralistic yarn 
that these papers especially тен 
“THRILL-CRAZED KIDS SEEK PRIVACY FOR 
ILLICIT SEX, FALL 900 FEET To DEATH; 
and Old Mother Hubbard could be a 
heartrending sob story ("WOMAN AND 
PET bOG FOUND STARVED; RED TAPE DE- 
LAYED WELEARE CHECK"). Peter Pam, of 
course, reappears as "KIDS KIDNAPED BY 
BISEXUAL WEIRDO. 


TER- 


would be 


But the main preoccupation of these 
jolly journals lately is with the mounting 
tide of psychedelicdrug use—a subject 


their readers find incomprehensible 
and, therefore, excitingly wicked. Here, 
again. Molher Goose is a rich source of 


suggestive fable. The eiphtlegged crea- 
ture that terrified Miss Muffet, for exam- 
ple, appeared only after she ate “curds 
and whey"; we can easily envision а sto- 
ry headed: “BERKELEY COED STARTS NEW 
ипек CRAZE: HALLUCINOGENS EXTRACTED 
FROM ORDINARY мик.” The appetite for 
psychedelic scandals involving celebrities 
could also uansmogrily Wee Willie 
Winkie imo "SPEED FREAK FOUND RUN- 
NING THROUGH STREETS IN NIGHTGOWN” 
and Old King Cole would become “Nar 
COTICS AGENTS NAB EN MONARCH— 
PIPE SCRAPINGS REVEAL WHY HE WAS SUCH 
A MERRY OLD SOLL. 

We're even beginning to wonder what 
the tabloid Munchausens would do to 


old Mother Goose herself. Probably 
something like “CHILDREN’S AUTHOR BUST- 
ED ON DRUG RAP." “Police took M 


Goose into custody after a raid on her 
apartment uncovered LSD sugar cubes. 
"We first began to suspect her." a narcotics- 
squad detective told. reporters, ‘when 
her latest book was published. АШ that 
stuff about. dishes running around with. 
spoons and cats playing on fiddles. you 
know. And when that interplanetary cow 
came into it, we put her under survei 
lance and saw a well-known acid dealer 
visiting her twice a week disguised 
hotcrossbun merchant." 


sa 


Slang, that ever-changing lingua. franca 
and oral shorthand for quick commu- 
nication, is also quick in new coinages 
id the rapid death of old ones. His- 
tory tells us that “twenty-three skiddoo” 
some tribal purpose of inter- 
personal discourse back in the days when 
running boards and rumble seats graced 
such sporty cars as the Stutz Bearcat 
and the Apperson Jackrabbit Six. To- 
day, with the hippies taking to the com- 
munal hills or becoming Yippies and 
abandoning LSD to high school children 
and aging gurus, “freak out" is still a 


served 


fairly handy expression for what used to 
be called blowing one’s top, in the days 
when marijuana was more often known 
as tea than as pot, and grass was still 
that you use for lawns. Will 
freak out live on? Its tenure in everyday 
speech depends on its continuing utility 
—with a strong assist from its versatility, 
which is considerable. It may be used, 
for example, to characterize the state of 
fecling attained by a girl who has been 
brought to orgasmic transports by a 
usually wellendowed young man. as in- 
deed it was in a book we picked up the 
other day that describes just such an 
event and then comments: "She had had 
her freak out, and had pretty plemifully 
drowned her curiosity in a рїш of 


в un- 


pleasure... 1 
The vicissitudes of our accelerated 
times may sce freak out give way to 


some newer expression any day, or it 
ay continue to serve for many years. 
How many? Who can say—but even if it 
vanishes from the vulgate tomorrow. it 
will have һай a rather long tenure in the 
language. The quoted passage occurs in 
a book first published over 900 years 
ago—circa 1749, in fact—called Memoirs 
of a Woman of Pleasure or. more com 
monly. after the name of its heroine, 
Fanny Hill. 


During the past decade. as you know, 
a number of bankrupt English nobles 
have converted their castles into hotels 
for title conscious visitors. But now, ac- 
cording to Passport, a travel newsleuer, 

among the gent 
gressed to ludicrous new plateaus. Three 
of the more outlandish publicity ploys 
extant: slot machines suspended from 
trees on the estate of Sir Wolstan Dixie, 
a guaranteed personal handshake from 
the Duke of Bedford and—not to be ou 
done—a guaranteed. personal smile from 
Lord Hertford. 


has pro 


Truth in Advertising Department, Sex- 
ual Revolution Division: The following 
job-wanted ad appeared in New London, 
Connecticut's The Рау —" Junior com- 
puter programmer. Recent graduate of 
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IBM business school wants position and 
knowledge of key punch operator.” 

Citadel Press has come out with a 
paperback edition of a book originally 
lled How to Be Briej. The book's new 
tide: How to Express Yourself Clearly 
and Briefly. 


The ancient art of graffiti is spreading 
to the advertising world, if one can judge 
from the marquee of Shreveport, Louisi 
апа5 Strand Theater, which lately pro- 
claimed: ANYONE CAN PLAY WITH URSULA 
ANDRESS. 


This month's Lost Cause Award goes 
to Ernest Dichter. president of the 
Institute for Motivational Research. 
Speaking before an American Poultry In- 
dustries conference. Mr. Dichter advised 
his audience of the necessity to “bring 
poultry and turkey products up to date. 
Move them away from the puritanical, 
wholesome, taken-for granted kind of im- 
age aura that they have had for too long. 
If the steak needs its sizzle, the chicken 
needs its song. its dressing up. its excite- 
ment—and even sin and immorality.” 

The pick of the current bumper crop 
of bumper stickers was эрос on a 
Ferrari in Evanston, Illinois: waus cause 
CHROMOSOME. DAMAG 


Televiewers int, Michigan, wit- 
nessed a poignant technologicil drama a 
while ago. when station WJRT went 
dark for several hours. After the first 
blank seconds, a hand appeared on the 
sacen holding this hastily scrawled mes- 
sage: "We have temporarily lost our 
slide informing you that we have tempo- 
rarily lost our picture. Please bear with 
prs 


Sounds fishy to us, but UPI informs us 
that Birmingham. England, officials in- 
vestigated a claim by nwo young boys 
that a bus conductor charged them two 
cents each for 15 minnows 
passengers” on their way home from a 
local pond. 


The refreshing motto of the ‘Thieves 
Market. an outspoken Haight-Ashbury 
antique shop: “The Customer Is Usually 
Wrong. 


Our man in Los Angeles tells us that, 
for reasons best known to the Govern- 
ment, a Los Angeles venereal disease 
inspector has been transferred to the 
ion program in 
rdon 


Clapp. 


The Harlem Globetrotters have been 
hooping it up seriocomically in just about 
of the world for 42 years 
it wasn't until last October that 
ed hotshots played their first 


every corn 
now, bi 
the celeb 


me in a very special part of little old 
ew York: Harlem. 

We applaud the mi 
nio, Texas, for proclaiming a “Round 
the Clock Bedroom Month." which 
called for “utilizing the bedroom to its 
fullest extent,” 


‘yor of San Anto- 


In an overzealous attempt to relate to 
his youthful congregation, а Glendale, 
Arizon st prayed thusly in a high 
school benediction, according to the 


tleneck shirts. . . . For God's sake, bless 
s. religious exercises. 


standing God. а swinging God. Sock it 
to ‘em, God.” 


The Columbus, Mi: 


DALE'S BALLS ENSHRINED IN MUSEUM.” 


ACTS AND 
ENTERTAINMENTS 


a Francisco's intrepid Enrico В; 

the master imprésario who early 
displayed Mort Sahl, Lenny Bruce, the 
nyston Trio, and and 
Woody Allen in his classy zronveau- 
North Beach boite. the hungry 
done it—again? No, for the frst time 
he has opened a new hungry i—maybe 
$500,000 worth of open 
brick and slinky st «ys and Danish- 
‘Tiffany-Frisco elegance in the boomi 
Ghirardelli Square neighborhood, n. 
Fisherman's Wharf. To sumt things off 
Jast November, he served up Jonathan 
Winters: and he promises the best, the 
atest, the wildest, the funniest in the 
rs to come. The bar, Harry's, named 
rry Smith, is plush and warm, both 
princely and intimate—don't worry if 
you don't know who Harry Smith was. 
The restaurant tinkles with good fork- 
and-knife work (parchment m ‚ food 
made dizzy by air shipment). The th 
ter, seating about 400, is superlatively 
and ly designed 10 please 
mers and Saint Nero, 
tron of blessed night clubs, The 
ncing area, with its small combo, 
conducive to elementary discussions 
and complex footwork. Perfectionist that 
he is. Bandooch delayed opening the new 
i until every polished panel and plotted 
bauble could be in place and approxi 
ely paid for. Not losing touch with 
his boher n North Beach t. he hopes 
to use the new facilities for Imm movies 
during the daytime, for experimenta 
theater, for all that can gladden the 
heart and irrigate the mind. And, of 
course, if Beauty and Truth and Good 
Food and Laughter and Classy Archi 
ture and Fine Drink don't. bring 


wood and 


the 


revelers, well, Enrico Banducci will li 
on his hands a fine, multileveled pai 
ing lot with space for 11 Bentleys. More 
likely, however, justice will be done and 
the cleverer tourists and cunning San 


уе 


Franciscans will find their y to thc 
new hungry i. 
BOOKS 
Aleksandr I. Solzhenitsyn's second 


novel, The First Circle (Harper & Row). 
begins with a warning telephone с 
У d Rank 


made by State Counselor Secc 
Innokenty Volodin and ends nearly 600 
pages larer with Innokemty’s capture 


and imprisonment. The telephone and 
the counselor's first name are significant, 
for it is the perverted use of that instru. 
ment for the perverted use of the state 
that threads the plot and sends an inno- 
cent man to prison. Solzhenitsyn, whose 
first novel was the celebrated. Оле Day 
in the Life of Ivan Denisovich, knows 
whereof h been 
tenced to eight y 
Soviet prison camp lor ha 
derogatory ге 
the mustache” in a letter to a fr 
Fist Circle is monumental 
те Dantes Firs € 


achieve- 
Че of Hell was 
reserved for the souls of pre-Christian 


philosophers who must pay an eternal, 
but mitigated, price for having been 
born before their time. A Soviet p 
camp, where the book takes place, 
ates as а laboratory where xi 
technicians serving sentences for what 
Stalin whimsically decreed were crimes 
contribute their talents on prison 

By the spare accour 
ing crimes and casual rele 


єз to thosc 
allowed to be 
зуп conveys 

the poisonous flavor of tyranny. There 
are no heroes in this novel, only victims 
and vi 
What the 
is the аш 
pot 
which occurs to an individual who finds 
acl in the grip of another kind of 
my, the tyranny of disease, Reading 
Solzhenitsyn's third novel, The Cancer Ward 
(Dial). dem with The First Circle 
ads the boundaries of the reader's 
ipation from a Russian experience 
to а universal one. Instead. of a prison 
camp, Solzhenitsyn places his victims 
ward 13 of a provincial hospital. Just 
as "Deviationism" and “Obstructionism” 
are terror words whispered by the Soviet 
political dey “Melanoblastoma” and 
“Metastasis” are the lexicon of the 
world's det The ез of ward 13 
ical grace 


thor portra 
tion of humanity unde 


m: 
come in varying states of poli 


nd disgrace, but all arc reduced to the 
barest essentials of sell as che tyranny of 


the tumor takes over. The author m 
it easy to read a macrocosmic interpreta- 
tion into his могу, with the cancer of 


es 


Try it. 
It Wort 
bite. 


SAIL 


PIPE TOBACCO PIPE TOBACCO” 
EXTRA MILD CAVENDISH: EXTRA MILD CAVENDISH 


PIPE TOBACCO 
EXTRA MILD CAVENOISH 


ADE IW HOLLAND ar 


NIEMEYER LT") 


How can it? Sail is made in Holland by blending 14 of the gentlest lazily. Sail comes four ways—from natural to fully aromatic. One 
pipe tobaccos on earth. For extra coolness it's long-cut to burn — is perfect for your taste. So take the bit in your teeth and Sail. 
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the individual transposed to the cancer 
in society, and usually this would fault a 
novel. But somehow it works in The 
Cancer Ward. Being subject to human 
mortality, Solzhenitsyn seems to be say- 
ing, is tyranny enough; every other rela- 
tionship in the world, including that 
between man and government, should 
strive to ease that tyranny. 


What is as rare as neutrality toward 
Bobby Kennedy? There is no longer a 
Robert F. Kennedy reaching out for the 
reins of America, but the need to laud, 
revile or, at least, attempt to fathom 
him goes on. Two new bcoks sprung 
from such sources are Robert F. Kennedy: 
the Myth and the Man (Trident), by Victor 
Lasky, and The Unfinished Odyssey of Robert 
ndom House), by David Hal- 
berstam. Lasky's book is reminiscent of 
his brassknuckles biography of Jack 
Kennedy; ko shares the same low 
level of competence. Every shred of ir- 
rdevancy is not only here (did Bobby 
really belong on the Harvard football 
team?) but couched in sophomorically 
loaded lingo. One who disagrees with 
Kennedy is “spunky”; when Kennedy 
agrees with someone, he “chimes in"; 
when historian Arthur Schlesinger is 
supporting Kennedy, he is “Art 


‘Those who {cel compelled to flog dead 
men ma 


y turn for anecdotal ammuni- 
ion to this collection of pointlessness. 
Halberstam’s book belongs in quite an- 
other literary league. Although his sym- 
pathies clearly outweigh his criticisms, 
his aim was to weigh both and come up 
with some historic feel of what impact, 
if any, the slain Senator might eventu- 
ally have had on America. This work 
represents an effort to analyze the forces, 
circumstances and types (as opposed to 
"personalities") that surrounded and 
influenced Kennedy's political journey. 
Halberstam's own conclusion, reached 
after extensive conversations with Ken- 
nedy (not entirely friendly) during the 
1968 primary contests, is that the п. 
ad progressed quietly but inexorably 
from fairly conventional views to the 
beginnings of a truly radical outlook on 
America’s problems and needed solu- 
tions, Halberstam's thoughtful trip to 
this belief is well worth sharing. Per- 
haps, as he suggests, Robert Kennedy's 
death has helped create some under- 
at he really represented 


Andy Warhol has “written” a book. 
Its name is a (Grove) and the dust jacket 
calls it a novel. It is, in fact, the product 
of Warhol's exposing a great deal of tape 
to the voices of various people over the 
course of 24 hours. Chief among them is 
Ondine, whom viewers of Warhol's movie 
The Chelsea Girls may remember as the 
speed freak Pope who threw such a scari- 
fying tantrum. A mere transcript of that 
tantrum would probably be a bore, how- 


ever, and just such а bore is Warhol's 
lengthy chronicle of a day in Ondine's 
life. His heroine emerges as witless, dull 
and childish, a pillhead opera queen 
whose attendant friends and acquaint- 
ances are possessed of brains that would 
be at home in the skull of your average 
sea slug. The sample excerpt below was 
chosen completely at random and might 
have come from any one of the badly 
spelled (or badly proofread) pages: "(O) 
Well Puccini you know is a very under- 
rated composer He didn't write just pretty 
tunes, He wrote really great operas. (P) 
Pretty tunes are the hardest things to 
wrie. (О) No, по, no, no, no but 1. not, 
not necessarily; I mean . . . (P) Some 
people can't do it. (O) Some people are 
prolific though, look at Mozart. Look at 
Mozart, he could write a pretty tune at 
the snatch of a or Tchaikovsky, so 
that docsn't prove anything. Tch 
sky wrote some of the most beau 
melodies Гуе every heard. (P) But, but 
wait uh, Beethoven is very poor on tunes, 
а lot of composers are poor on tunes 
. . . You don't like Beethoven's opera, 
do you? (О) I love it.” Those who feel 
they would groove on 451 pages of the 
same may do so for a mere ten dollars. 
Ars gratia artis was never Warhol's 
mouo. 


No one can say that success has made 
William Manchester. it writer. In The 
Arms of Krupp (Little, Brown), the au 
thor of The Death of a President long- 
winds his way through 400 years of 
German history as personified by that 
country’s mightiest industrial dynasty 
Since neither Germany nor the earliest 
Krupps amounted to much when the 


frst known member of the family 
showed up in the Ruhr valley in the 
late 16th Century. Manchester has to 


strain to make shopkeeper Arndt Krupp 
nd his immediate successors sound like 
genctic forerunners of the sinister mun 
tions makers. And strain he does. More- 
over, he has a disturbing weakness for 
overwrought, overworked journalese; “Ja- 
wohls" pop up in conversation like dia- 
log in a lateshow movie, and corrupt 
Junkers are "caught with Krupp jam on 
their mustaches.” But anybody who sur- 
es the first 100-odd pages will find the 
going easier thereafter. For Ше Krupps 
learned the art of converting steel into 
ingenious forms of death—and the re- 
s make for some fascinating, not to 
ifying, reading. It was the su- 
periority of Krupp steel cannons that 
brought future Kaiser Wilhelm I vic- 
tory over the French in 1870, and the 
versatile Krupp arsenal (ranging from 
U-boats to Big Bertha howitzers, named 
for a matriarch of the clan) armed Wil- 
helm П in World War One. The Krupp 
domain during World War Two was 
straight out of the banality of evil: slave 
labor, torture chambers, mutilation and. 
murder. The story is all there—and а 


grim one it is. But the book as a whole 
is given a somewhat pretentious air by 
Manchester’s use of literary tricks and 
extrancous comment to stretch things 
out to 400,000 words. The Kennedys, in 
dealing with Manchester, had the power 
to act as censors; the infamous Krupps 
deserved at least an editor. 

Too interesting to be damned with 
faint praise, too academic to be praised 
without faint damns, Peter Farb's new 
book proves disconcertingly dificult to 
categorize. Like its title, Mon's Rise to 
Civilization as Shown by the Indians of North 
America from Primeval Times to the Coming 
of the Industrial Store (Dutt i 
of a Ph.D. thesis. But because 
possesses an incisive mind and м 
lucid prose, his book has the appcal of 
an intellectual detective story. Why, 
Farb asks, do two separate societies, liv- 
ng under esse lly similar conditions, 
develop in entirely different ways? Why 
will a particular kind of social change 
destroy one social group but nourish 
another? How can we explain the fact 
that a specific invention—even so funda- 
mental a one as the wheel—transforms 
one culture and is virtually ignored by a 
second? Se Ts to such ques- 
tions, an advocate of cultural 
anthropology, ex 
can Indian societies. He places them 
an evolutionary sequence, from the primi. 
© Great Basin Shoshone to the com- 
plex Aztecs, and he makes clear the 
interlocking nature of their social struc 
ture, their physical environment and the 
state of their technology. But evolution- 
ary change, which is fundamentally 
gradual and al, comes to an end 
in. The in 
m of the horse, "stolen, bartered, 
bought or captured,” changed the entire 
way of life of the Western and Plains 
Ind nd the use of the rifle proved 
deadly to Indian culture in general. But 
deadliest of all was the white man. Farb 
uses facts, not rhetoric, to document the 
ways in which the U.S. Government, 
though pledged to “liberty and justice 


mines ten North Ameri- 
n 


for all,” systematically deccived and de- 
stroyed the Indian world. In this sense, 
his book's title is ironic. Has Farb 


chronicled Man's Rise to Ciuilization— 
or man’s fall? 

Abbie Hoffman says that he wrote 
Revolution for the Hell of tr (Dial) because 
he wanted to see that tide on a book 
jacket. Once it was written or, rather, 
put together, he must have had second 
thoughts, because he decided to publish 
it under a pscudonym—‘Free.” Then 
he, or his publisher, must have had 
third thoughts and decided to credit 
both author and alias. This is confusing, 
and very much in keeping with the book 
itself. It is by Hoflman-Free’s own 
boast, garbage. Leafing through the dia- 
ry jottings, cuff notes, scribbles, scrawl: 


For sophisticated, late-night entertainment, the action's on PLAYBOY AFTER DARK. A fast-paced, hourlong 
TV party with top stars and bright new talent presented as only PLAYBOY can. You'll meet the most beautiful 
girls in the world. Be entertained by the most celebrated performers in show business—such greats as: Rowan 
and Martin, Tony Bennett, Bill Cosby, Tommy Smothers, Kaye Stevens, Irwin Corey, Sharon Tate and Roman 
Polanski, Don Adams and Bill Dana. You'll groove to the wild sounds of groups like: the Iron Butterfly, the 
Chambers Brothers and Steppenwolf. Join the party. On PLAYBOY AFTER DARK. In full color. With Hugh 
Hefner as host. Check local listings for time and channel. * a playboy production * 


Hef is Hosting a TV Party PLAYBOY AFTER DARK 
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WHICH OF THESE BOOKS HAVE YOU 


THE 


Confessions 
oF 


Nat Turner 
А Novel 
их 
WILLIAM 
STYRON 
376. THE CONFESSIONS 
ОР NAT TURNER $y 


WILLIAM STYRON 
(Retail price $6.95) 


‘MORRIS 


445. THE SHADOW OF 
BLOGMING GROVE 
Worren G. Harding 

in His Times 

Ey FRANCIS RUSSELL 
(Retail price $12.50) 


381. ROUSSEAU AND 
REVOLUTION by wit. 
gud ARIEL DURANT, 

Illustrated 

(Retail price $15) 


355. THE DEATH 
OF А PRESIDENT Ру 
WILLIAM MANCHESTER 
Chartsand maps. 
Retail price $10) 


387. THE NAKED APE 
by DESMOND MORRIS 
(Retail price 55:95) 


441. THELESSONS OF 
HISTORY by Ули. and 
Алкап. DURANT 
(Retail price $5) 


438. THE JOHNSTOWN 
FLOOD fy DAVID ©. 
MC CULLOUGH 
(Retail price $6.95) 


425. THE SALZBURG, 
‘CONNECTION fy 
HELEN MAC INNES 

(Ret. pace $5.95) 


Spanish Travels and 
Reflecbons 
JAMES A. MICHENER 


Photographs 
(кеш price 310) 


SL Id 102 


435. THE FIRST 
Она» 
ALEKSANDR 1. 


SOLZHENITSYN. 
(Retail price $10) 


IA 


408. COUPLES 
by JOHN UPDIKE 
(Retail price $695) 


| The 

|United States 

| Navy in of ROBERT 
World War Il FROST 


291. IN COLO 81000 196. LISTEN TO THE 

Íy TRUMAN CAPOTE WARM and STANYAN. 

(Retail price 55.95) STREET & 01 
SORROWS b» пор 


378. THE UNITED 
STATES NAVY IN 
WORLO WAR Il. Edited 
dys. к sumi. Illus 
(Retail price $12.50) 


231. COMPLETE POEMS 
ПР ROBERT FROST 
(Retail price $8) 


487. THE SHORT 
‘STORIES OF ERNEST 


'INSWAY 
‘Retail price $6.95) 


401. GREAT TRUE SPY 
STORIES. Ёла! 
Èy ALLEN DULLES 
(вета price $695) 


Games People Play 
by Eric Berne, M.D. 
eo 
eo 
eo 
343. GAMES PEOPLE 


PLAY Dy ERIC HERNE, 
мар. (Retail price $5) 


| 5 18) 
| & CURIOUS 
PROBLEMS 


390. 536 PUZILES & 
TURICUS PROBLEMS 

) HENRY ERNEST 
DUDENEY. Illustrated. 
(Кеш price $7.95) 


Voltaire 


ууна. anier 


DURANT 


102. DOCTOR 
ZHIVAGO 

у Бома PASTERNAK 
‘Retail price $595) 


280. THE AGE OF 
VOLTAIRE by wir. 
aiid Акил, DURANT 
Illustrated 

(Retail price $12) 


(Retail price $12.50) 


(Retail price 58:95) 


447. THIRTEEN DAYS. 
А Memoir of the Cuban 
Missile Crisis by 
ROBERT Р. KENNEDY 
(Retail price 55.50) 


| Psychiatry 


329. THE HISTORY 
DF PSYCHATRY Ey 

F. G ALEXANDER, M.D. 
and 5. т. SELESMICK, 
M.D. Illustrated 
(Reuail price $11.95) 


Буша 


Б 


311. ESQUIRE PARTY 
BOOK By she 

EDITORS OF ESQUIRE 
Mustrates 

(Кеші price $695) 


‘The trademarks BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB and DOOK:DIVIDEND are registered by Look-ofthe-Month Club, Ine., in the U.S. Potent Offce and in Селада. 


PROMISED YOURSELF TO READ? 


139. ULYSSES 

E) JAMES JOYCE 
Unabridge 

(Естай price $7.95) 


439, нам RISETO 


RIAM 
Mlustrationsand maps 
(Retail price $895) 


Ly SAMUEL ELIOT Retail price $7.93) 
MORISON. Ilustrated 


(Retail price $12.30) 


EXPERIMENTAL MEMBERSHIP 
IN THE 


Book-of-the-Month Club 


CHOOSE 
ANY THREE 
FOR ONLY] 


SUGGESTED TRIAL: You simply agree to buy three Club 
choices within a year at the special members’ prices 


Cut: IN A SHORT 


BOOK-DIVIDENDS: A library-building plan 
every reading family should know about 


ЈЕ EXPERIMENTAL MEMBERSHIP suggested here will not only 
prove, by ycur own actual experience, how effectually membership 
in the Book-of-the-Month Club can keep you from missing, through 
oversight or overbusyness, books you fully intend to read; it will also 
demonstrate another important advantage: Book-Dividends. Through 
this unique profit-sharing system members can regularly receive valuable 
library volumes—at a small fraction of their retail prices—simply by 
buying books they would buy anyway. 

If you continue after this experimental membership, you will earn, 
for every Book-of-the-Month Club Selection or Alternate you buy, а 
Book-Dividend Credit. Each Credit, upon payment of a nominal sum, 
often only $1.00 or $1.50—somewhat more for unusually expensive vol- 
umes or sets—will entitle you to a Book-Dividend which you may choose 
from over a hundred fine library volumes now available. This is probably 
the most economical means ever devised for building a well-rounded per- 
sonal library. Since its inauguration, $458,000,000 worth of books 
(retail value) has been earned and received by Book-of.the-Month 
Club members through this unique plan. 


BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, INC.,280 Park Ave., New York, N.Y.10017 


Kennedy. 


THEODORE C. 
SORENSEN 


431. THE RISE AND. мэ. THE SLEEP ОР 219. KENNEDY 
FALL OF THE THIRD N bc.rsvow у THEODORE С. 

Чата, ^ (Real pce $695) SORENSEN 
энек: (Retail (йсй price $10) 
price $12.50) 


107. THE WAY THINGS 
‘WORK: An Ilustrated 
Encyclopedia of 


ted "Technology 
thst (Retail pice $5.95) 


Wi ау Encyclopedia | 
Things үа 


331. THE AMERICAN. 
CHALLENGE 27-7. 

 SERVAN SCHREIBER 
Reza price $6.95) 


THE OXFORD 
DICTIONARY 


QUOTATIONS 


THESAURUS 


Ametica's 
m Dictionary Fe 


| Garden Book 


EDITION 


232. AMERICA'S 260. THE OXFORD 
GARDEN BOOK > DICTIONARY ОР 
JAMES and LOU! QUOTATIONS 


BUSH-BROW? 
(Retail price ў 


FORN. Ed by 
NORMAN LEWIS 


(Retail price $4.95) 
——— 


Ши. (Retal price $11) 
5) 


r 


mien 
МЕ 


161,101 or COOKING 
by IRMA 5. ROMBAUEI 


353. THE NEW YORK 
TIMES COMPLETE 


WANUN, OF HOME AARIN R BECKER 
"AIR 57 BERNARD revised editi ilusteaced 
Illos. Tihs. (Ret price $995) (Heil pace $695) 


тому. 
(Retail price $7.95) 27 
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in jokes, tips, carps, cranks, frets, bor- 
rowings from famous writers and Quota 
tions According to Chairman Abbie 
(‘Ideology is a brain disease.” “Protest 
is anything you can get away with"), 


one would not be surprised to come 
across yesterday's breakfast plastered be- 
tween sticky pages. The book, or non- 


book. is random. slapdash. sloppy. “a 
Perfect Mess,” to hang a Hoffman label 
(for the Democratic Convention /revolu- 
tion) around his neck. But let it be 
said that this flimsy, jumpy, scrappy, 
raggedy-ass collection of pages is a lot of 
fun to dig through. Ostensibly, it is 
about Chicago and the “Silly-Putty sabo- 
tage and monkey warfare" leading up to 
that tumultuous scene, Chicago, says 
Hoffman, was Theater of Cruelty, and 
in “another week we could have gotten 
the cops to assassina 
his more intelligi 
gives us a survival kit for revolut 
a phantasmagoric recollection of money- 
bu in the New York Stock Ex- 
id the clearest statement 
t оГ the meaning of Yippie. As non- 
der of this nongroup, Hoffman says, 
"There were never any Yippies and 
there never will be. It was a slogan 
YIPPIE! and that exclamation point 
was what it was all about. It was the 
biggest puton of all time. 

As Dwight Macdonald points out in 
Машћат: Pro & Con (Funk & Wagnalls), 
edited by Raymond Rosenthal, Marshall 
McLuhan has a bad habit, “almost like 
a compulsion, wanted to be 
found out, of pushing his ideas to ex- 
tremes of absurdity.” McLuhan's two. 
most recent pushes, War and Peace in the 
Globel Village (McGraw-Hill), co-authored 
with Quentin Fiore, and Through the Van- 
ishing Point (Harper & Row), co-authored 
with Harley Parker, expose the elephan- 
tiasis of his theories, the slovenliness of 
iderpinnings and the 
for pop-cult hiding behind 
pose of dispassionate observation. 
Written in his now-familiar oracular 
jukebox style, both works suggest that in 
his celebration of the postliterate cul- 
ture, McLuhan has adopted the dubious 
strategy of making his own books un- 
readable. Still dabbling in one-liner meta- 
physics, still whipping his occasional 
insights so hard they finally keel over 
and die, and still trying to transform 
even his most obvious flaws into virtues 
by dismissing scholarship. logic, perspec- 
tive and reason as the dusty artifacts 
of preMcLunacy, he now turns from 
-itto-me prophecies of the ele 
apocalypse to what are presuma- 
bly intended as more sober analyses of 
r and art. It is appalling to read 
(over and over and over again) that 
“war is education” or that Vietnam is 
ion war,” as if the holo- 
caust were merely a Madison Avenue 
storyboard. In Through the Vanishing 


Point, McLuhan juxtaposes paintings 
and росту to prove his thesis that the 
fragmented, lincar world of visual bias 
has given way to the “iconic” world of 
sensory involvement. When not imitat- 
ing a computer (“the portrayal of pro- 
prioceptive tension and body percept 
leads 10 an emphatic encounter with the 
weight of figures”), he indulges in inane 
aphorisms (Blake's tyger ‘not in the 
tank” and Chagall is “nursery a gogo") 
At times, the reader may feel he is 
eavesdropping оп a pompous copywriter 
trying 10 impress his chic girlfriend as 
they tour а museum; but the overall 
effect is to demonstrate that if the medi- 
um really is the message, McLuhan has 
finally found his genre: caption writing. 


Farly in 1968, James Finn's second 
book, Protest: Pacifism and Politics, was 
published. A series of searching inter- 
views with a wide range of dissenters. the 
volume kept digging beneath rhetoric 
into the essential conflict between per 
sonal conscience and the demands of a 
democratic soci inn’s third book, 
A Conflict of Loyalties: The Case for Selective 
Conscientious Objection (Pegasus), is even 
more challenging in its demonstration 
that public issues cannot be neatly sum- 
marized by a few words held aloft on a 
placard (whether by superpatriots or 
by Yippies. This new book consists 
of nine essays that examine the argu 
ments for and against selective conscien- 
tious objection to particular wars in 
many different contexts, religious and 
secular, historical and political. For the 
most part, it is far [rom casy reading, 
because the participants are exceptional- 
ly conscientious not only in documenting 
their conclusions but also in exploring 
nearly all possible ramifications of those 
conclusions. Two essays in particular— 
by theologian Paul Ramsey and political 
scientist. William V. O'Brien—require 
close attention. The reader may not 
agree with the authors, but no one 
who studies their ideas w | ever 
be able to terms. about 
selective conscientious objection. The 
other essays are also substantial and 
instructive, ranging from Catholic and 
Jewish perspectives to a concise history 
of dissent in America by Mulford Sibley. 
It is a tribute to the intellectual 
rity of the writers to admit the impossi 
bility of summarizing in a brief review 
the diverse judgments reached in this 
symposium. If any one line provides the 
tone and the core of the debate, it is 
Paul Ramsey's: “The person transcends 
the political community, but . . . not to 
the whole extent of his being." This, 
accordingly, is not a book that will 
bring quick and casy comfort to any 
citizen seriously concerned with the of- 
ten conflicting responsibilities of the in- 
4 
which he is a part. The general thrust of 
the book is that there should be provi- 


lual to himself and to the society of 


sion in law for selective conscientious 
objection. The cumulative case i 


per- 
sur but, alas. those who most need 
persuading are least likely to read this 
extraordinarily valuable book. 

Peter (Marat/Sade) Brook, one of the 
more exciting directors now working in 
the English-speaking world, has put his 
thinking about the theater on paper. 
The Empty Space (Atheneum) is not for 
showbizniks or doters on inside gossip, 
but the serious student and worker in 
the theater will find it crammed with 
eye-opening, thought provoking material. 
Brook divides current theater into four 
parts: Deadly (bad theater); Holy (а 
theater that exalts); Rough (the popular 
theater, down to earth; the theater of 
Brecht, Shakespeare and Beckett); and. 
Immediate (Brook's own approach). Each 
section is a jumping-off place for the 
author's questioning mind. For example: 
No tribute to the latent power of the 
theater is as telling as that paid to it 
by censorship. In almost all regimes, 
even when the written word is free, 
the image free, it is still the stage tha 
" Or on the Method 
actors impro i "Were Pavlov 
dog improvising, he would still salivate 
when the bell rang, but he would feel 


sure it was all his own d ‘Tm 
chibbling,” he would sty, proud of his 
dari Though in looking at theater 


around the world. Brook finds more to 
deplore than to admire, his approach is 
still one of hopeful expectation. "As you 
read this book," he writes, “it is already 
moving out of date"—but chances аге 
that for several seasons to come, the 
stage-struck will carry Brook along with 
their Stanislavsky, 


MOVIES 


The Birthday Porty is Harold Pinter's 
own screen adaptation of an carly exer- 
cise in Pinteresque terror that Broadway 
audiences saw last season. Pinter charac 
ters by definition are people at the end 
of their tethers, impotent, trapped. in 
small, stifling rooms and using m 
Tess words to fend off modern 
chronic sense of dread. Here the sett 


is a sleazy rooming house in a dreary 
seaside tow! ad director William 
Fried! nbues every inch of habitable 


space with claustrophobia. A frumpy 
English landlady, her tacitum. husband 
and a mysterious young male boarder 
receive unexpected visitors—two vaguely 
threatening men who have come to take 
the boarder away, though they stay long 
enough to celebrate his birthday and 
pulverize his feeble resistance. Osten- 
sibly hoods with a contract for mur- 
der, they are also supersymbols of an 
evil establishment conformity. crucifying 
their victim for his betrayal of “the 
organization.” Even to audiences familiar 
with the nightmare world of Pinter, the 
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psychological tension of this long Wal- 
purgisnacht is excruciating, flawed only 
by Friedkin's occasional tendency to 
short-circuit the slow, steady build of the 
log with tricky photography. Patrick 
McGee ydney Taller, as the menac- 
ing intr ady Nichols, as the 
ickerish lady of the house. are superb, 
ng their lines so meticulously that 
remark about the weather curdles 
with connotations of impending disaster. 
As the victim. Britain's versatile Robert 
Shaw is almost too commanding an ac- 
tor to project the futility of his role; his 
ultimate collapse looks very intelligently 
programed, rather than inevitable, Yet 
he serves the author well. with a deep 
and dear perception of The Birthday 
Party's subtle idcas—onc fringe benefit, 
posibly. of a working relationship with 
Pi who directed the London and 
productions of Shaw's play The 
Man in the Glass Booth (see page 38). 


Tongues will wag about The Sergeant, 
because of the explicit homosexuality i 
а dimactic kissing scene beiw 
er and J Phillip 
scene, in fact, is motional shocker 


that conveys tragic implications well 
beyond the range of movies made to 
ploit the publics fascination with 


tight зе ovcl, 
nis Murphy's deeper concern is to 
chart the step-by-step disintegration of a 
career soldier coasting through the post- 
rs at a U.S. base in France—a 
driven top sergeant who seeks 
absolute control over the mind, soul and 
body of a naïve young privare, Law, 
unbeatable in the latter role, catches 
precisely the right nuances of ingenuous- 
ness and sexual ami lence a small- 
town American golden boy, who can sce 
at a glance what's poing on under the 
hood of a new-used car but scarcely 
comprehends the awful complexity of 
his fellow men. Wary at first, he 
comes compliant, even subconsc 
ductive at times, until the unequ 
eruption of perversity frighte 
enrages him and fi 
dering just a little 
er, nonetheless, dominates the picture, 
as he dominates the relationship; and 
despite a tendency 10 play it pretty 
heavy here and there, his losing battle 
against drink, disorder and uncontrol- 
lable desire is spectacular to see. At best, 
tragic figure. a 
ip a show of 


n compelled to keep 
strength and rigid discipline while slid- 
g helplessly into the one great mistake 
of his life, which proves fata 
played ап Army officer with 
problems in Reflections in а 
Eye: that Steiger's performance matches 
his may be taken as high praise, for The 
Sergeant is a far superior movie, dramat- 
ally truer in tone and photographed 


Golden 


with careful fidelity to the rainy-da: 


boredom of a French provincial town. 
Several key scenes involving the ser- 


geant’s efforts to separate the sol 
from his shy but shrewd French sweet- 
heart (Ludmila Mikael) are а credit to 


director John Flynn, whose feature-film 
debut is unmannered, subtle and so те. 
freshingly honest that its grim theme 
shouldn't depress you 1. 
lt is plain at the outset that no 
expense has been spared in bringing 
Morris L. West's baroque best seller The 
Shoes of the Fishermen to the screen. The 
budget allows such aesthetic luxuries 
Laurence Olivier, tenchantly p 
ier visà-vis Anthony 
nn, as an imprisoned churchm: 
freed from Siberia by the good offices of 
Pope John Gielgud and taken to Rome, 
where he is declared a then 
lined up for election 1 
His carthiness an unexpected 
s up his responsibi 
with а rough common touch ге t 
of John XXII. Vittorio De Sica and 
Lco McKern represent the college of 


Oskar Werner outshines nearly eve 
as a bright, dangerous young Jesuit 
tellectual. doomed to die but fighting to 
preserve ten unpublished works that 
offend Catholic doctrine. Fisherman is 
worth seeing if only for a half-dozen 
pungent verbal duels between. tortured 
but conscientious men isolated by the 
eminence of power. Too bad the dra 
builds to ап immense i 


central thes 
obal disa: 

by liquidating all the Vatican's fabled 
alth to feed a bil arving Chinese 
who about to invade the Soviet 
Union. Did we say faintly preposterous? 


ту inside the Syndicate. Douglas 
nd Alex Cord play the Ginetta broth- 
ers. whose family ties are ruptured be- 
cause the elder (Kirk) is content to 


plunder transport unions and import- 
export fronts as of yore, while his 
college-educated kid brother represents a 


new generation of "legitimate" mafiosi— 
mobsters with numbered accounts 
Switzerland and South Ameri i 
interests in space-age industry, 
against authentic backgrounds in New 
York and . director Martin (Hud) 
Ritt carves out a rich but seamy slice of 
lite. While caring about these characters 

difficult, ignoring them is impossible. 
‘They are men who wear $300 su to 
clandestine meetings in splendid baroni- 
al mansions, who travel by limousine 
nd still like to boast—as Douglas does 
п a bitingly mordant sequence—about 


the good old days of setting up а "hit. 
when you took out a pal to wine him. 
dine him and Kill him foi fast 5460. 
Away from their killing grounds. these 
brutes are. committed (о а perfectly 
bourgeois private world tidied up by 
impassive women (Susan Strasberg and 
lrene Papas) who would rather not 
know too much. Ritt catches the face of 
violence in incongruous settings—at a 
stool pigeon's funeral where even an 
enemy must. pay his respects to the fami- 
joyous wedding party where 
iborhood priests and rela 
rked for murder all have a won 
derful time. It's almost as much fun as 
snake watching at the reptile house. 
While his old dad is dying in a Lon- 
don hospital, an exceedingly odd youn: 
fellow runs a used-furniture shop a 
frequently slips away to embrace | 
through sexual fantasies. Upstairs. hi 
keeps a neurotic mistress whose serpent's 
tongue softens only when the two dress 
up in Edwardian costume and pl 


make-believe. He portrays the celebrated 
she, 


his 


English murderer Dr. Crippe 
cither the doctors doomed wile or 
i “Anybody can be anyt 
the right kind of day." the you 
man muses darkly. One day a blonde, 
bitchy German photographer happens 
along, lures him away to the wax mu 
scum and persuades the poor bloke that 
he doesn’t really look a bit like Crip. 
pen; she thinks he looks more like the 
Kaiser's World War One flying асе Ваг. 
on von Richthofen. Negatives, directed by 
30-year-old Peter Medak, proceeds from 
there to a climax as wild as it is weird. 
In fact, the entire film is weirdo cinem: 
styled with an uncommon touch of ba- 
roque—a smooth psychological puzzler 
that manages to be at once cerebral and 
erotic. Although the s al cpisodes 
artful rather than explicit, even when a 
camera becomes the fourth guest during 
an orgiastic party scene, Negatives holds 
that the search for identity is a sex 
odysey—with everyone attempting to 
find his own thing, be it sadism, Lesbi 
ism, hero worship, hypochondria or 
ny of the 1001 games people play. One 
may argue the point and still admire the 
artistry of director Medak and his mes- 
merizing cast; namely, Peter McEnery, 
the Royal Shakespeare's Glenda Jackson 
(who played Charlour Corday in the 
memorable Marat/Sade) and jungle- 
voiced Diane Cilento as the shutterbug. 

Oliver! is hardly what little old ladies 
expect of a family show for holiday 
matinees; and that may partly exp! 
why Lionel Bart's Broadway and Lon- 
don musicalization of Oliver Twist suc- 
ceeds as a relatively sophisticated film in 
this league. Dickensian flavor. of course. 
s not peaches and cream and cuteness 
even with the leavening of Ba 
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the kid- 
nd a bit 


ular score. Here, 
die characters get clouted aro 
—rather amusingly. too—while old Fa- 
gin teaches them the economic facis of 
life in a song called You've Got to Pick 
a Pocket or Two, and is wont to tell the 
tykes, "Shut up and drink yer gin." The 
romantic leads. wicked Bill Sikes and his 
Nancy (Oliver Reed lowering, Sh 
Wallis sparkling), come to a. blood: 
end before the show is over—by which 
time the cruel exploitation of children 
has led our orphaned hero from the 
workhouse to bondage in an undertak- 
ng parlor, thence to Fagin’s gang of 
thieves and the fortuitous discovery that 
he is, God save us, а rich and well-bom 
little ba k Les- 
ter, the nine-year-old stray lamb cast as 
Oliver, looks genuinely amazed and de- 
lighted by the things that happen to 
him when he falls in with The Artful 
Dodger (Jack Wild). More import 
there is Ron. Moody, who origina 
role of Fagin in London. obviously a 
definitive performance, because Moody 
is fabulous—always letting the deeper 
truth of the character pencet 
comic disguise as a bag of grimy old 
bones flung together with something like 
perfection. In addition to Mood 
ver! enjoys nearly every luxury il 
money сап buy, ус! avoids being spoiled 
by a th of Christmascard. set 
nd singingdancing choristers ad in- 
finitum. Scenes of uncommon cinematic 


stard, lost since birth. M. 


low- 


beauty reflect the distinctive style of 
director Carol. (Odd Man Ош. The 
Fallen Idol) Reed, who characteristi- 


cally evokes the rich, dank atmosphere 
where mischief breeds. Reed's fine hand 
joins with that of cinematographer Os- 
wald Morris (the camera wizard of Mou- 
lin Rouge) to make war on poverty in a 
world of thick gray soot and chimney 
smoke, sp rant hues. 


rench director Jacques Charon's prep- 


tion [or filming A Flea in Her Ear 
includes two stunningly successful stage 
productions, English and French, of 


s classic farce. Great 
taken with the movie, 
which speaks quality throughout. The 
belle époque costumes and settings of 
Paris in 1900 are displayed like crown 
jewels, with Rex Harrison, Louis Jour- 
dan, Rachel Roberts (Mrs. Harrison) 
and Broadway's Rosemary Harris romp- 
though born to 


es Feydes 
s have beei 


ong them 
world of art nouveau 


ing 


to say 
partly because the screen. is а natu 
ic medium that tends to Валис 
charm of a mannered stage comedy. Too 
often the jokes po limp. despite the 
efforts of a scintillating cast—partic 
ly Rex. his gloss impeccable in а dual 
role as a husbind bored to impotence 
and as a drunken hall porter; and Rose- 
mary, as the 4 ficd wife, reading 
if plucking pearls from an 


her lines 


oyster tray. In everyone's ear, of course, 
is a whisper of carnal adventure—at the 
Hotel Coq d'Or. a notorious maison de 
plaisir that’s brim full of suspicious 
husbands, compromised wives, chamber- 
maids, butlers, libertines, lewd Orien- 
tals, crowded boudoirs. slumming doors, 
revolving hideaway beds and uncon- 
querable innocence. But be alerted, 
spectator sex fans, that no one ultimately 
scores at le sport. They simply make an 
old fashioned game of trying. 


When a movie has a bristling 21-gun 
tide like Hell in the Pacific, one is enti- 
ued to expect an epic re-enaciment of 


World War Two with John W. 
olficia at the fall of Bataan or 
regidor. That's not the case here, how- 


the film's entire cast consists of two 
acters marooned together on a deso- 
late Pacific atoll: Lee Marvin, as an 
American а an committed to a war of 
nerves with Toshiro Mifune as a surly 
Japanese soldier. "Their real fight is the 
fight for survival; they circle, they sneer, 


they take turns trying to enslave each 
other. 


they finally collaborare on the 
of a raft and sail away to new 
uds. The message implied hardly re- 
quires heavy italidzing, and director 
John Boorman, for the most part. lets 
human conflicts unfold in an almost 
casual manner, taking full advantage of 
what Conrad Hill's color cinematogra- 
phy cin do for the velvety green jungles 

d shimmering blue seas of locations in 
Micronesia, Marvin and Mifune exude 
enough juicy vitality to animate a script 
that has only slight perception of char 


acer and very little dialog, half of 
which is, of necessity, in Japanese. Тлеу 
begin by throwing sticks and stones, 


ere mischief —Marvin. 


then progress to 
urinating on his outraged foe from a 
treetop is а memorable image—and a 
sad, funny kind of truce that occasional- 
ly seems indebted to The Odd Couple. 
Pacific's theme emerges without бис 
works when the friendly enemies at last 
reach another abandoned isle, where GI 
and Japanese artifacts remind them that 
war has left its marks—a bombed-out 
hospital, cases of sake and a copy of Life 
photo-featuring Japanese war dead. But 
instead of a touch of genius that might 
have resulted in a great film, Pacific has 
а touch of contrivance—as well as a 
pounding, obtrusive musical score—that 
pegs it as solid popular melodrama per- 
formed with a high level of competence 

Director Joseph (The Servant) Losey 
has a passion for bizarre subjects and 
enjoys working with Elizabeth Taylor. It 
stands to reason, then, that he might 
film Secret Ceremony, wherein a [aded 
prostitute who once lost a child of her 
own finds a haven of sorts in the delu- 
sions of a poor demented liule rich girl. 
The whore (Liz) resembles the girl's 
dead mother and begins to enjoy play- 


ing Momma, just as one expects she 
ill. She also becomes involved with 
several doggedly eccentric characters, 
including two daft aunties (Pamela 
Brown and Peggy Ashcroft) and the 
girl's stepfather (Robert Titchum). 
who makes no secret of his incestuou 
longings—shades of Lolita's Humbert 
Humbert. Mitchum inhales tie aroma 
of his lines as though every word were 
soaked in brandy, prattling of remote 
societies where daddies can diddle their 
daughters at will. or recalling happy 
bygone days when his sexually preco: 
cous ward "used to come to my room 
ith a bottle of baby ой.” The film’s 
zingiest scenes are those stolen by Mia 
arrow, jittery and neurasthenie as the 
girl and seemingly resolved to confirm 
her reputation for playing fey kooks. 
Though she plays them to a tee, Cere 
mony lacks the narrative thrust and 
confident style of Rosemary's Baby. Cere 
mony is a florid whatsis, too silly for 
words and too serious fer camp. 

The hero of Dedine and Fall of a Bird 
Watcher is Paul Ре feather, whose mi: 
adventures in English socety were the 
subject ol Evelyn Waugh’s trenchant 
al novel Decline and Fall, written 
The “bird watcher” tag 
as reassurance for modern 
moviegoers, understandably wary of any 
film that might lead down the well-worn 
path to ancient Rome. There's no cause 
for alarm; only the British empire top 
ples. or lurches a bit, in director John 
Krish’s charming. cy ad frankly 
chaic black farce about an Oxford boy 
whose school tics are severed when he is 
charged with exhibitionism and attempt- 
ed rape. Though he happens to be i 
the attendant notoriety propels 
nto teaching career (“TI 
what most young gentlemen does 
gets sent down for indecent behavior. 
purrs ble counselor). Penn 
feather’s colleagues on the staff of a 
droll but dismal boys’ school in North 
Wales are rogues, big: 

в and would-be kidnapers 
whom eventually turn up agaia bel 
rs or in s of public trust. 
Meanwhile, young master Peunyfeather 
(played with a di ing blend of na- 
veté and decadence by newcomer Rob- 
mself to be seduced 
by a student's exotic mother (Genevieve 
Page. the delectable madam of Belle de 
Jour). a socialite white slaver, and goes 
to prison for doing her errands. Waugh 
arranged for his hero's ultimate return 
to theological studies at Oxford: 
the movie, Pennyfeather simply escapes 
across a bright-green meadow. throwing 
his clothes aside: but such gestures to- 
d moder ion are forgivable. А 
comic jewel compared with Tony Rich- 
ardson's Hollywood corruption of The 
Loved One. Decline and Fall is а 
pure Waugh, acted with cunning 


ical 
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CLASSICS OF THE SILENT SCREEN — А 
magnificent pictorial collection of 50 great 
American silent films and their memorable casts 
-..bicpraphies of the 75 all time great actors 
and actresses...over 400 rare photos of the 
stars and the best scenes from the films... 
exciting plots, reviews and commentary ... an 
“insider's” view of the stars, directors and how 
they made movie tory! Handsome, hard 
bound, giant 8%” x 11” library-size volume 
warmly authored by Joe Franklin of “Memory 
Lane” fame. 

Sce These Unforgettable Stars Perform 
Again In The Greatest Love, Comedy, Western, 
Horror and Adventure Scenes of All Time! 

Over 400 masterful photos recall the early 
years when the silent screen ruled Hollywood! 
Here's Harold Lloyd in “Safety Last" dangling 
perilously from the minute hands of the tower 
clock. Rudolph Valentino, “Son of the Sheik,” 
is passionately wooing Vilma Banky. A disfig- 
ured Lon Chaney terrorizes all Paris as "The 
Phantom of the Opera." Douglas Fairbanks 
laughs in the face of danger in “The Mark of. 
Zorro.” Charles Chaplin, single handed, cap- 
tures an entire company of German soldiers in 
the hilarious "Shoulder Arms." Clara Bow sym- 
bolizes the flapper age in Eddie Cantor's "Kid 
Boots" Greia Garbo returns John Gilbert's 
Kisses in “Flesh and the Devil." Laurel and 
Hardy as convicts in "The Second Hundred 
Years,” jailbreak their way right into the ward- 
en's office. And Ramon Navarro as "Ben Ниг" 
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Er 


15 Stars! 400 Photos from 50 Immortal 


goes on the original chariot ride of ай... plus 
hundreds more of the greatest scenes of the 
“silenis!” 

Best of all, you'll be personally introduced 
1o a gallery of 75 beloved actors and actresses 
who intrigued and captivated two generations 
of Americans. Greats such as Tom Mix, Wil- 
liam S. Hart, John Barrymore, Ronald Colman, 
Dolores Costello, Richard Dix, Charles Farrell, 
Janet Gaynor, Buster Keaton, William Farnum, 
Dorothy and Lillian Gish, Emil Jannings, Harry 
Langdon, Elmo Lincoln, Pola Negri, Mary 
Pickford, Gloria Swanson, Ben Turpin, Norma 
Shearer, Lewis Stone, Mabel Normand, Erich 
von Stroheim, Marion Davies, William Boyd, 
and Francis X. Bushman plus many more in 
addition to the stars mentioned earlier. You'll 
understand why they were stars, how they lived 
and who they loved. 

Now You Can Own An Attractive 
CLASSIC MOVIE LIBRARY 
We want to send you this remarkable book 
“Classics of the Silent Screen" for only $1—a 
saving of $5.95—to demonstrate the kind of 
uniquely entertaining volumes you'll find in the 
Classic Movie Library. This rich, hard bound, 
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vance. If not satisfied. 1 may return 
my reservation at any time, 

Мапе. .... 
Address. ..... 


tity. 


=. „ЗЕМО NO MONEY! FREE 10-DAY TRIAL RESERVATION CERTIFICATE« 


CADILLAC PUBLISHING CO., Dept. C-167 (Clossic Movie Librory Div.) 
New York, М. 
Please reserve in my лате, the luxuriously bound 
lassics of the Si 

within 10 days. if Ì decide to keep it, | 
orig. retail price $6.85, | save $5.95). 1 will be entitled to receive each following handsome 


Films! 


(Original Retail 10 introduce you to the 
Price $6.95) 


CLASSIC MOVIE LIBRARY 


matched set of volumes contains thousands of 
memorable photos .. . each volume 8⁄2” x 11” 
library-size. The entire 21-volume collection 
presents an unparalleled intimate view of the 
leading cinema stars in their best remembered 
films, Each glorious volume is packed with each 
film's cast, attractive photos of each star in а 
variety of poses, action photos, plot synopses, 
spell-binding comments and an exciting biogra- 
phy. The information in each book will spark 
your conversation and make TV viewing more 
enjoyable. These attractive and entertaining vol- 
umes are yours for only $2.98 each — original 
retail prices of $5.95 to $10.00 — а saving of up 
to $702 on each volume. 

Your Classic Movie Library will include Beau- 
tiful Individual Volumes on: Classics of the 
Silent Screen (your introductory volume) • Bette 
Davis • Humphrey Bogart • Joan Crawford + 
Laurel & Hardy - Jean Harlow - Charlie Chap- 
lin • Greta Garbo + Spencer Tracy • Marilyn 
Monroe * Marlene Dietrich • У. C. Fields + 
Katharine Hepburn + Cecil B. DeMille + Henry, 
Jane and Peter Fonda • The Movie Musicals + 
Movie Villains • The Westerns « Movie Detec- 
tives + Tarzan Movies = Classic Foreign Films. 
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volume Classic Movie Library. Send at 
nt Stremn."' | enclose NO MONEY IN ADVANCE. but 
I| sent only $1.00 plus a few cents mailing charge 


press, for only $2.88 plus a few cents mailing charge 
1 save up to $7.02 а volume), sending no money in ad- 
any book within ten days of receiving it. 1 may cancel 
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If you're about 


PLAYBOY 


why not make 
sure it’s a 


1 stop watch 

2 time out stop watch 
3 doctor's watch 

4 yachting timer 

5 tachometer 

6 aviator's watch 

7 time zone watch 

8 skin diver's watch 


9 regular watch 


Why not make sure it's the 
Chronomaster by Croton, $100. 
Write for free fact book: 

Dept. P-22, Croton Watch Co. 
Croton-On-Hudson, N.Y. 


CROTON 


CHRONOMASTER 


34 GOES STEADY GOES STEADY 
GOES STEADY GOES STEADY 


to buy a watch, 


savor by Leo McKern, Sir Donald Wolfit 
and other masters of British eccentricity. 

The manifold charms of Joanne are 
summed up at a glance—when the fey 
heroine, seated before a nude image of 
herself in а photographic mural, phones 
her magistrate daddy to call off a тоот- 
ful of bridling London fuzz while her 
beautiful black lover (Calvin Lockhart) 
slouches insolently against the wall. Add 
words and music by Rod McKuen, whose 


Tickyticky plain song fills the sound 
track with unabashed existential roman- 
ticism, and Joanna turns out to be a 
miniskirt version of A Man and a Wom- 
an. While films galore strive to tap the 
essence of London's youth scene and 


miss by a mile 1 5. 


producer Mich 


w 
director Michael Sarne, 27, establish 


immediate rapport with, if not the 


real swinging London, then the kind of 
world millions of Mod young people 
would probably like to live in. It is free, 


tender, lo 


„ creative and congeni- 
tally concerned about values, a milieu in 
which interracial sexuality is a simple 
fact rather than a rebel cause. At the cen- 
ter of it stands an endearing blonde 
waif (newcomer Genevieve Waite) who 
changes her costumes nearly as often as 
she changes beds, while friends keep 
telling her, “You must be committed to 
something." In fact, she is committed— 
to searching; and the search lcads to art 
classes, casual sleeping around, an 
pulsive trip to Morocco with a dying 
millionaire (Donald Sutherland, in a 
fine, funny performance) who already 
knows how valuable life is, Joanna finds 


im- 


meaning at last in her love for the black 
nightclub owner but falters temporarily 
when hes jailed on a manslaughter 
charge. But recounting this shallow plot 
is a disservice, for the important things 


ва 
about the movie are its warmth and wit 
and spontaneity—all heightened by Wal- 
ter Lassally's lyrical camerawork, a feast 
of subtle surprises. 


The stars of Warrendale are 12 seri 
ously disturbed children committed to a 
Canadian mental institution, where pa- 
tients live in homelike family units 
supervised by eight trained staff mem 
bets in loco parentis. Permissiveness is 
the rule, though the unorthodox method 
of dealing with violent expressions of 
hostility and fear consists of “holding,” 
or forcible restraint of the youngsters 
until their outbursts subside. It is a 
startling, perhaps even dubious concept, 
tacitly endorsed by Canadian producer- 
director Allan King; but Warrendale 
cannot finally be judged on the basis of 
right or wrong. This extraordinary film 
records the sights and sounds that occur 
over a five-week period, during which 
King’s camera insinuates itself into the 
aching heart of the experiment. The most 


complacent audience will tumble to the 
charm of a frail boy named Tony, who 
speaks his anguish in a barrage of 
four-letter words that would make Jean 
Genet blush; and there isn't а mo 
actress around who can crank up a 
crying scene more poignant than the 
angry. tortured confessional of a tcen- 
ager named Irene. The hero of the film, if 
there is one, is simply called Walter, the 
clinic's father figure, a psychiatric worker 
whose strength and gentleness convey a 
quality of mercy not immediately appar- 
ent in his use of professional jargon 
(‘Contain the child while she ventilates 
this material”). With the unexpected 
death of the household's Negro cook 
Warrendale reaches a dramatic crisis that 
is at once true, stunning, tragic and as 
wildly athletic as those Donnybrooks be- 
tween tracher and pupil in The Miracle 
Worker. King's achievement provides the 
strongest evidence (o date that real-life 
experience, sensitively observed. threatens 
to surpass the traditional story cinema 
on its own grounds. 

Norman Mailer, whose first film was 
Wild 90, is coproducer, director and. star 
of Beyond the Law, and thinks it probably 
the best American movie about police 
he has сусг seen, The sell-praise may be 
excessive, but his second movie is at 
least the best Mailer movie we've ever 
scen—gritty and fascinating, despite 
crude cimerawork, cultishness and hog- 
ging of the limelight by gucsewho, 
avily overplaying the role of a police 
lieutenant named Francis Xavier Pope, 
throwing in an Irish brogue whenever 
the impulse moves him. Improvised and 
uncharted, the film nevertheless shows 
strength in its close-ups of a fictional 
precinct station infested with a rank but 
believable collection of cops, crooks, kill- 
ers and queens, some played by proles 
sional actors, some by Mailcr's buddics. 
It's a hybrid home movie, half a simulat- 
ed documentary, half a series of gag im- 
personations for party night—but the 
failures of taste and timing succumb to 
Mailer's success in doing what ће set out 
to do, which was to bring forth “the 
incredible existential life in all passim 
relations between cops and criminals 
No Hollywood film within recent mem- 
ory has presented so gutsy a picture of 
precinct bulls under pressure. Actor Rip 
Torn contributes a grubby vignette as a 
freaked-out hippie; and there аге com- 
parable stints by playwright Michael 
(The Beard) McClure as his hairy soul- 
mate, by boxer José Torres as an ас 
cused killer and by playwright Jack 
Richardson as the snide, elegant overseer 
of a floating crap game. The only hope- 
lessly arch and self-conscious performers 
in the lot are Mailer and Paris Review 
editor George (Paper Lion) Plimpton, 
the latter emulating a celebrated young 
mayor of New York who interrupts a 
walking tour of the precinct to check 


lity stories firsthand. A 


joke, but smirking 


those police-bru 
reasonably good * 
blew it. 


RECORDINGS 


There arc 29 new songs (Revolution is 
also included) on the Beatles latest twin 
LP. effort plicably titled The Beatles 
(Capitol; also available on stereo tapc)— 
and, as might be expected, there's а [air 
amount of waste: satire that undere 
itself, unmemorable melodies, etc. The 
material—drawn from all the far-flung 
territories the M. B. E.s have explored in 
their vinyl voyages—includes enough 
musical high spots (Blackbird). comic low 
spots (Why Don't We Do It in the 
Road?) and combinations of the two 
(Happiness Is а Warm Gun) to have 
filled one solid LP. 


B 


А Genuine Tong Funeral (Victor), a scries 
of interrelated pieces composed by Carla 
Bley and described as a Dark Opera 
Without Words, is given a fascinating 
performance by The Gary Burton Quar 
iet, augmented by an orchestra. Filled 
imer imagery, brooding, melan 
and ап inventiveness that 
is both communicative and mystical, Fu- 
neral gives cause for celebration. 


The Yard Went on Forever . . . (Dunhill 
also available on stereo tape) finds Rich. 
ard Harris acting and singing his way 
through ten new Jim Webb tone poems, 
with an orchestral backdrop of Holly- 
wood slickness. There are moments 
when Webb sacrifices clarity for eu 
phony, and moments when he and Har 


ris get embarrassingly sentimental—but 
for the most part, Harris is a skillful gar 
dener, and it is honest poetry that grows 
in Webb's yard, as evidenced by the three 
Hymns from Grand Terrace, the opulent 
images of Watermark and the bitter 
humor ol The Hive. 


The late Wes Montgomery's last LP. 
Rood Song (AX also av ble on stereo 
tape). is a fitting tribute to the guitarist's 
outsized talent. Accompanied by the large 
ggregarions that stood him in such good 
stead during his association with ARM, 
Wes proceeds to demonstrate—with that 
spare, no-lrills-attached style of his—the 
jazz nuances of such diverse attractions 
as Green Leaves of Summer, Fly Me to 
the Moon, Yesterday and the English folk 
dinies Greensleeves 


nd Scarborough 
Fair, Don Sebeskys beautiful arrange 
ments create faultless settings for the 
Montgomery guitar. It is ап appropriate 
epilog to the Wes Montgomery story. 


Nancy Priddy is the girl's name, and 
on You've Come This Way Before (Dot) 
she confidently opens up unfamiliar re 
gions in the brave new world of jazz 


even when 
you forget 
to use it 


Say you forget your deodorant one 
morning. If you’ve been using Mennen 
Speed Stick regularly, don’t worry. 
You'll still have protection left over from 
yesterday to help you through toda: 
Speed Stick's the deodorant that builds 
protection day after day. With regular 
use it actually builds up a resistance to 
odor. Enough to help keep you safe 
even if you're occasionally forgetful. 
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It's true. 

The aroma 

of Field & Stream 
remind you 
of a great 
autumn day 

in the woods. 


t 


your 
vacation. 


A product of Philip Morris Inc, 


rock. She delivers her freely conceived 
and precisely crafted lyrics with a style 
that enhances the intricacy of the charts 
(which represent an inspired effort by 
Manny Albam and friends). Among the 
ten items in the well-paced song cycle 
are My Friend Frank, a humorous, up- 
tempo rocker; Mystic Lady, which em- 
braces a wide spectrum of moods and 
i pitaph, a voiceand-piano 
als to a. stunning climax. 
The five gentlemen billed as the John 
Handy Concert Ensemble project hand- 
somely on their new LP, Projections (Co- 
lumbia). Leader Handy handles the alto, 
saxello and flute chores; Mike White con- 
nues to make a name for himself as a 
major proponent of the jazz violin; and 
Mike Nock's pianowork makes a major 
contribution to the success of the en- 
semble. ist Bruce Cale and drummer 
Larry Hancock supply the rhythm for 
one of the most engaging groups going. 
The creativity displayed on these original 
works is both invigorating and intelligible 
—which says a lot for a group producing 
a very modern sound. 


Composers have been fooling around 
with the music of J. S. Bach ever since 
Mozart set the style by arranging several 
of the old master’s organ fugues for 
suring trio. But who would have thought 
that someone would try to run this 
imperishable stuff through an electronic 
synthesizer? This is exactly what com- 
poser Walter Carlos has done on Switched- 
On Bech (Columbi also available on 
stereo tape), and it turns out to be one 
of the most exhilarating recordings we've 
heard in years. Carlos “performs” the 
Brandenburg Concerto No. 3 and other 
familiar pieces on a specially modified 
Moog Synthesizer and manages to make 
them sound both like good Bach and 
good electronics. The unusual timbres 
may give you something of a jolt at first, 
but stick with them for a while and their 
brilliant clarity and razor-sharp articula- 
tion will soon begin to sound insidiously 
‘apropos. 


Tim Hardin 3 live in Concert (Verve Fore- 
cast) has the prince of “underground” 
troubadours—aided not by a trio but by 
а quicksilver jazz quintet—steadily send- 
g a Manhattan audience into ecstasy. 
rdin, whose unpredictable phrasing 

i: 


н 
and penetrating voice afford him m 
mum projection, суса in his most intro- 


spective moods, has а field day with /f I 
Were a Carpenter and Геппуз Tune, a 
lament for the late comedian; but his 
hauntingly hesitant Misty Roses provides 
the program's artistic peak. 


That timeless pixy of the piano, Er- 
roll ner, carries on with undimin- 
ished equanimity on Up in Errolfs Room 
(MGM; also available on stereo tape). 
Garner’s usual rhythm accompaniment 


is augmented on this occasion by an 
instrumental group called The Brass 
Bed (reed men Pepper Adams and Jerome 
Richardson slipped in there somehow) 


The session is filled with all manner of 
goodics—IWatermelon Man, The Girl 
from Ipanema, Cheek to Cheek among 


them—and Garner as ever, inimitable. 


Arlo (Reprise; also available on stereo 
tape) records Mr. Guthrie cracking up a 
willing New York audience with his sly 
humor, as on The Motorcycle Song, and 
with his down-to-carth singing, as on 
Wouldn't You Beli Tt. Donovan, who 
has virtually become an old dependable, 
ollers another winning set of perform- 
ances on The Hurdy Gurdy Man (Epic; also 
available on sterco tape). No matter what 
the bag—baroque, jazz or Oriental— 
Donovan never fails to delight. 

We really dig The Sound of Nancy Wilson 
(Capitol). One of her best compilations 
yet, the LP contains a pair of Harold 
Arlen beauties—Out of This World and 
When the Sun Comes Out—and two Cy 
Coleman-Carolyn Leigh gems, On the 
Other Side of the Tracks and The Rules 
of the Road. There are other estimable 
ditties on hand and a coterie of superb 
musicians to put the frosting on Miss 
Wilson's cake. 


José Feliciano’s fast-growing following 
won't be disappointed with Souled (Vic- 


tor; also available on sterco tape), а set 
that embraces “modern” material, such 
as John Sebastian's Younger Generation, 


and funkier rock songs, such as Hi-Heel 
Sneakers and the long-neglected Hey! 
Baby. José’s inner-directed, highly deco- 
ve style varies little from track to 
track; and the orchestrations, like those 
on his last outing, leave plenty of space 
for his unamplified guitar. 

Color Blind (Dynovoice; 
on stereo tape) is an auspicious debut 
for The Glitterhouse, a supersmooth but 
vigorous rock group that specializes in 
light, melodic fables; Tinkerbell's Mind 
and Sassafrass and Cinnamon are among 
the more successful efforts. The group's 
conceptions—which straddle the center 
stripe of the poprock highway, with 
frequent forays to the light<lassical side 
—ure abetted by some of Bob Crewe's 
least-contrived arrangements to date. 

Very few European jazzmen have 
made any appreciable impression on the 
American market place; French pianist 
Martial Solal is one who has. The Martial 
Solal Trio: On Home Ground (Milestone) 
offers a pyrotechnic display of Solal's 
credentials. The jazz standards on side 
one and Solal's own compositions on side 
two provide complementing showcases for 
his formidable technique and bright 
inventiveness. Bassist Gilbert Rovere and 


drummer Charles Bellonzi contribute а 
good deal more than simple rhythmic 
support, A fine recording. 


Lly & Marie (Columbia) introduces a 
captivating singing duo. The LP consists 
of two collections of original composi- 
tions, Ismené-Jasmine and Scatterings, 
which fully display the girls’ always sen 
suous, frequently unearthly sound. 

On his seventh LP, 200 M. P. H. (Warner. 
Bros-Seven Arts), Bill Cosby continues 
his remarkable growth as a comedian. 
Side onc speeds along with antic vi- 
gnettes about relatives and pets; the 
29%-тїпше flip side may prove the ulti- 
mate distillation of America’s passion 
for sports cars. From the opening mo- 
ments, when he ta ossession of а 
“dua "' Carroll Shelby Cobra 


everything’ 
—that "will do over two hundred miles 
per hour and is faster than anything 
Steve McQueen owns’—to the album's 
apocalyptic cnding, Cosby rates a check 
ered flag for his high-powered perform- 
ance. Recorded during a show at 
Harrah's in Lake Tahoe, Nevada, 200 
M.P. H. captures Cosby's gifts for ani- 
mating prosaic objects and imitating 
sounds. 


THEATER 


Zorbé, which was conceived, composed, 
directed and produced by the same en- 
semble that crafted Cabaret, is the re- 
verse side of that other hit musi 
Where Cabaret looked upon life with 
icism, Zorbd celebrates it. "Life is а 
iret, old chum,” runs the theme song 
of the former, and every bit of irony is 
tended. Хот theme song is Life Is 
cabaret and everything clse. “I live 
as if I would die any night,” Zorba 
boasts, and grabs at everything—every 
passion, every nce and every wom- 
an. The chief similarity, besides excel- 
lence and tastefulness, of the two Harold 
Prince shows is that cach is held together 
by a seemingly extraneous character who 
tums out to be essential: the emcee in 
Cabaret and Lorraine Ser; s one- 
woman Greek chorus in Zorbá. Miss 
Serabian, a darkly beautiful newcomer 
with a Sueisand-power voice, sweeps 
fatelike through the play, providing а 
amework and t. But the play 
is, after all, about Zorba the Greek; and 
the transition from Nikos Kazantzakis’ 
novel to movie to musical is effected 
ith surprising preservation of tone and 
character. Under Prince's creative direc- 
tion, author Joseph Stein, composer 
John der, lyricist Fred Ebb and 
choreographer Ronald Field have collab- 
oratively produced not a theatrical re- 
tread but something alive in its own 
right. Though Herschel Bernardi— 
short, somewhat squat—does not resem- 
ble the movie's Anthony Quinn, he can 


so a spi 


Look at the photographer's 
left index finger. It’s on a switch 
which allows him to make a choice 
between two separate exposure meter 
systems. The Mamiya/Sekor DTL 

is the world’s first 35mm, single lens 
reflex camera with two separate 
through the lens exposure 

reading systems. Why two? Because 
subjects with front lighting are 
measured easiest with an “averaged” 
meter system. With back or side 


other 
camera 
has this 
switch. 


lighting you need a "spot" 
meter system to read the most impor- 
tant part of the picture. Almost 

all fine 35mm SLR cameras have one 
of these systems; only the 
Mamiya/Sekor DTL has both. The 
DTL with every important SLR 
feature is priced from less than $180, 
plus case. Ask for a demonstration at 
your photo dealer or write for folder 
to Ponder&Best , 11201 West Pico 
Blvd., Los Angeles, Calif. 90064. 


the 


bare 
essential 


In essence: the perfect gift. 
This is the fragrance that 
brings out the playmate in her, 
turns on the playboy in you. A 
half ounce of Playboy's pro- 
vocative perfume, beautifully 
gift boxed, $15. Use order no. 
TB20001. Please add 50¢ for 
handling. 


Shall we send a sift card in your namo? 
Send check or moncy order to: Playboy 
Products, The Playboy Building. 919 N. 
Michigan Ave.. Chicago, Ш. 60611. Playboy 
Club credit keyholders may charge. 
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EXHAUSTED? 
—UNDERSTANDING COMES FASTER 
WITH CLIFF'S NOTES! 


OVER 175 TITLES 


$1 AT YOUR BOOKSELLERS 


FREE! 


WORLD’S LARGEST 
ELECTRONIC KIT 
CATALOG! 


The Istest edition . . . with more kits and more 
color. Includes over 300 kits for unique creative 
fun at 50% savings. You can build your own 
color TV. stereo system. electronic organ. home 
protection system. portable and shortwave 
radios. ham and CB equipment, marine elec- 
tronics and many more. No special skills or 
knowledge needed. Millions of others have 
done it already — you can too! Mail the coupon 
today and sce how easy 


| Heath Company, Dept. з» 2 
| Benton Harbor, Michigan 49022 
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а half times larger than 1 
one. The rest of the cast s 
John Cunningham as the tightly 
Strained Nikos. Maria Karnilova as the 
lusty, childlike Hortense, Carmen. Alva- 
rez as the lonely widow, the support 
townspeople and bouzouki pl 
of course, Lorraine Serabian. Zorbd’s ac- 
cent is very much in the right place. At 
the Imperial, 249 West 45th Street, 


ands ta 


The beginning and end of The Man in 
the Glass Booth аге marvelously theatrical. 
The play opens in a dimly lit cathedral- 
like room as а bald man in a silk dre: 

ng gown kneels before an urn and prays. 
A bell rings eight o'dock. Servants enter 
nd press à button, and what had ap 
peared to be a fresco lining the rear wall 
turns out to be louvered windows be- 
id which shines the skyline of Man- 
an. The servants dress the bald man, 
place an offering of coffee before him 

st y bustles 
about, his day begins. The man, Arthur 
Goldman, is a supersuccessful realestate 
tycoon whose odd and idiosyncratic 
acter he carries a pistol and. points 
firmly established in a very 
few minutes. Instantly, onc is almost 
compulsively curious about him. In the 
last act of The Man, the Billy Rose-like 
Goldman has become an Tinann ina 
glass booth, on trial in Israel for m 
dering millions of Jews. Unlike Eich- 
mann and other Nazis, Goldman h: 
exultantly boasted of his perversity, sa- 
voring the blood lust when he isn't crack- 
ing Jewish jokes (“We got a restaurant 
in New York killed more Hebrews than 
1 did") Then, suddenly, in the final 
scene, Goldman is revealed as a refugee 
from a Nazi camp who has plotted his 
own martyrdom, The revelation is chill- 
i ed with 


and 
Donald Pleasence 
old Pinter, it beau 
play on itself, ma 


fully twists the whole 
ing it for the moment 
seem to add up to much more than it 
really does. The problem with The Ma 
in the Glass Booth is largely in its mid- 
dle, the metamorphosis of millionaire to 
martyr. Presumably. this is not merely 
melodrama but a play of ideas in which 
one expects analysis and insight: Why 
did Goldman the refugee become Gold- 
man the financial lion become Goldman 
the saint (or madman)? Playwright (also 
actor and novelist) Robert Shaw raises 
provocative questions about ihe nature 
of Goldman and the nature of guilt but 
answers them with simplifications and 
even wisecracks. In the end, it is not the 
author's philosophy but simply his the- 
atrical device—what if Eichmann were a 
Jew?—that survives as the essence of the 
play. At the Royale, 242 West 45th Street. 
When Joseph Hellers We Bombed in 
New Haven tried out in New Haven (at 


Yale) last year. it didn't bomb—but it 
was a rambling, undisciplined play. 
Wackily wild and spontancous. with. its 
actors playing actors playing soldiers, it 
was stubbornly antiwar and antiw 
play. antiwar-movie, antiwargames. It 
was marred by diffuseness and a creeping 
imentality. Transplanted to Broad 

it is less diffuse, less wacky and 
more sentimental. The pacifism is still 
there; Heller is. after all, the author of 
Catch-22 and a master of sardonic dialog 
(says one young draftee, "It would dis 
rupt my life less if 1 got killed sooner”). 
And Гог Broadway, there are two stars 
in lead parts: Jason Robards as the 
world-weary captain and Diana Sands as 
his girlfriend. а Red Cross coffee-and 
doughnuts girl. Robards is аз good 
Stacy Keach was in New Haven, but 
ands simply is no match for Es- 


s 


sons’ fall girl The two best 
performers from the Connecticut pro 
duction—Ron Leibman as the sergeant 


who defects, and Anthony Holland as 
the corporal who wants to succeed. the 
sergeant but only affer the sergeant is 
killed—have both made the journey to 
Broadway, and they arc. again. hilarious. 
The catch is not the actors, but the 
author. Like 22's Milo Minderbinder, he 
has sabotaged his own play. He ha 
stripped it of most of its Marx Brothers 
nuttiness, including one wonderfully lu- 
natic sce which Holland popped 
ош of dry basket like а red-haired 
jack-in-the-box and belted out the song 
Heat Wave. The nuniness created. an 
atmosphere—the crazy insine asylum of 
Army life—without which Helles play 
is too much зресећи тући 
pretentious. [t was both much funnier 
and more serious before the author be- 
ing it too seriously. At the Am- 
ador, 219 West 49th Street. 


е 


even a bit 


"There a world of difference be- 
tween the ubiquitous Harold Pinter’s 
stage plays and his TV plays. Stage Pinter 
is confined and mysteriously claustro- 
phobic: Everything is restricted to а 
single room and often to a brief and spe- 
cific time span. Television Pinter is open, 
full of jump cuts and quick close-ups and 
may cover months or years. Though Tea 
Рату and The Basement are billed by their 
producers as “world premieres,” the 
truth is that both were first done on the 
BBC: but in the current production. no 
attempt is made to disguise the medium 
of origin. Quite the contrary. Director 
James Hammerstein has tied to dupli- 
ate the ТУ production—but on марс 
the many shifts of scenery and brief 
black-outs make the evening seem less 
like television than like pingpong in 
wide screen. Yet the works are character- 
istically Pinter—which is to say, funny, 
terrifying and haunting. And they аге 
well acted. In Tea Party, a middle-aged 
manufacturer of bidets (David Ford) 


so а sexual апа Лоде col | ПИ 


lapse. The oppressive forces (at least in 
his mind) include his ladylike second 
r (or a 
d the bu: 


former roommate (presumably а homo- 
sexual), immediately shed their clothes 
and jump into his bed together, while 


у lisorder into his finicky life 
and then change partners. From а mar- 
velous beginning, as seasons pass and 
anges. the play dissolves 
dissolves. But for all those who are Pi 
terested, these two plays are not to be 

ed. At the Eastside Playhouse, 334 
74th бис 


The Apartment was an offbeat little. 
movie—very funny, very wry and very 
successful. Promises, Promises is a great 
big Broadway musical—very funny, very 
wry and. on its own terms, equally suc 
cessful. The main difference between the 
original and the rerun, besides the mu. 
sic, is that what once scemed outspoken 
—the office go-getter getting ahead by 
lending his pad to his lecherous bosses 
—now seems sort of square. Promises, 
Promises is very much in the Broad 
stream of things. Since this is the first 
theatrical score by top pop composer 
Burt Bacharach and his lyricist collabo- 
rator. Hal David. one somehow expects 
something different, a certain [recdom 
id wildness. Though this expectation 
5 disappointed, the music is still well 
above the Broadwa gc: and in 
at Teast two cases—Knowing When to 
Leave and the title song—it is extraordi 
nary. In rewriting the original book. 
Neil Simon has retained the premises of 
the plot but worked out his own decor. 
Generally, the Simonizing is the funniest 
part of the show. He has his hero (Jerry 
Orbach) take the audience into his 
confidence, kid them, mislead them, com 
ment (unfavorably) оп his own actions 
An angular singing-dancing-clowning ac- 
tor, Orbach lends a с п absurdity 
the character that makes him even fi 
nier than Jack Lemmon was in the movie. 
Orbach dominates the sho 
shadows the two other leads—which is 
a good thing. Edward Winter, as the 
chief seducer, seems always to be in the 
throcs of gas pains; and. Jill O'Hara 
the chief seducce, though pretty and 
possessing a pleasant voice, lacks the 
necessary vulnerability for her part and 
cannot really belt out the Bacharach 
songs. But even with such shortcomings, 
Promises, Promises promises to make a 
ny people happy. At the Shu. 
West Hth Street. 


and over- 


the beautiful 
people come to 
the beautiful 
браве 


Harry, Tony, Andy, Petula, Andy, 
Frank...and you. Just a few of. 
the beautiful people who make this. 
the exciting Palace it is. 


<agsars 2) 
PALACE 


LAS VEGAS 


WHERE IT'S AT* 


"from the movie 
of the same. 
пате 


For reservations, rates, color brochures — See any travel 
agent or write Caesars Palace, Las Vegas, Nevada 89109 


meet the party host's 
>S handy helper 


She's on hand to make certain your party's 
a success when you hold it at The Playboy 
Club*. And a success it will be-whether it's 
to celebrate the season, sell your product, 
Cocktail your conventioneers. honor a birth- 
day or bridegroom-to-be. Superb food, drinks, 
entertainment if you like, and, above all, fun 
in the glamorous atmosphere of The Playboy 
Club are yours. Learn why firms like RCA 
Victor, Clairol Corporation, Chrysler Cor- 
poration, Eastman Kodak and others return 
again and again to host Playboy Club par- 
ties. (The cost is less than you'd think) 


Contact your Club's Cotering Monoger or use attached coupon. 


Miss Marilyn Smith, Catering Director 
Playboy Clubs International 

The Playboy Building 

919 North Michigan Avenue 
Chicago, Illinois 60611 


Гат planning a party for. 
ersons on —____- 
lease send me more information on parties at 

The Playboy Club. 


NAME 


ADDRESS 


cry STATE ZIP CODE 


Playboy Club Credit Key мо. DODO OOOO О 


Playboy Clubs are located їп the following cities; Atlanta, Batimore, 
Boston, Chicago, Cincinnati, Denver. De 

tos Angeles: Mami. Montreal. 

St Louis. San Francisci 
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Live below your means. 


If you'd like to get around the high cost 
of living, we have a suggestion: 

Cut down on the high cost of getting 
around. 

And buy a Volkswagen. It's only $1799*. 

Thot's around $1200 less thon the over- 
оде amount paid for o new cor todoy. 
{leave it in the bank. More's coming.) 


A VW saves you hundreds of dollors on 
upkeep over the years. 

It tokes pints, not quarts, of oil. 

Not one iota of antifreeze. 

And it gets about 27 miles to the gallon. 
The average car (thirsty devil that it is) 
only gets 14. 

Sothe more youdrive, the more you save. 


And chonces аге, you'll drive it for years 
ond years. (Since we never change the 
style, o VW never goes out of style) 

Of course, o VW's not much 
to look at. So a lot of people 
buy a big flashy car just to save 
face. 

4 Try putting that in the bank. 


VOLKSWAGEN OF AMERICA, INC. "200005100 RETAIL PRICE, EAST COAST P.0.€. [61,817 WEST COAST P.O.E) LOCAL TAKES AND OTHER OLALER DELIVERY CHARGES, If ANY, ADITIONAL, WHITEWALLS OPTIONAL AT (ЭТНА COST, 
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Ё. dated dozens of girls all over the 
country, but I am about to reach the age 
of 21 still a virgin. I have necked and 
petted and tried to go further, but some- 
how I end up making a fool of myself, 
asmuch as my propositions are invaria- 
bly rejected. I ask the girls as politely as 
I know how. What am I doing wrong? 
—R. W., FPO San Francisco, California. 

Words are not the most effective me- 
dium of communication in the early 
stages of intimacy. When you ask, you 
are requiring that your partner agree, at 
the bottom of the mountain, to climb 
all the way to the top. That's a lot to 
ask. If you just starl out together, cach 
decision is only to take one more step. 
In other words, your leadership, not 
your questions, will provide the assur- 
ance that you know where you're going. 


ДА friend and I have had a minor 
meement concerning the boys in the 
tican choir. He claims that they are 
all castrated, in order that their voices 
will not deepen. I say that this may have 
been so in the past but is no longer true. 
Who's righ?—S. R, University Park, 
Pennsylvania. 

You are. Although castrati were for- 
злету im vogue in Italy—both in the 
Church and in opera—the practice of 
trading virility for job stability was dis- 
continued in the 19th Century. These 
days, when guys no longer sound like 
dolls, they may eventually be transferred 
to other sections of the choir or chorus 
after the change of voice. 


Clan you tell me if there are апу gam- 
bling schools in Nevada that train and 
then place qualified graduates in casinos 
as dealcrsz— T. L., Duluth, Minnesota. 

Write to the Nevada School of Deal- 
ing, 131 North Third Street, Las Vegas, 
Nevada 89101, for complete informa- 
tion. They offer courses in craps, rou- 
lette and blackjack for men over 2I. 
There is no timc limit for learning, but 
the average student requires six to eight 
weeks of instruction. If you look like a 
winner, the school may help place you 
after completion of the course. 


Wor а year and а half, 1 have been in 
Jove with a beautiful coed who attends 
the same small college I do. We have 
often spoken of marrying after we've fin- 
ished school. Howe about a month ago 
a lovely divorcée entered my life. I think 
I love her, too. 1 now have what many 
people would consider a "captain's р: 
disc": When I'm not making love to one, 
I'm making it with the other. But it's be- 
ginning to bug me, and I'm afraid that if 
I continue sharing myself with these two 


at the present rate, ГИ damage myself 
physically—perhaps permanently. How 
realistic is this fear?—R. S., Hammond. 
Louisiana. 

1] you're worried about muscular or 
glandular damage from a surfeit of sex, 
forget it; the body is self-regulating in 
this respect. However, unless you possess 
а supercool nervous system, your cap- 
tain’s paradise will probably degenerate 
into а captain's psychic shipwreck. 


Ihe been considering the purchase of a 
few cases of California wine and storing 
them for a "decade plus" to improve 
their quality. I've been told this will en- 
hance the wine's flavor characteristics so 
that they will compare with the best of 
aged French wines, Is this 502—7. N., 
Elizabeth, New Jersey. 

The aging of wine in the home is not 
necessarily a guarantee of improving the 
quality. Generally speaking, all rosé 
wines from. Europe or America, most of 
the light Alsatian and German wines, 
beaujolais and most of the French white 
burgundies should be consumed within 
three years of the bottling. We know of 
very few California reds (except some 
rare private botilings that do not reach 
the general public) that can be success- 
fully kept for what you call a “decade 
plus.” The best Galifornia red wines for 
aging in the bottle are the Cabernet 
Sauvignons; but we believe that most of 
these would become withered in flavor 
if kept too long. Those wines that gener- 
ally improve with age in the botile are 
the vintage ports (which are kept for 
decades), certain. of the red Bordeaux 
and red burgundics from France and a 
very few of the German auslese or the 
French sauternes. 


МЕ у times, Гле told the 19-yearold 
girl I'm dating that 1 love her, but she 
can't accept this. She recently gave birth 
to a baby (not mine) out of wedlock 
id is convinced no man could care for 
alter that. What can 1 say to her to 
help her get rid of her fceling?—D. I., 
Chicago, Illinois. 

Stop making her feel like a special case. 
Call up for dates, but don't push. Go out 
with groups, where she will be accepted 
as a social equal. Only when she can see 
herself as normal again in social terms 
will she be ready to consider individual 
relationships. 


| fina myself in quite а quandary, be- 
cause of very strong moral fcelings against 
the war in Vietnam; I want no part of 
Killing. On the other hand, I don't belong 
to any religious group that might qualify 
me to be classified as a conscientious 


the 
romance ~ 


How can a mere record playing unit 
have any Influence on a social occasion? 

Well, in the SL 95, there's the musical 
accuracy provided by Garrard's constant 
speed synchronous motor—a true indication 
of your uncompromising listening standards. 
There's the precision tracking of the tone- 
arm, floating on needle pivots in a gyro- 
scopically gimballed mounting. Then, 
there's the reassurance of convenient single 
lever cueing and, when the situation de- 
mands it, the gentlest automatic record han- 
dling mechanism available today. 

In other words—she'll appreciate your 
thoughtfulness in playing her favorite stereo 
discs on nothing less than the world’s finest 
automatic turntable. 


‘The SL 95 Is priced at $129.50, less base end с 
er Garrard mode 
ay Gomaerator Gui 
lesibury, N.Y. 11590. 


arrard 


World's Finest 
British industries Co., division of Avnet, Inc, 
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objector. I believe there must be mà 
like me who find themselves in this am- 
biguous no man's land, What can I do? 
Richmond. Virginia. 

The U.S. Supreme Court has ruled 
(7U. S. vs. Seeger”) that you must receive 
consideration as a conscientious objector 
if you have a sincere religious belief, 
even though you're not a member of an 
organized religious group, According to 
the American Friends Service Commit- 
tee, if your moral feelings against killing 
are sincerely based on such ideals as a 
belief in “goodness, love, beauty and the 
potentiality for brotherhood in man,” 
you may be able to qualify. You can 
receive help and information from the 
following: a peace church or the Friends 
Committee in your area; the Central 
Committee for Conscientious Objectors 
in Philadelphia; the National Service 
Board for Religious Objectors in Wash- 
ington. 


SSomeone told me d 
presses a person's sexual desire and th 
all cigarettes are made with sodium ni 
trate (a form of saltpeter), which helps 
them burn evenly but also adversely af- 
fects the sex drive. Because the girl I plan 
to marry is a heavy smoker of menthol 
ettes, І would like to know if thi 
ition is corect.—M. H., Balti- 
more, Maryland. 

Neither menthol nor salipeter func- 
tions in the human body as an anaph- 
rodisiac. This is pure myth, a flight of 
fancy passed along from guil to gull, 
which we are pleased to shoot down. 


t menthol sup- 
t 


ММ... 1 was in Tokyo, 1 purchased a 
top-rated Japanese 35mm camera. The 
lab has just returned my first rolls of film 
and Fm м pointed. "The expo- 
sure: d the pictures are sharp, 
but they all have a blue tinge. Did I get 
stuck with a lemon?—S. F., Tucson, 
Arizona. 

You're singing the blues because you 
probably used Type A or Type B color 
film (made for indoor shooting) when 
filming outdoors. The proper outdoor 
film—daylight type—is balanced for the 
high blue content of natural light. How- 
ever, sometimes even this film may show 
а bluish linge if used on an overcast day 
or in the shade. To correct this, a sky- 
light or haze filler is recommended Jor 
such alfresco use. 


|: stationed in а bate zone and don't 
think 1 should (есі guilty about indulg- 
ing in sex now and then. On the other 
hand, my wife is at home with all the 
amenities and pleasures the U.S. has to 
offer and 1 feel she should abstain dur- 
ing the one year ГІ be away. Some of 
buddies disagree with my double 
ard. What does pLaynoy thin 
B. Z. APO San Francisco. California. 


We think that since your wife is the 
same distance from you as you are 
from her, the same standard of behavior 
—whatever it is—should apply to both 
of you. 


Ага seeing countless guys hurl them- 
selves through windows, fall off horses, 
smash cars and generally risk life and 
limb in action movies, I wonder about 
Hollywood stunt men. Do these bird- 
brains work for peanuts or is there 
enough bread in it to make the risks 
worth while? And what's the going rate 
for doing what comes unnaturally2— 
ТОМ. Newport Beach, Californi: 

Filmdom's fearless fall guys are highly 
skilled professionals and their dashing 
deeds of derring-do are well rewarded, 
When on call, а stunt man gets a mini- 
mum of $112 per day. However, the 
rates for unusually difficult or risky 
stunts are open to negotiation, A major 
Hollywood studio has supplied us with 
the following figures: For tumbling off a 
running horse, a rider was compensated 
$200. For being dragged with one foot 
in the stirrup, he earned a fast $350. 
And for staging a wagon wreck, his pain 
pay came to $500. For an even more 
dangerous feat, such as making а run- 
ning leap from a canyon edge onto a 
moving cable car with a 1500-foot abyss 
below, one tricky businessman netted 
$1000. 


V have an electric razor and a traveling 
electric clock. Бош for plugging into 110 
volts, A.C., 60 cycles. 1 want to take them 
on a trip abroad, during which I will be 
in countries with „ AC. 60 
cycles, and. 110 volts, A.C., 50 cycles. I 
own a small transformer and adapter plug 
for the razor to change the 990 to 110, 
but what do I do about the change from 
60 cycles to 50 cycles What happens if 
I do plug the clock or razor into 50- 
cycle curren?—H. L., Washington, D. С. 

We have two suggestions that are less 
expensive and more practical than 
trying to transport a device that changes 
cycles for you. Invest in a battery-operated 
razor, the kind that is rechargeable. 
You can get one with a recharge gadget 
that will adjust the current flowing to it 
from a wall plug, so that you can use any 
alternating current supplied the world 
over; you can also use the power sources 
direct; Le. without having to recharge 
the battery. As for the clock, invest in a 
battery-operated one that doesn’t have a 
charger built in. А single, small flash- 
light battery will power the clock for 
many months. If you plug your present 
razor into 50-cycle A.C.. it will run ten 
percent slower and be that much less 
effective and comfortable; it will not be 
damaged. As for your 60-cycle clock, it 
will run slow in the ratio of 6 to 5. You 
will thus lose ten minutes an hour, four 
hours per day, but it won't be damaged. 


During а tateshow gangster flick, the 
cops made reference to their paddy 
wagon as a Black Maria. What's the 
derivation of this term?—]. S., Fairfield, 
Iowa. 

Although the origin of this term is 
debated by etymologists, Cecil Hunt in 
“Word Origins” claims it derives from a 
monumental black woman, Maria Lee, 
who kept a boardinghouse in Boston 
during the mid-I9th. Century. With a 
temper as fiery as her muscles were pow- 
erful, she inspired fear in even the most 
hardened criminals. Occasionally, the 
fuzz called on her to assist them in 
capturing lawbreakers, which she will- 
ingly did. “Black Maria” was thus in- 
strumental in having them hauled off to 
jail, and her name became attached to 
the vehicle uscd for this purpose. 


роу before our scheduled wedding, 
1 jilted my girl, even though I still loved 
her deeply. Marriage was beginning to 
scare me and I wanted out before it was 
too lare. I have not secn her or spoken 
with her since the bre: 
me she still thinks 
sleep nights for thinking about her. I 

cally want her back but haven't the 
guts to call her. I think I could face her. 
but I am terrified at the prospect of 
remecting her parents, relatives. friends 
d townspeople. Help me—C. M.. Los 
Gatos, Californi 

Let's take one thing at a time. Write 
to the girl, tf that’s more comfortable 
than phoning, and tell her of your wish 
to see her again. If she wants to resume, 
she will make the re-entry to her home 
relatively frictionless and together you 
will build up enough courage to face 
the other people, Your experience is not 
unique. Even Abraham Lincoln once 
broke his engagement to the woman he 
later married. 


Ik it true that, of all the dictators of our 
time, Benito Mussoli the best writ- 
€r—R. L., New Haven. Connecticu 

It is true that Mussolini’s prose is full 
of brilliant lines, far superior to anything 
produced by Hitler or Stalin. But his 
most scintillating passages were boldly 
lifted from other writers, such as Machia- 
velli, Nietzsche, Marx, Engels, Plato 
and, especially, the French anarchist 
Georges Sorel. 


All reasonable questions—from fash. 
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars 
to daling dilemmas, taste and eliquetie 
—will be personally answered if the 
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy 
Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi- 
gan Лос, Chicago, Illinois 60611. The 
moast provocative, pertinent queries will 
be presented on these pages each month 


Beat Stateside prices! 


Since 1916 the Мете! organization has been meeting the needs 
of Americans throughout the world. For U.S. servicemen now 
overseas, working with Nemet means Total Service and Total 
Security — your car is where you want it, when you want it, 
serviced and ready to go. 

Over 50,000 trouble-free deliveries to Americans throughout 
the world! Just ask your buddy — the odds are that either he 
ог someone he knows has purchased a car through Nemet 


ћете! Auto International, 153-03 Hillside Avenue 
Jamaica, New York 11432 (near J.F.K. 
World's Largest Distributor of European Cars at Factory Prices. 


Nemet Auto International 2t 
153-03 Hillside Ave., Jamaica, М.Ү. 11432 


Please serd me a FREE copy of your 60 
page Master catalog. 1 am interested ir 


Nemet Auto Internationalt — , — PB2O 
15303 Hillside Ave., Jamaica, N.Y. 11432. 


Please send me a FREE copy of your 60 
age Master catalog, 1 am interested in: 


VOLVO JAGUAR |) ALFA LVO JAGUAR (C ALFA 
VOLKSWAGEN [T SUNBEAN (2) MG VOLKSWAGEN |- SUNBEAM[- MG 
1 MERCEDES [AUSTIN [7 SIMCA ] MERCEDES [AUSTIN (C SINCA 
]PtUcror [PORSCHE renauit : |]PtuGtor _ [7 PORSCHE [- RENAULT 
TRIUMPH [ROVER (BMW TRIUMPH — []ROVER (BMW 
Mame Rank Name Rank 
adress Aadress 


Auto International and saved up to 30% over U.S. prices. 

Your confidence is rewarded since Nemet protects your order 
and your money — we've been doing it for over 52 years so 
that you know we are no johnny-come-lately. But remember, 
you are orly eligible if you order while outside the U.S. Write 
or mail a coupon today to Nemet Auto International for your 
FREE 60 page Master Catalog, giving all the facts about buy- 
ing a European car at factory prices. 


International Airport) 


Nemet Auto International PE20 
153-03 Hillside Ave., Jamaica, N.Y. 11432 


Please send me a FREE copy of your 60 


Nemet Auto International РВ20 £ 
153-03 Hillside Ave., Jamolca, МУ. 11432 


Please send me a FREE copy of your 60 


age Waster catalog. | am interested in: age Master catalog. 1 am interested in: 2 
Volvo. JAGUAR [ALFA ДАТ JAGUAR [ALFA 
VOLKSWAGEN [-] SUNBEAM(-) MG VOLKSWAGEN Г] SUNBEAM MG 
MERCEDES (AUSTIN (C SIMCA MERCEDES (AUSTIN [SIMCA 
PEUGEOT PORSCHE [7] RENAULT PEUGEOT PORSCHE [-] RENAULT 
TRIUMPH [ОЮК []EMW — : [TRIUMPH ROVER BMW 

Name Rank | Name Rank 


Айгезъ Adress 


Approx, Date & Place of Delivery Approx, Date & Place of Delivery 


Approx, Date & Place of Delivery 


Approx. Date & Place of Delivery 


M 


An unfair comparison between 


The comparison is mostly unfair because 
the M-60A1 looks exactly like what zt is, while 
the Javelin looks exactly like what 2115. 

However, there are a few other compar- 
isons that are not quite so unreasonable. 

For instance, both the Javelin and the 
M-60A1 weld the body and frame into one 
unit. 

Which is unfair, because the Javelin has 
less body than the M-60A1, yet carries more 
passengers. 

The Javelin gives you greater ease of 
entrance and exit, while the M-60AT offers 


more hiproom, headroom and legroom. 

Unfair, because whose hiproom, head- 
room and legroom would you rather be in? 

Ours, or theirs? 

The Javelin features comfortable bucket 
seats and molded acoustical ceilings to keep 
out annoying noises. 

Unfair, because the M-60A1 has only 
canvas padded steel seats and no padding at 
all on the ceiling. 

The Javelin gets almost 20 miles to the 
gallon. Unfair, because the M-60A1 gets only 
% mile to the gallon. 


the M-60A1and the Javelin. 


The Javelin SST’s optional 315 HP V-8 is 
dwarfed by the M-60A1’s 750 HP twelve, yet 
the Javelin’s acceleration is much faster. 

Unfair. 

The Javelin has a bigger trunk and vent- 
less side windows. 

Unfair. 

The Javelin offers you the option of a 
vinyl top, plus mag style wheels and a stereo 
tape deck. А 

Areas in which the M-60A1 cannot even 
compete. 

And unfairest of all, the Javelin lists for 


only $2,095 !. Or about $250,000 less than the 
M-60A1. 


American Motors 


American Motors Military Sales 
Autornotive International Division. 
American Motors Corporation 
5626 25th Avenue 

Kenosha, Wisconsin 53140 
Send me details on special military prices on the Javelin and other 1969 
AM cars and name of representative authorized to handle American 
Motors’ products. 


Name. 


Box 1003 


Military address. 


Quarters address. 


Phone. Rotation date. 


1 Basic Military special Sales Price of Javelin for world wide M.S.T.S. shipment. 
Special military prices are available only to permanent duty personnel stationed 
ослабе the 


Why sweat? 


Panasonic has a genuine | 
take-anyplace-you-go, 
all-in-one portahle. 


We call it our TR-339RF. It's a TV set. And an FM radio. And 
an AM radio. 

That's why TR-339RF can be called an all-in-one por- 
table. But it's also a take-anyplace-ycu-go portable. 

Because of its unique, ‘impossible-to-make’ ~» 
snap-on battery. “57 

That means you don't have to attach a bulky, 
bothersome battery pack. (Like you have to do 
with those so-called portable sets.) 

In fact, Panasonic's TR-339RF is the only set 
in the world with a snap-on battery. And an 
FM/AM radio. 

What's more, TR-339RF also works on house current. 
If power fails, it automatically switches over to battery operation. 
It's easy to recharge, too. On or off. Just plug into any AC outlet. 

And don't ever worry about TR-339RF overcharging. It | 
can't happen. Because TR-339RF automatically shuts off 
when it's had enough. 

Other important facts. TR-339RF has a 38-square-inch 
screen. An aluminized picture-tube for extra-sharp detail. 
A dark-tinted glass to virtually eliminate glare and reflection. 
54 solid-state devices. VHF-UHF reception. 

But what makes Panasonic's TR-339RF truly efficient is 
its FM/AM radio. And what makes Panasonic's TR-339RF 
truly distinctive is its snap-on battery. They separate the 
genuine from the phony. 


IMINO 


Panasonic's exclusive snap-on battery. 


N 


PANASONIC 


NATIONAL and PANASONIC are the brandnames of Matsushita El 


MATSUSHITA ELECTRIC _ - 69. TVD) 
8-2, 4-chome Shiba, Minato-ku, Tokyo, Japan 

Please send me your free TR-339RF brochure. 

NAME and RANK У АБЕ 


ADDRESS —— APO/FPO __ 
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM 


an interchange of ideas between reader and editor 
on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy” 


THE MIND OF THE CENSOR 

The Baltimore Sun's Sunday maga- 
zine recently printed an article titled 
“Three Movie Censors 
scribing the acti 
State Board of Motion Picture Censors, 
which licenses films for exhibition in this 
state, The Board consists of three people 
and the following statement by one of 
them seems typical of the censor's mind: 


I didn’t learn about any of this 
filth when 1 was growing up—and 1 
had 11 brothers and sisters. When 
one of my sisters asked where babies 
come from, my mother beat her 
fully. There was no obscene 
talk, We led a beautiful sheltered 
And 1 brought up all of my 
children that way, too. 


James W. Gatton 
Baltimore, Maryland 


MALICE IN MARYLAND 

A story in the Baltimore Sun re- 
ports that the Baltimore police “used 
two paddy wagons, two radio cars and at 

t one unmarked car yesterday as they 
arrested. three members of an under- 
ndmovie film crew on rrants 
ing them with ‘participating in 
lemeanor or, to wit: indecent 


А local film studio had been shooting 
a brief segment of film in which a 
nude male stood with his back to the 
camera. The scene was shot in a seclud. 
ed area of the heavily wooded Johns 
Hopkins University campus in Balti- 
more—obviously to prevent any public 
exposure. However, a campus police- 
1 confronted the crew after they had. 
shed filming. Not having seen the 
leged nude person himself, the officer 
irode up to an actor in а bathrobe and 
pulled his robe back and saw that hc 
was nude." 

‘The Baltimore police were summoned 
and warrants were issued for il 
of all the participating actors 
The Sun goes on to report: 


arrest 
nd crew. 


One of those arrested .. . said a 
policeman discovered her in her bath 
in her apartment . . . and stood 
looking in the open door after order- 
ing her to dress. 

“There was more exposure in the 
arest than in thc incident," she 
remarked. 


One has the feeling that the three 
hapless persons now awa 
enough material to make 
movie а comedy. 


Walter Albro 
Baltimore, Maryland 


MR. BLUENOSE 

Returning from а round-the-world 
recently, 1 ran into some trouble 
with a Customs official who was morally 
outraged at some excellent color photos, 
of crotic nature, that 1 had purchased i 
London. When he threatened me with 
legal action, I demanded the right to 
phone an attorney. Mr. Bluenose was 
upset by this request and called his 
superior. Fortunately for me, the high- 
er officer more liberal and соп- 
sidered the number of pictures to bc so 
small that they were obviously for my 
own pleasure and 
He then instructed. Mr. 
merely have me sign a rel 


Bluenose to 


We all know tha 
morality" have 
h 
tures to a fellow Customs inspector, Mr. 
Bluenose, with obvious concentratii 
the males in the pictures, s 
Christ, some of these guy 
Valparaiso jackasses! 

(Name withheld by request) 
Newark, New Jersey 


DOUBLE-STANDARD DECENCY 

Recently, a few friends invited me to 
their apartment to see stag films—a 
harmless enough way to spend the cve- 
ng. The upsetting thing is that the 
movies were borrowed from a friend 
who is an FBI agent. This agent had con- 
scated the films from someone and had 
arranged for his conviction in court. As 
1 watched, 1 couldn't help but wonder 
what the poor slob in 
thought if he'd known what became of 
his movies. Talk about a hypocritical 
society! 


jail would have 


пе withheld by request) 
ма Rosa, California 


CORRUPT LEGISLATORS 

Тһе censor is an individual who sets 
cut to protect the morals of others. The 
absurdity of his role is beautifully high- 
lighted by an anecdote that I heard 
cccntly; supposedly, it really happened 
in the province of Alberta some y 
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ago. There was a dispute about the “ob- 
scenity” of a certain movie and the pro. 
vincial cabinet stepped in to settle the 
question. They watched the film and 
pronounced that it would “corrupt the 
morals" of anyone who saw it. The movie 
was thereupon banned in Albert 

The following day, the opposition 
party called on the government to re- 
sign, since by the government's own tes- 
timony, they had seen a film that would 
ruin the morals of anyone—and, therc- 
fore. they themselves were now corrupt 
and unfit to govern. 


Felicia Murphy 
‘Toronto, Ontario 


SIN IN ST. PAUL 

A letter in the October Playboy Fo- 
Tum described the censorship war being 
waged against the Wabasha bookstore 
here in St. Paul As manager of the 
store, I'm happy someone brought those 
bizarre events to the attention of your 
readers. St. Paul's special assistant city 
attorney has been attempting for over a 
nd a half to prevent. us from 
g many publications, including some 
nudist magazines that have second-class 
ing permits. The effect, if the city 
were successful, would be to put us out 
of bu 5. There have been over a 
dozen raids on the store and many 
court cases are pending. The biggest 
push by the forces leagued against us 
came last August when they tried to 
have the store closed as a public nui- 
sance. This failed in court and the Min- 
nesota supreme court has ordered that 
a number of photos and magazines 
seized in a raid be returned to the store. 
As we work our way through litigation, 
the tide of the struggle seems to be 
turning in our favor. 

City officials enjoy calling us “smut 
peddlers.” They never mention the fact 
that store owner Robert Carlson, ad- 
dition to the 5 riented Wabasha book- 
store, also serves St. Paul with the biggest. 
paperback outlet in Minnesota, carrying 
over 15,000 titles covering religion, his- 
tory, poetry, art, drama and many similar 
subjects. One ugly incident that illus 
trates the vindictiveness of the vendetta 
against our store occurred when Mr. 
]son's tner sold his interest in 
Wabasha and tried to buy a bowling 
establishment. He was refused a license 
to enter this new business on the 
grounds of his previous connection with 
‘Wabasha. 

As E write this, we are open for busi- 
ness as usual, though none of us who 
work in the store are willing to bet that 
the harassment won't continue. I don't 
defend. 
carry oi 


rtistic grounds—some are art 
and some aren't—but I do believe that 


we have a right to stay open, because 
censorship is a thousand times worse 
than anything we sell here. We ser 
over a thousand adult customers in 


FORUM NEWSFRONT 


a survey of events related to issues raised by “the playboy philosophy 


THE ATROCITY 

PALM SPRINGS, CALIFORNIA—]! hap- 
pened a few nights before Halloween, 
and some people suspected that Orson 
Welles was up to his old tricks again. 
Viewers on KPLM, one of Palm Springs’ 
local TV stations, were about to turn off 
their sets for the night—the last show of 
the evening had just finished —when 
suddenly a naked man and a naked 
woman appeared on the screen, While 
the home audience watched galvanized, 
the couple began to prove they weren't 
Martians by making love in the carth- 
iest fashion imaginable. But viewers were 
just as disturbed as if Welles’ interplanc- 
lary invaders had returned after 30 
years, and the local police were soon 
deluged with calls. Rushing to the TV 
station, police found the building emply 
—апа no sign of forcible entry. For the 
next several nights, while police admit- 
ted they were completely mystified, local 
residents stayed up late to witness the 
outrage with their own eyes, should the 
evildoers strike again. Then came а con- 
fession from a technician at KPLM. Po- 
lice said the technician was viewing a 
pornographic videotape on a set in the 
studio and didn't realize he was hooked 
up to broadcast. The general manager of 
the station promised that “our future 
service in the desert community will 
erase the memory of this deplorable 
incident.” 


PRIVACY BILL BLOCKED 

WASHINGTON, D. c—Senator Sam Ervin 
југа “right-to-privacy” bill, which passed. 
the Senate with an overwhelming 79-4 
vote, was blocked in the House of Rep- 
resentatives after incessunt intervention 
by the Central Intelligence Agency. 
In closed-door hearings, the ClA—aided 
by the National Security Agency—per- 
suaded the House atvil-service subcom- 
mittee that there is an urgent need for 
Governmental snooping into the private 
lives of employees. “After all, we haue to 
think of those security agencies, too,” 
a subcommittee spokesman told The 
Christian Science Monitor. “If you're 
going to place people in positions of 
trust, you can’t be too careful. When 
they have conditions that aren't so good 
—let’s say a white boy daling a Negro 
girl, or a person whose behavior may be 
fine in pLaywoy but nowhere else—well, 
it’s best to know about these things. It's 
only logica. 
Senator Ervin's bill attempted to set 
limits on the use of lie-detector tests, 
employment questionnaires ashing about 
the job applicant's religious and sexual 
attitudes, investigations of how prompl- 
ly employees pay their creditors, checks. 


to find if female clerks had become 
pregnant, questioning about the race of 
а person's ancestors, etc. “The basic 
premise of my bill,” he said їп 1967, "is 
that a man who works for the Federal 
Government sells not his soul but his 
services. The idea that a Government 
agency is entitled to the ‘total man’ and 
to knowledge and control of all the 
details of his personal and community 
life is more appropriate for totalitarian 
countries than [or a society of free 
men." 


UNLADYLIKE LANGUAGE 

A number of psychologists, The New 
York Times reports, have found that 
women of every social level have become 
increasingly uninhibited in their use of 
obscene language. Police at Berkeley 
and Chicago have been prominent 
among recent targets of uninhibited ut- 
1етапсеѕ by seemingly demure girls at 
political demonstrations. Philip Zimbar- 
do, a Stanford University psychologist. 
who has also taught at Barnard and 
Columbia, confirms that « Barnard girl 
was more likely than a Columbia man 
to curse a cop during campus upheavals. 
“The psychological controls that we put 
on women,” he says, “are so tight that 
when they break through, they really let 
go.” He adds that the use of obscenity 
by women is also a wey of establishing 
equality with men. 


POLICE CENSORSHIP 

NEW vonk— The New York Police De- 
partment has been ordered 10 stop sia- 
tioning uniformed policemen in two 
Times Square bookstores that were sus- 
pected of selling pornography. In grant- 
ing the injunction sought by the stores, 
Federal Judge Frederick vanPelt Bryan 
said that the police action constituted a 
form of prior censorship and was “a 
restraint upon freedom of expression in 
violation of the First and Fourteenth 
Amendments.” 

In their complaint, the bookstores 
charged that the presence of the police 
led some potential cuslomers to believe 
that any purchase might lead to prosecu- 
tion and that this was, therefore, respon- 
sible for the loss of $250 a day in sales. 


NORDIC NONCHALANCE 

COPENHAGEN—So completely have the 
ruling establishments in Denmark and 
Sweden accepted sex that it has become a 
somewhat “out” subject among Scandi- 
navian young people. John М. Lee of 
The New York Times recently surveyed 
liberalizing trends in the sex laws and 
mores oj the Danes and Swedes, such as 
the legalizing of written pornography, the 


social acceptability of unmarried couples 
living together, the easing of abortion 
laws and the radical sex legislation now 
being proposed. To this account he ap- 
pended an interview with a Danish girl 
named Greta, who declare. "I am so 
bored with pornography. We sometimes 
take it to bed with us, and sometimes we 
make our own.” And she added, "I get so 
tired of foreigners coming up to me with 
Christmas trees in their eyes and saying, 
‘What about free love? ” 


VANISHING VIRGINS 

caicaco—It is true, as many people 
believe, that the Sexual Revolution 
among college women involves action as 
well as talk, in the opinion of Dr. Har- 
old 1. Lief, vice-president of the Sex 
Education and Information Council of 
the U.S. Some skeptics hold that the 
main change has been toward more 
open acknowledgment of sexual behav- 
ior rather than an increase in the activ- 
ity itself, “but apparently behavior is 
also changing,” Dr. Lief told the Chica- 
go Daily News. He pointed out that a 
recent survey revealed that 50 percent of 
the senior women at an unnamed col- 
lege were not virgins. The 150-student 
sample confirms an earlier Oberlin Col- 
lege study showing that 40 percent of 
the unmarried-women students had ex- 
perienced intercourse. However, Lief 
adds, this doesn’t conclusively prove a 
nationwide trend as yet: “The studies 
are indicative, not confirmative.” 


USE IT OR LOSE IT 

NEW ORLEANS—The sex organs of male 
rats atrophy when they are deprived of 
copulation, declare Timothy R. Thomas 
and Carolyn N. Neiman of Tulane Uni- 
versity. Their report іп Endocrinology 
reveals that males permitted to have in- 
lercourse with females develop heavier 
reproductive systems than those living 
in isolation or in male groups. Males not 
allowed lo copulate, even if they are 
placed in the presence of a female in heat 
or are given the opportunity to mount 
her without achieving vaginal penetra- 
tion, still suffer an atrophy of the penis. 


THE HAPPINESS HAT 
icAGO—Experimentation with elec- 
tronic stimulation of the brain's "pleas- 
ure centers” could lead to a world in 
which LSD and pot are obsolete and 
instead people sil around turning on 
(literally) with happiness hats, accord- 
ing to speculations by a psychologist. Dr. 
Magda Arnold of Loyola University told 
the Chicago Tribune that electrodes 
planted in the proper centers of the 
brain can gratify hunger, excitement 
and sexual urges. Im experiments on 
electronic self-stimulation, one labora- 
lory rat pressed the activating bar 5000 
times in one hour, shooting bolts of 
pleasure through its brain continuously, 


“Mankind 


Dr. Arnold said, adding, 
might adopt such devices on a mass scale.” 


PSYCHIATRY AND JUSTICE 

TRENTON, NEW JERSEY—A defendant 
cannot be forced to submit 1o a psychi- 
atric examination unless he wishes to 
plead insanity, the New Jersey state 
supreme court has ruled. In the case of 
a man accused of murder and ordered to 
undergo an exam by a psychiatrist at the 
prosecutors request, the court decided 
that the defendant’s having to answer 
questions about the alleged crime would 
violate his privilege against selfincrimi- 
nation. Most states have laws permitting 
prosecutors to demand a mental exami- 
nation for defendants before trial; this 
has been considered a humanitarian 
provision that ensures that the mentally 
incompetent will be treated rather than 
convicted. But an article in The New 
York Times points out: "Im practice, 
this theory appears 100 have two flaws. 
First. some psychiatrists have been too 
quick to find people insane, since the 
‘treatment’ in asylums for the criminally 
insane has seldom been likely to make 
them rapidly well. Second, defendants 
have been known to bare their souls to 
the states’ psychiatrists, only to have the 
doctors repeat their admissions in court.” 


VIOLENCE IN AMERICA 

A number of authorities have cau- 
tioned Americans not to be stampeded 
by the wiolence of recent years into 
demanding repressive measures. AL hear- 
ings of the National Commission on the 
Causes and Prevention of Violence, 
Dean Francis A. Allen of the University 
of Michigan Law School declared, “A 
response to the disorders oj our time 
that calls for the application of massive 
force without concern for the justice and 
good reputation of the legal order is 
a prescription for disaster" William 
T. Gossett, president of the American 
Bar Association, pointed out that the 
poor have ample reason to resent the 
law and that this situation “cannot 
be changed simply by stricter law enjorce- 
ment.” In a speech marking the publica- 
tion of his new book, he Crime 
Punishment,” Dr. Karl Menninger cri 
cized the “sock it to "em. theory,” that 
force should be used to impose order, as 
“self-destructive.” He denounced “the 
idea that you've got to beat the hell out 
of someone to make him change,” de- 
claring, "that's the one thing that won't 
make him change.” Dr. John P. Spiegel 
of the Lemberg Center for the Study of 
Violence told a conference of newspa- 
permen that it is historically inaccurate 
10 see recent disorders as а sign of a new 
trend in the American character. “We 


have always been a violent country,” ће 
said, citing a long list of riots and upris- 
ings from the 18th Century to the present 
and adding, “I have left a lot out.” 


St. Paul. I hope and trust that we will 
not be denied the right to sell and, above 
all, that our patrons will not be denied 
the right to read. 


Russel A. Hoelscher 
St. Paul, Minnesota 


DRUGSTORE VS. DRIVE-IN. 
The following question and answer 
appeared in the Imperial Valley Press. 


Question: Every month, 1 buy my 
PLAYBOY magazine at Clements Drug 
Store in El Centro, Today, they re- 
fused to sell me one, saying it had 
dirty pictures in it (men and women 
together, they said) and therefore 
they are sending it back to Chicago, 
I guess. How dare they censor my 
reading so? 

—Lusty, El Centro 

We went right ош and got one 
of those pLavnoys. They had some 
movie stills showing boys and girls 
together au naturel, Shocking. 

However, other El Centro news- 
stands have this scandalous issue. 
You better hurry before they are all 
sold out. 

But if they are gone, you will no 
doubt be able to see the movies 
themselves at your favorite drive- 
in theater. 


Keep up all the good work. We very 
thoroughly read and enjoy every single 
issue. 


Roger and Shari Swall 
San Diego, Californ 


DRUGSTORE VS. LIBRARY 

Recently, a d-mannered politici: 
from Paramus, New Jersey, add 
our library association here in On 
think РЕАУВОУ would be interested, and 
delighted, with the intelligent things he 
had to say. I quote from a summary of 
his speech that appeared in the Toronto 
Globe and Mail: 


PLAYBOY ne has done more 
than any other periodical to intel- 
lectually stimulate young айий. 
members of the Ontario Library 
Association were told yesterday. 

Charles E. Reid, юг of P; 
New Jersey, and a library 
trustee since 1954, also told the 
66th annual О. L. A. conference that 
drugstores are more aware of what 
interests young adults than public 
libr: 3 

In a freewheeling speech he cr 
icized library trustees generally for 
the condition of libraries in North 
America, which he described a 
stitutionalized instead of humanized. 

He ed libraries for failing 
to attract and serve a larger per- 
centage of the population and said 
that librarians should go down to 
the corner drugstore if they want to 
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find out what kind of books interest. 
young persons... . 

Mr. Reid said that in an experi- 
ment, children from a low social 
environment were given their choice 
from a wide selection of books. 

The majority of books the chil- 
dren selected were neither the clas- 
sics nor the lurid sex novels, but 
books dealing with social and racial 
problems. 

“These are the things that are 
relevant to their world. Sure they 
took some of the lurid sex books, 
too—but they aren’t going to read 
anything in them that they haven't 
heard already,” Mr. Reid said, 


The retiring president of the Ontario 
Library Association, Margaret White- 
man, also set off some fireworks when 
she calmly suggested that children be 
allowed full access to the adult shelves 
in libraries. 

The battle against hypocrisy and prud- 
cry is a long, arduous onc, but things 
arc a lot brighter now than they were 
when rLaynoy first opened fire on these 
targets. 


Mary Bridges 
"Toronto, Ontario 


HOOVER AND PORNOGRAPHY 
A letter in the September Playboy 
Forum quoted ]. Edgar Hoover as say- 
ing of pornography: "Such filth in the 
hands of young people and curious ado- 
lescents does untold damage and leads 
to disastrous consequences.” When I 
was an adolescent, my upper-middle- 
class parents neglected my sex educa- 
tion. Similarly, my peers were taught 
little or nothing about sex from their 
parents. In addition, not one of the high 
schools in this city gave sex instruction. 
Our sole source of information was por- 
nography, and we would have been lost 
without й. Neither I nor any of my 
friends suffered any consequences except 
enlightenment because of our exposure 
to pornography. Mr. Hoover didn't offer 
any proof for his assertion, becausc there 
is no proof—there is no proof because 
it isn't true. 
(Name withheld by request) 
Kenosha, Wisconsin 


THE EYE OF THE BEHOLDER 

I would like to add one comment to 
The Playboy Forum's continuing discus- 
sion about whether or not pornography 
сап causc sexual crimes, Even if this 
were true—and as you have pointed out, 
there is no scientific reason to believe 
that it is—the fact still remains that. por- 
nography, like beauty, is in the eye of 
the beholder, For several years, I have 
consulted at institutions where many of 


the inmates were convicted of sex 
crimes, some of them for molesting 
young boys and girls. These child 


molesters have thcir own taste in croti- 


ca: Among the favorites are the Copper- 
tone advertisement showing a little girl 
with half of her backside exposed and 
the procession of prepuberal nymphets 
(and their male counterparts) who 
grace the underwear ads in the Scars, 
Roebuck catalog. 

C. Peter Rosenbaum, M. D., Director 

Adult Psychiatry Center 

Stanford Medical Center 

Palo Alto, California 


REPORT FROM ST. TAMMANY 
Hello out there! This mesage 
comes to you from a little corner of the 
world where time runs backward and 
witch doctors аге in charge: St. Tamm: 
ny Parish, Louisiana, I attend an institu- 
tion that indoctrinates the young in our 
primeval traditions: as elsewhere, it is 
called a high school, but its purpose is 
to keep knowledge out, not to let it in. 
Two recent incidents will illustrat 
Last year, one of our teachers showed 
us a filmed debate that presented both 
sides of the Viet uc. The head 
shaman—our principal—decarcd that 
the film was Communist-inspired, since 
half of what it said was antiwar, and he 
confiscated it. 
The worst is yet to come. The St. 
Tammany Parish School Board (the trib- 
al elders), by unanimous action, voted 
to b from all the school libraries in 
the parish five magazines that they con- 
sider "objectionable mate nd “of no 
educational value.” The banned maga- 
zines are Life. Time, Newsweek, Look 
and The Saturday Evening Post. Our 
local per applauded the b 
saying that these publications are 
voted to propagandizing the news. 


news 


It 
has been said that anyone who wanted 
to could still buy the magazi 


poor, rural area the school library is the 
only place where many young people can 
come in contact with current magazines. 
That's the latest news from thi 
comedy Glocca Morra. Please withhold 
my name; I understand they're thinking 
of reviving human sacrifice. 
(Name withheld by request) 
Covington, Louisiana 


MORATORIUM ON "'FREEDOM' 
I recommend a one-year moratorium 
on the use of that once-noble word 
“freedom.” It is a semantic symbol that 
has fallen upon evil days; it has been 
abused by so many downs and villains 
at present, a itive person 
cringes when he hears it. American con- 
servatism is espoused by a wild-cyed sect 
of totalitarians who want to stamp out 
Ш traces of independent expression а 
disse: tly to exorcise that old devi 
obscenity but mostly to protect “free- 
dom.” Even worse is what passes for 
liberalism in this country: a blind and 
bloody war machine that empties our 
pockets by way of everhigher taxes and 


that snatches away our sons before they 
are grown men, so that these youngsters 
may fight in every bush war in every 
corner of the globe—for “freedom.” 
Let's hear no more of “freedom” for a 
while, Instead, let's start talking about 
“independence.” You can't censor a man’s 
reading matter or dralt him into invol 
untary servitude and then, wi the 
realm of logic, daim that these things 
were done to make him independent. 
Therefore, I seriously urge all liber- 
tarians to give up the use of "frecdom"— 
it has been captured by the enemy—and 
to start using the more specific and. less 
contaminated word “independence. 
Frank "Tucker 
Boston, Massachusetts 


DANGERS OF FREEDOM 

If we ever do arrive at a hedonistic 
type of society similar to what you and 
other individu: advocate, the result 
will be much different than you anti 
pate or care to admit. It will be 2 
chaotic society of irresponsible persons 
enjoying intercourse freely with whom- 
ever or whatever they choose; of male 
homosexuals and Lesbians operating 
freely, menacing innocent individuals; 
of drug addicts, alcoholics and the men- 
tally retarded roaming the streets; of 
heartless destruction of the old and the 
incurably ill. You and such people as 
Ralph Ginzburg, William O. Douglas and 
Albert Ellis are doing your best to es- 
tablish such a society. Historian Arnold 
‘Toynbee has written: “Of the 26 civiliza- 
tions we have identified (including the 
arrested civilizations in the list), 16 are 
dead and 9 of the remaining 10—all, 
fact, except our own—ire shown to have 
already broken down." Toynbee adds that 
virtually all of the dead civilizations dc- 
clined through “decay from within." 
liff Erwin 

Eastern Illinois University 
Charleston, По 

It’s repression, not freedom, that cre- 
ales devious, antisocial and irresponsible 
behavior; the free man is almost always 
a responsible man because he has had 
the chance to learn self-regulation. This 
has been mankind's experience, histori- 
cally, with political and economic free- 
dom; we believe it will be true in the 
area of sexual freedom, too. 

Professor Toynbee was not referring 
to sex when he wrote of “decay from 
within.” What Toynbee had in mind was 
economic injustice, which creates a “pro: 
lelariat"—defined as a "group . . . "in" 
but not “оў... [the] society.” He 
plains: 


The leaders may become infected 
with the mechanicalness of their fol- 
lowers, and the result will be an 
arrested civilization; or they тау 
impatiently exchange the Pied Pip- 
er's pipe of persuasion for the whip 
of compulsion. In that case, the 
creative minority will become a 


"dominant" minority and the “dis 
ciples” will become a reluctant and 
alienated “proletariat.” When this 
happens the scciety enters the road 
to disintegration, 


If you are seriously concerned with 
the future of our soctety, these are the 
symptoms you should worry about rath- 
er than tormenting yourself with what 
H. L. Mencken, speaking of Puritanism, 
called the “haunting fear that someone, 
somewhere, may be happy.” 


GOD-GIVEN SEXUAL NATURE 

То date, I have read three issues of 
PLAYBOY azine and I must confess that 
1 have mixed feclings! I was particularly 
impressed by your September Playmate. 
When I saw her, 1 had to exclaim, “Mam- 
ma mia! What hath God wroucht!” 

The most difficult problem I have to 
contend with in my congregation is the 
Puritan ethos that tends to reject man's 
God-given sexual nature, which produces 
problems that erupt into symptoms of 
adultery, divorce, child molesting, alco- 
holism, neuroses, etc. Over and over 
in, I have found that our sexual 
attitudes actually result in a. perversion 
of religion 

Still, I do not accept РЕЛУБОУ in folo. 
You do present a real case for the good- 
ness of God's creation—its naturalness 
nd its beauty—yet sometimes you de- 
base this goodness by presenting it as an 
end self. Yet by and large, the effect 
of your magazine is good, because it 
tries to proclaim the truth of Genesis 
1:31: "And God saw every thing that 
He had made, and, behokl, it was very 
wood... . 

So keep up the good work, and pray 
with me for the day when I might be 
able to post some of your lovely pictures 
on our bulletin board. 

"The Rev. Robert J. Brown 
Holy Innocents’ Church 
Valrico, Florida 


CLERICAL PRAISE 

Т am very grateful 1o The Playboy 
Forum, which successfully probes my 
conscience every month and forces me to 
try to do something about the problems 
it discusses. 

‘The Rev. Richard C. Dunn 

‘The Methodist Church of Uniontown 

Uniontown, Ohio 


PRAISE FOR PLAYBOY 

You have long deserved an apology 
for my earlier attitude toward your mag- 
azine. In your first years, my impression 
was that PLAYBOY. favored а rather feck 
less hedonism centered on being a sophis 
licated, emotionally detached consumer. 
My criticism was that this was shallow 
and dishonest, implying as it did that 
this new urban male could live a private 
life of pleasure without concern for the 
social and politic issues of his time. 

However, PLAYBOY has emerged as one 
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Buttonup your overcoat 
END die ia 
Take Contac for your col 
Youbelong to me, 
Andrew. 


1 capsuve every 12 HOURS 
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Uncommon. 


you might even call it rare! 


Sitting still . . . the Shelby looks 
invincible. But just turn it on and let it. 
out and you'll see how that long low racy 
styling dares anything else to come close. 

When racing expert Carroll Shelby 
designs a car this way you don't expect 
him to build very many. He doesn't. 

The Shelby is a true elegant, luxury, high 
performance саг. It offers the responsive- 
Ness of a sports car with the comfort and 


luxury of a $15,000 Grand Turisimo machine. 


Carroll Shelby has adapted the famous 


ram air Cobra Jet 428 engine to his 
own GT 500. The GT 350 on the other hand, 
is fitted with а 351 CID engine for sporty 
handling and excitement. In '69 Shelby 
delivers a firm, heavy duty suspension, 
advanced design, agile handling, crisp front 
disc braking, and a host of engineering 
refinements and safety fealures you expect 
to find in a true-road-car. 

If you are tired of the hum-drum try the 
unique 1969 Shelby. A test drive will 
convince you. At mest Shelby performance 
centers Jan. 31; some may have it already. 


Visit your local Shelby Performance Dealer 


Alaska—Anchorage/John Stepp's Friendly Ford, inc, 730 E. 


Filth Ave; Arizona—Scottsdale/Bill Watkins Ford, Inc. 
7135 E. Camelback Rd. Tucson/Pueblo Ford, Inc, 6420 Е 
2218 St; California Costa Mesa/Theodore Robins Ford, 2060 
Harbor Bivd., Downey /Downoy Auto Center, 9500 Lakewood 
Blvd. Elk Grove/Frank Cale Ford, 9499 Hwy. 99, Eureka]. 
Harvey M. Harper Co., 6th & B Sts, Fairfield/Chet Monez, 
1350 N. Texas St, Hayward/Hayward Motors, 25501 Mission 
Blvd, Hawthorne/Chatlee Motors, 13900 Hawthome Blvd. 
Long Bezch/Hel Burns Ford, Inc., 2000 Long Beach Blvd 
National Cily/Colonial Ford, 1401 National Ave, Oxnarü/ 
Robert J. Poeschl. Inc. 3rd & Oxnard Blvd.. Pasadena /Robert. 
Н. Loud Ford, 1365 E. Colorado Blvd., Riversi 


Anderson Ford, 8000 Auto Dr., Sen Francisco/S & € Motors, 
2001 Market St, San Luis Obispo/Hysen-Johnson Ford, Inc., 
1101 Monterey, Sepulveda/Galpin Motors, Inc., 15505 Roscoe 
Blvd., Sunnyvale/Holiday Ford, 650 EI Camino Real; Сапава— 
Amherst, N.S./D. A. Casey, Ltd., Station St. Calgary, Alberta/ 
Metro Motors, Ltd., Sth Ave. & Center SL.S., Edmonton, Alberta/ 
Healy Motors, Ltd., 10126— 106th St., London, Ontario/Rankin 

rd Sales, 148, 1365 Dundas St., E., Longueuil, Quebec/Sud 
Automobile, Inc., 864 SL Laurent St. W., New Westminster, 
B, C./Fogg Motors, Lid 901 Columbia St, Saskatoon. 
Saskalchewan/Doninion Motors, Ltd., 350310 Ave., Toronto, 
Ontario/Wood-Larkin, Ltd., 2401 Dufferin St, Windsor, 
Ontario/Dingwall Ford Sales, Lid, 6333 Tecumseh E., 


Winnipeg, Manitoba /Parkside Ford Sales, Lid., 2000 Nain St.; 
Colorado—Colorado Springs/Phil Long Ford, Inc, 1212 
Fountain Creek Blvd., Littleton/Courtesy Notors, Inc., 5850 
S. Brozdway; Waho—Boise/Bob Rice Ford, Inc, 3150 Main: 
Montana—Great Falls/Bison Motor Co.. 500—10th Ave. S.; 
New Mexice—Albuquerque/Richardson Ford Sales, Inc., 8501 
Lomas, N.E.; Oregon—Portland /Marv Tonkin Ford Sales Inc., 
1313 NE. 122nd Ave; Washington—Beltevue/Metke Ford 
Motors, Inc, 10641 N.E. &th St., Dishman/MeCollum Motors, 
Inc. 8323 E. Sprague, Seattie/Tallakson Ford, #11 N.E. 45th 
St; Wyeming—Casper/Spaniol Ford, Inc., 333 Cy Ave. 
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of the more enlightened periodicals in 
our country. Your fine articles on rel 
gion, sexual legislation, rights to privacy 
and the arrogance of Government do 
you great credit. 

PLAYBOY is read and attended to 
many quarters where other intelligent 
and balanced voices are absent or ig- 
norcd. For many young Southerners, for 
example, your magazine is their only 
entrance into a more than regio 
point of view. Thus, your articles and 
editorial stance make an enduring con- 
uibution to a rational attitude and to 
an open society. Thank you for wl 
you have been doing. І look forward to 
your future issues. 


Paul 5. Jones 
Nashville, Tennessee 


KIND WORD FOR ADULTS 
The Playboy Philosophy was one of 
the texts used in а philosophy class 
at the Altoona campus of Penn State 
University, The course was offered 
in the night division and consisted of 
both college- and middle-age people. For 
such a tremendous leap into progressive 
thinking, I was very proud of the older 
people in the clas. Not only did they 
prove to be open-minded about your 
Philosophy but it also seemed to be the 
bestliked text we had—hoth for reading 
and for the discussions that followed. 
Evelyn Nader 
Altoona, Pennsyly: 


REAL RELIGION 

In direct response to Gerard Martin, 
who urges PLAYBOY to attack religi 
(The Playboy Forum, October), Y feel 
that cultures and people do need a 
myth. Jesus already has exposed religion 
for what it is. We have done him a great 
disservice by building a religion around 
him. I do not sce much of today's reli- 
gion offering the cultural and personal 
sanity that a good myth should provide. 
By definition, I am a follower of the 


nd cri 
Most of what Jesus said we don't wa 
to understand or to act out. І am sure 
he were here today, he would be closer 
in many respects to The Playboy Philos- 
ophy than to maindine Christianity, sim- 
ply because his primary concer 
people. І do not apologize for being in 
the church, even as a clergyman, but I 
do apologize for the fact that the church 
is not involved cnough in the world at 
the gut level where people live out thei 
lives. 


The Rev. Paul D. Gehris 

Colonial Р: 
Community Baptist Church 

Harrisburg, Pennsylvania 


HELPING BIBLE ADDICTS 
PLAYBOY is correct in pointing out 
that there is a need for reform within 


Christianity and that Christians should 
respond to all men with love-based un- 
derstanding and compassion, But you 
са duty to help by enlightening the 
all 
n their 


put off with a terse, mocking remark 45 
you did Anita K. Adkisson in the June 
Playboy Forum or by having their letters 
printed without comment as with Jeffrey 
Arvin Nissen, the Reverend 
Wager and the anonymous Springfield, 
Massachusetts, letter writer in the Sep- 
tember Forum. Rather, these people 
should be reminded of the C 
first commandment, that of love and tol- 
erance for all men. You ought to show 
as much compassion for these benighted 
people as you do for the oppressed. 
Robert Pedersen 
Columbia University 
New York, New York 
It's difficult to feel as much compassion 
for the oppressive as for the oppressed. 
As for “enlightening the traditionalist 
Christian,” we have frequent discussions 
in these pages with those whose opinions 
are substantiated by logic and evidence. 
But trying to engage in rational discus- 
sion with а writer whose letter apoca- 
lyptically begins “Here is what God 
Says...” is as much a waste of time as 
trying to play chess with а man who in- 
sists that the game is Chinese checkers. 


THE RIGHT TO BE DIFFERENT 
Thirty-eight members of the Anthro- 
podeic Church were arrested en masse i 
Harmonsburg, Pennsylvan nd subse- 
quently a deal was offered whereby Ше 
charges would be dropped if all mem- 
bers of our group would leave the com- 
munal farm on which we were living 
and move out of the county, This was the 
culmination of a harassment program 
imed at driving our group of so-called 
undesirables out of the community. 
The first of us arrived in Pennsylva- 
nia at the end of M 1968, coming from 
California to a farm in Harmonsburg 
that had been offered to us. Soon after 
our arrival, we were deluged by thou- 
sands of curiosity seekers; and there were 
s from health officials, child-welfare 
officials and even the humane society— 


support any of the rumors. However, 
the 


stores and other public pla 
arca were closed to us 
ours. À town meeting wa 
some legal way of getting us out of the 
county—a meeting from which every at- 
tempt was made to exclude us, The 
result of the meeting was a statement by 
the district attorney that we were violat- 
ing no laws. This statement was received 
with boos and threats to burn us out. 

One morning in August, the farm was 
invaded by 16 state policemen, who 


placed 38 of us under arrest and then 
herded us into a school bus. Some time 
after the arrest and our removal from 
the farm, w nts were 
sworn out, ch g us with corrupting 
the morals of minors and running a dis. 
orderly house. Evidence supporting the 
charges consisted of testimony of several 
police spies and photographs showing 
common male and female nudity—on 
private property. 

Subsequently, the district attorncy’s 
office let it be known that it only i 
tended to prosecute six or eight people 
and that the charges would be dropped 
if we would all agree to leave the farm 
and not live communally in Crawford 
County. Rather than have a few of us 
suffer as scapegoats for all, we accepted 
the deal. 

Our three-month stay in Pennsylvania 
impressed upon us the very real restric 
tions imposed on an individual's free: 
dom here; the society requiring such 
conformity must be exccedingly insecure 
in its own beliefs. Our. philosophy of 
brotherly love and nonviolence prohib- 
its our reacting to the events of the past 
summer with hatred and hostility; but 
we cannot condone the attitudes prev 
lent here, where some would w: 
recrucify Christ if he came among them. 

George Hurd 
Meadville, Pennsylvani 


to 


HIRSUTOPHOBIA 

I was dismayed to read the letter from 
musician Tommy Wyatt, telling how he 
and other musicians were manhandled 

nd mistreated by police because of 
their long hair (The Playboy Forum, 
November). Since I began working at a 
store in Denver that welcomes all types 
of people, including hippies, I've heard 
of the same thing happening in other 
states throughout the Midwest. 

After such dispusting practices by the 
police, the right wing still has the colos- 
sal ignorance to rant about the kids 
losing respect for law and order, How 
can they expect such respect when law 
nd order are personified by bigoted, 
vindictive, brutal and violent men? 

Victor Borge said on the Tonight 
show that there are signs of the same 
pathology in America that were evident 
in ly Nazi Germany. There is, in the 
speeches Wallace made while running 
for President and in the individual ac- 
tivities of some others in this country, a 
real hatred for individuality and a drive 
toward herd formation. Who is responsi- 
ble for this trend? Some of the media. 
Many newspapers. Many politicians. 
Many un-Christian Christians—religious 
people who don't know what religion 
should be. Parents who are afraid. Poli- 
ticians who are afraid. Schools that 
afraid. It has already gone quite far, 

n the case of a Unitarian minister who 
took in some hippies who were traveling 
around the country selling posters, in- 


«ense, etc. The neighbors scrawled nr- 
PIE LOYER on his car. Today, one cannot 
be different, look different or think dif- 
ferently from the majority. Why is 
America hung up on bland conformity? 
Why is it so desperate to maintain same 
mes? Why doesn't its sense of humor 
extend beyond the TV situation comedy? 
Why is there so much fear here? Why 
does hatred take the place of tolerance? 
What are we doing to ourselves? 
Deborah Hard 
Denver, Colorado 


DOWN WITH LONG HAIR 

I am а 2l-yearold male college stu- 
dent with short hair and conservative 
suits, and I dig the establishment. I get 
really mad when a fruit with long hair 
down college officials for doing 
jobs, just because the fruit doesn't 
like the rules. Today, it is important for 
a student to keep his mouth shut and 
listen. I am provoked to write in this 
manner by the self-styled musician from 
Opp, Alabama, who complained about 
his long hair being cut by the police 
(The Playboy Forum, November). 

I challenge Tommy Wyatt's statement 
that "long hair is an occupational ne- 
cessity for a young musician." There are 
many groups in Alabama who are equal- 
ly entitled to be called musicians who 
have normal 1 nd are good bands. 
One such band is The Early Tymes of 
Troy, Alabama. Most members of this 
group are music majors at Troy State 
College, where there are no rules about 
hair or clothes but where the student 
body chooses to dress in a proper fashion 
and keep their hair at а proper length. 

1 know that I am not alone in my 
feelings. It is the minority, not the ma- 
jority, who wish to dress in dirty clothes, 
wear their hair long, picket and rant 
ablishment. while 


's 


David Crosby 
Richmond, Virginia 


OUTSIDERS IN CHICAGO 

k of these weirdos coming into 
го and upsetting my daily routine. 
"They claim they are trying to do good, 


but there must be a better way to go 
about it. Do their righteous causes justi- 
fy wearing these outlandish costumes? 


Do they have to disrupt pedestrian and 
motor traffic? Personally, 1 believe that 
social progress is something that should 
be left to responsible, sober citizens, In 
short, I've had it the Shriners 
conventions. 


with 


Paul Noel Fauteck 
Des Plaines, Illinois 


INDIAN WAR ON POVERTY 
The American Indian had 
and very few lawbreakers. H 
not written in books to be perverted at 
the whims of the lawyers but were writ- 


ten in the heart. He acknowledged his 
social responsibility for his fellow man 
and was concerned about his welfare. 
When he went out to hunt, on his return 
he shared his success with his neighbor. 

If this jon is to survive, then m 
must come out of his little shell of hate 
and accept responsibility for his fellow 
man. The Kennedy brothers and Dr. 
Martin Luther King, Jr. tried to reach 
out and teach this to their fellow man. 
But because they were voices crying in 
the wilderness of indifference and hate, 
they became targets and, today, they are 
dead. 

As long as people are held down in 
frustration and can see no wer to 
their problems, there will be violence. 

Our American Indian communities 
are moving forward through job train- 
ing, through sclf-help housing and, most 
important, through creating an economy. 
on the reservation that provides jobs 
and returns a profit to the tribe. The 
American Negro, in order to find his 
place in the sum, must own industries 
and businesses from which a margin of 
profit can help to build up his com- 
munity. And until the Negro leaders 
and communities realize this and are 
working toward it, all of the marches 
and riots yield nothing. 

A philosophy never becomes antiquat- 
ed, but can be made to work in this 
modern age. The Iroquois False Face 
Society used to help needy people from 
behind a mask, The Hopis give gilts 
and help from behind the achi 
mask. Many of our people help in this 
same way. I myself have given food or 
fish Irom behind mask, because the 
pcrson should think of it as something 
from the Great Spi for if He had not 
been kind to me, 1 wouldn't have | 
to give. I'm sure Christianity 
of the other religions must have had a 
lar custom that could be revived. If 
not, then maybe we had better start up 
a new religion based on the ways of the 
Great Spirit; for if you cannot show 
kindness to your fellow man who you 
ht in front. of you, how can 
you show kindness to an unseen God? 

And that is the sum total: Love or 
perish. 


Sun Bear, Editor and Publisher 
Many Smokes 
Reno, Nevada 


THE STATE OF THE NATION 

What seems to be shaping up in this 
country is the final confrontation be- 
tween what you might call the New 
Reality and the American Myth. The 
split is along generational lines, though 
not completely so. The old folks want to 
continue setting the table with polished 
stemware and sparkling china while 
their house is burning down. The politi- 
cal, mili: mic and sexual ethos 
of America has become insupportable 
for blacks, students, the young, the crea- 


tive, the liberal and the perceptive. 
Catholics are in open revolt against the 
sexual dictates of the Church, students 
сап no longer stand the obvious incqui- 
ties of society and the pressure to choose 
between corporation and conscience, the 
sensitive and perceptive are repelled by 
a scale of values that rates property 
over people, and liberals stand aghast as 
American culture is slowly stripped and 
revealed to be exactly what its critics have 
always claimed it to be. The so-called 
American respect for life has been re- 
duced to a mockery by a m that 
weighs its victories in terms of body 
count, by a school system that guarantces 
intellectual death at an early age if 
you're unlucky enough to be a non- 
WASP, by a society that uses its welfare 
system as a sop to its conscience because 
it couldn't bring itself to grant genuine 
equality of opportunity. 

Of mounting horror for me are the 
growing number of revelations that 
show the police departments of our 
country to be wl the blacks have been 
charging all along. There was a time 
when I didn't believe it. Francisco 
requires its off-duty cops to wear pistols 
24 hours a day (as, indeed, most police 
departments do), on the grounds that po- 

© arc required to guard the communi 
24 hours a day. Results 
Within the past few months, we have had 
off-duty members of the tactical squad 
beating up kids of groups that they 
happen to dislike (Mexican, Negro, etc), 
one off-duty cop who intended to plug an 
annoying cat shot a neighboring Chinese 
woman instead, and another off-duty сор 
whose small outboard boat was scraped 
by a black neighbor when the cop was 
pulling it into the garage was accused by 
eyewitnesses of execuling the black: a 
grand jury indicted him on a charge ог 
manslaughter, not murder. These are 
cases that have hit the newspapers, 
where the police department itself has 
brought charges. 

Do I think a revolution is likely? 
Well, not all wars a €, SO ме can't 
assume that all revolutions will be alike. 
Of course there will be a revolution, 
with leaders as yet unknown and of a 
style and nature no one can now predict. 

Frank Robinson 
San Francisco, California 

Frank Robinson studies our society 
and its future in order to write science. 
fiction stories, including a novel, “The 
Power,” and a short story, “The Wreck 
of the Ship John B." which was pub- 
lished in vrAYnov in June 1967. 


FRENZY AT FRANCONIA 

Last April, Richard Ruopp, president 
of Franconia College, was forced to re- 
sign. Since then, 18 other faculty and stall 
members have also resigned in protest. 
These departures, combined with 16 of 
the faculty who resigned for other rea- 
sons or who were not rehired (out of a 
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total faculty of 42), make New Hamp- 
shire’s Franconia College something of a 
new school for 1968-1969. 

Franconia's educational policies gave 
students much more freedom and much 
more responsib 
ndard fouryear liberal-a 
nd Franconia's social regulations were 
п keeping with those guidelines. “It is 
the policy of the college not to interfere 
in the personal lives of its members,” 
President Ruopp had said. “The law is 
between the individual and the state.” 
Undoubtedly, there were sex and drugs 
at Franconia, just as there are at every 
other college the U.S. today. We 
tried to deal with problems in those 
areas, not with repression, but with 
caring. The outside community was 
outraged. 

The outrage increased when some 
students participated in tiwar dem- 
the П of 1967. A few 
ter, without notifying 


ity than does today’s 
ms college. 


months 
President Ruopp or the faculty, state 


police began an investigation of the cam- 
pus, dimaxing in a marijuana bust last 
spring. The police arrived before dawn 
and went directly to the rooms of certa 
students (for whom warrants were al- 
ready made out). In one case, they went 
to the "wrong" room but found the right 
person there; obviously, this was a well- 
planned raid. The fact that only seven 
students were arrested (and none ог 
them convicted, as of this writing) is 
beside the point; the alleged. presence of 
"dope" confirmed the susp ns that the 
war protest had engendered. 
A local newspaper wrote the story in 
a highly sensational manner, calling 
Franconia а hotbed of “debauchery” 
and alleging that the faculty encouraged 
"rampant promiscuity.” The paper also 
made a big point out of dog excrement 
on campus. Pet ownership was ап intra- 
mural joke and debates on the subject 
among the students werc hot, heavy and 
sometimes scatological. The trustees and 
g the college 


vative mind, 
“permissive” education led to anarchy— 
h led to licentiousness, which led to 
filth, Dog excrement, indeed! The pub- 
licity worsened the school's already 
tenuous financial position; the trustees 
пред down hard. The resignation of 
President Ruopp was forced. The col- 
lege tottered weakly toward its June 
commencement, made it and shut down 
for the summer with a heartfelt sigh of 


The college reopened this fall. With a 
nearly all-new faculty—less committed to 
a fierce fight for the old freedoms. Per- 
haps it will prosper. Those of us who 
left are convinced that the loss, not of 
ourselves but of the principles for which 
the school stood, is immeasurable. Our 
pipsqueak crisis was massively overshad- 
owed by the events last spring at Co- 


lumbia and the Sorbonne. But in a 
sense, the New York and Paris students 
were rioting to gain what Franconia stu- 
dents already had—a very honest. place. 
The outside community couldn't stand 
that kind of honesty, so it simply 
crushed us. 


exceptions.” However, the origi 
brew for the Fifth Commandment reads 
"Lo lirtzach," which actually means 
Thou shalt not commit murder" and 
not "Lo hog,” which would mean 
"Thou shalt not According to 
modern research, the 
brew definition of murder was the pre- 
meditated homicide of а member of your 
immediate tribe or a guest. This exact 
attitude toward human life still prevails 
among Bedouin and other nomad Semit- 
ic tribes. The Bedouin must protect you 
with his life. if you seck protection in 
his tent; but he will think nothing of 
overtaking you on the road and robbing 
and killing you as soon as you have left 
his camp. 

The ancient Hebrews were nothing if 
nd 1 am surprised that 
any good Christian who takes the trou- 
ble to read the Bible can claim that the 
Filth Commandment meant a prohibi- 
tion of warfare. According to the Bible, 
the Hebrews engaged in the most 
bloodthirsty war! the conquest of 
Canaan for some 2000 years in the 
name of and on the direct order of the 
very Deity who gave them the Ten 
Commandments. After that, the follow: 
ers of the gentle Christ took over and in 
the last 2000 years have killed, maimed 
and tortured untold millions in religious 
wars, Crusades, the Inquisition, con- 
quests of “heathen” territories and the 
like, all with the express blessing of 
their various churches and as often as 
not in the presence of their pri 
Quite possibly, Mr. Oaks is j 
n refusing to fight in Vietnam, 
there is certainly nothing in the Ten 
Commandments that would prevent him 
from doing so. 


but 


Michael Plashkes 
Tel Aviv, Isracl 


SUMMER OF SUPPORT 

The Oleo Strut is a coffechouse that 
was opened in late June by Support Our 
Soldiers here in Killeen, Texas, just out- 
c Fort Hood. Since our opening, we 
have come under harassment in many 
forms from the city council. 

Apparently, we are considered а 
threat because Support Our Soldiers is a 
project designed to put the peace move- 
ment in touch with the guys in the 
Army, and the powers that be believe 


this to be dangerous. Most of the GIs at 
Fort Hood аге returned Vietnam veter 
cd off by the war and 
as а result of their experi 
ences in the Nam. The Oleo Strut is the 
only establishment in this town tha 
treats them as human beings, instead of 
objects to be flecced of their money. We 
try to provide them with an environment 
free of the harassment they get from the 
Army, a place where they can relax and 
open up. The soldiers have responded 
to this type of atmosphere; we are prob. 
ably the only place in town with busi- 
ness as good on week nights as it is on 
weekends. Even though they are ofte 
called in and grilled by Military Intel- 
ligence, harassed by their N.C. Os and 
company officers or transferred to rotten 
duty, they continue to frequent the 
coffechouse. 

Last year, five of us on the permanent 
май were arrested by the Killeen police 
for “ ion of possession of mari- 
juana.” Four of us—who had been pas- 
sengers in the car—were released, but 
Josh Gould, the manager of the Olco 
Зили and the head of our organizing 
team, was taken to the Bell County Jail 
in Belton and held on $50,000 Dai 
(The charges were false. None of us 
have used any drugs here whatsoever 
because we feared this type of action.) 

That same weekend, three GIs who 
worked closely with us were arrested in 
exactly the same way. Throughout the 
following week, whenever a drug arrest 


was made, it was writen up in the 
newspapers with the statement that the 
series of arrests “began with the arrest of 


Joshua Gould, manager of the Око 
Strut coffeehouse.” Local publicity is 
trying to portray Josh as a “pusher to 
GIs” and the Oleo Strut coffeehouse as a 
ngout for dope addicts.” 

This is a flagrant cxample of the 
use of "morals" laws to crush political 
dissenters, 


‘Thomas M. Cleaver 
Killeen, Texas 


RADICAL CATHOLICS 

As I write this, the so-called Catons- 
ville Nine face sentence in local Federal 
court for napalming several hundred 
Selective Service records at Catonsville, 
aryland, last May. We were convicted 
in October after a four-day trial in 
which, among other gestures, we refused 
to participate in jury selection, asked for 
and got an hour's open discussion with 
the judge while the jury deliberated and 
won the court's permission to lead judge 
lawyers, spectators and marshals in the 
Our Father. The New York Times ob- 
served, regarding these few moments of 
prayer: “This extraordinary incident was 
representative of the schizophrenia be- 
many people—lawyers, laymen, 
even judges—over the question of civil 
disobedience (о the war in View: 

Two of the Catonsville Nine are Tom 


Lewis and myself, already serving six 
years in the Federal penitentiary at Lew- 
isburg, Pennsylvania, for defacing draft 
files with blood in October 1967. 

In September, over 5000 conscription 
files in Milwaukee were napalmed by 14 
persons, most of whom were Catholics. 
All these actions invite some questions. 
Why is it that the Catholic Church, 
the most conservative institution іп 
the world, produces some very radical 
people? Why do so many Catholics reject 
Humanac Vitae, Pope Paul's encyclical 
on birth control? Why is it that many 
Catholics over 30 are willing to oppose 
the warfare state seriously and welcome 
jail as a consequence? 

Lest I be accused of neosectarianism, 
let me add a few observations in partial 
answer to these questions, which may 
give us all a basis for further tho 

As Catholics, we have more fami 
with institutionalism and authori 
ism than other formal believers. 
know thoroughly one bureaucracy of 
domination is to know them all that. 
they are constitutionally unreformable, 
whether it be the religious establishment 
or the militaryindustrial-Government 
complex. As Catholics, our religious 
scene has been so bad that we have had 
to oppose it. Paradoxically, this oppres- 
sion has given us freedom from the 
Church as well as freedom to call the 
Government to account, With thi 
tude, we have litle time for issu 
matter only within the Church—birth 
control, clerical celibacy, divorce, etc. 
For decades, these have been decided by 
the consciences of men. We do have time, 
however, for people victimized by indis- 
criminate power. 

We suggest that a religious renewal 
suitable for our times ought to begin in 
jail. Jews will recall that the prophets 
had no luxury such as jail—their lot was 
usually sudden and violent death. And 
Christians will recall that the disciples 
went from jail to the arena. The pow- 
ers that had to be resisted then for 
God's honor and for our neighbor's 
good are nothing before those that must 
be resisted today. An invitation, then— 
come join u 


ег Phil Berrigan, S. S. J. 
Baltimore County Jail 
Towson, Maryland 

Since writing this letter, Father Ber- 
rigan received a three-and-one-half-year 
prison sentence and his associates were 
sentenced to terms of from two to three 
and one half years. 


GUNS AND VIRILITY 

As a former editor of Guns magazine, 
І was interested to read Barbara Rurik’s 
November Playboy Forum letter 
ing that gun nuts have diminutive 
nises. Actually, the gun пш” problem lies 
in quite the reverse direction. As one of 
the executives warned me on my first 
day with Guns: “You're going to have to 


This is a tape deck. 


This is a stereo portable tape recorder. 


This is the most versatile instrument 
you have ever seen. 


This is the [Concord] F-400 


monaural tape recorder. 
Plays your own or pre- 
recorded stereo music cas- 
settes. Goes anywhere you 
do because it’s portable— 
operates on both batteries 
and house current. 


And its superb recorded 
sound is reproduced by its 
two high-power stereo am- 


Every ounce of ingenuity 
Concord could muster—and 
we've got considerable— 
went into the design of the 
F-400. We've built a one-of- 
a-kind instrument for you: 
a portable stereo tape 
recorder and a cassette 
stereo tape deck you can 
plug into your hi-fidelity 
music system for recording 
off-the-air and from your 
stereo phonograph. 


Versatility is this one's trade- 
mark. Records, with superb 
high fidelity, live from its own ш 
microphone: off-the-air from 


plifiers and acoustically 
matched speakers. Solid 
state electronics throughout. 
Another excellent example 
of Concord's electronic 
ingenuity at work. The F-400 
—for less than $180. Hear the 
F-400 and the other 17 Con- 
cord models now at your 
department store, high fidel- 
ity dealer, or photo dealer. 


AM, FM, or FM stereo radio; 
directly from a stereo phono- 
graph or any other stereo or 


CONCORD 


the tape recorder people 
Audio Tape Recorders [7 Video Tape Recorders 


For the пате of your nearest Concord dealer write: 


Concord Electronics Corporation, 1935 Armacost Avenue, Los Angeles, Cal 


55 


PLAYBOY 


learn to mix with gun nuts—and they 
are the biggest assholes in the world.” 
Neil Elliott 
New York, New York 


In the November Playboy Forum, 
Barbara Rurik of Chicago wrote a brief 
letter in which she declared: “A man 
who is truly virile doesn't have to prove 
it by waving a fake phallus in the form 
of a manufactured weapon. From my 
own experience and in comparing note 
with other women, the facts 
Gun nuts make lousy lovers. 

I have по way of knowing how scien- 
tific Barbara Rurik has been in making 
this study, but I'm sure that among the 
1,100,000 members of the National Rifle 
Association of America, we can come up 
with as many volunteers as she may need 
to continue her research. 

William W. Gilmour, Assistant Director 

Office of Public Relations. 

National Rifle Association of America 


Gilmour's gracious offer of the 
М. К. A. membership rolls is appreciated, 
but a sufficient number of riflemen have 
already offered their services. A few ex- 
cerpts from eager gun lovers appear 
below. 


RANDY RIFLEMEN 

1 have been called a gun nut by a 
narrow-minded few who can't see be- 
yond the tiny shell they live in. If B 
bara Rurik is reasonably good-lookin, 
and really thinks she knows what she 
talking about, Ict her get in touch with 
me and ГЇ disprove her statement 
about our virility. 


James W. Visel 
‘Tremont, Hiinois 


If Miss Rurik ever wishes to test my 
lity, as a progun addict or as a Ma- 
rine, I would willingly consent. 

Cpl. Sharrette, U.S, M. С. 
mp Lejeune, North Carolina 


Speaking as one who is an avid user 
and handler of various firearms here in 
Vietnam, I question the accuracy of Bar- 
bara Run ts make 
lousy lovers.” I will be back in the States 
soon and would be both ready and will- 


ted to test her theories on me or on 
some of my friends at our rod and gun. 
club. 

Herb Staab 

New York, New York 


I am a life member of the National 
п of America, a member 
nd Pistol Asso- 
h, ап схесј- 


lent shot and the owner of seven 
handguns and five rifles. I spend at least 
half my leisure time plinking or target 
shooting. I hope that Miss Rurik is 
ever in Los Angeles, she will look ine up. 
W. E. Sprague 
Los Angeles, California 


As an enthusiastic gun collector, gun- 
smith and competitive shooter, I suggest 
that Miss Rurik get in touch with me for 
a real education on sex and the gun nut. 
John Р. Brown 
Roscoe. Illinois 


I would certainly be able to find time 
between hunting ventures to put up my 
gun and go for the game most hunters 
are really after. I wish there were some 
way for me to communicate with Miss 
Rurik. Since she compares notes with 
her friends, perhaps she could set up a 
whole агі for me. 

Ronald R. Rebenstorf 
Cecil Field, Florida 


My father is a licensed firearms in- 
structor, a hunter, a gun collector and a 
man who loves guns. I am the second of 
six children, ranging in age from 22 to 
2 years of age. My mother and father 
have been happily married for 23 years. 
I think my father would be vei а 
change Miss Rurik’s mind. 

Patrick M. Maloney 
Canonsburg, Pennsylvania 


MAXIMAL MEMBERS 

"The recent comments in The Playboy 
Forum about the length of John Dillin- 
Ber's weapon are evidence of the concern 
with the penissize characteristic of our 
phallicoriented society. While 22 inches 
stretches the imagination, lengths ap- 
proaching folktale dimensions are ap- 
parently real, though rare. Here are two 
excerpts from Bride and Groom, by 
Frederick M. Rossiter, M. D.: 


‘The maximum length is 18 inch- 
cs, reported by a German physician 
(mentioned by Dr. F. R. Sturgis, 
Sexual Debility їп Man, Chicago: 
Login Bros., 1930, p. 14). 

Dr. R. L. Did Atlas 
of Human Sex Anatomy has a page 
devoted to drawings of sudh mem- 
bers. The largest is 1334 inches. 


son in hi 


Such dimensions remind me of the 
story of the overly endowed man who 
was never able to have sexual inter- 
course. An crection of his massive mem- 
ber took so much blood away from the 
rest of his body that whenever he be- 
came sexually aroused he fainted. 

Hank Brummer 
New York, New York 


REVERSING STERILIZATION 
I have been considering undergoing 


the sterilization opcration mentioned in 
The Playboy Forum (February and 
July, 1968). Some friends inform me 
that such an operation is reversible i 
any time in the future 1 regretted my 
decision. 1 have combed the recent 
literature on the subject and haven't 
been able to find any information. C 
doctors now really guarantee to make 
a man fertile again once he has had a 
vasectomy? 


(Name withheld by request) 
Santa Paula, Californ 
No, although successful reversals are 
becoming more and more frequent. 
Donald A. Goodwin, M. D., head of urol- 
ogy at the UCLA Medical Genter, has 
stated that experienced and well-trained 
urologists should expect to achicue up to 
90-percent success in restoring fertility 
following vasectomy. Other California 
urologists have reported successful re- 
sults in over 80 percent of such cases. 
The high degree of success in Califor- 
nia reflects the greater experience with 
such operations among California urol- 
ogists. In other parts of the country, the 
reported success ratio varies from 50 to 
80 percent. New techniques for male 
sterilization and. reversal are at present 
being tested at the University of North 
Carolina and at Columbia University, 
but both projects are still in the experi- 
mental stage. Sterilization, therefore, 
should be regarded as a permanent pro- 
cedure, since even the most experienced 
physician cannot guarantee a successful 
reversal, 


VOLUNTARY STERILIZATION 

This letter is in reply to Donald H. 
Higgins (The Playboy Forum, July) 
who stated that voluntary меп 
had been approved by the De; 
of Health, Education and Welfare а 
by the Department of Defense for de- 
pendent wives of Servicemen. It may 
have been approved, but it is not in 
effect. 

I am the wife of a 
During my se 
the new laws concerning ste 
wanted to have the ligation done but 
was informed by the me staff (I 
was receiving my medical care from a 
nearby Air Force hospital) that under 
no circumstances would an operation 
of this kind be performed for socio- 
economic re: When I reminded 
them of the new laws, they still declin 
to perform this operation. 

A friend's request wa 
while delivering her i 
woman has had seven pregnancies and, 
according to all medical opinions, 
should not have had the last three. Be- 
cause of her physical condition, the 
more effective. means of contraception 
are not effective for her. As a result, she 
is pregnant again, going through physi- 
cal complications and still being denied 
sterilization. It appears that not only 


are the Armed Forces hospitals refusing 

sterilization requested for socioeconomic 

sons but also for physical reasons. 
Lee A. Coria 
Hampton, Vi 


Donald H. Higgins of the Association 
for Voluntary Sterilization stated that the 
Department of Defense ha d vol- 


This is important news to me in the light 
of my own experience. 


1 have had a spinal fusion and was 
ed to avoid pregn: all pos- 
sible. Before getting married, I attempt- 
са to obr sterilization through a 
private ph a. 1 refused. 1 now 
have a small daughter who was con- 
ceived in spite of contraceptive meas- 
cs. This pregnancy caused additional 
spinal damage that may well prove to 
be permanent. Recently, I again sought 
steri ion, this time through the 
Great Lak Naval Hospital. Адай 
I was refused. The doctor s 
definitely that no Naval physician would 
ion on a 21 


consider such an oper 
old mother who has one child. Th 


spite of the risk of another pregnancy. 
which I am unwilling to take. Could 
you please give me the address of the 
ation for Voluntary Sterilization so 


y Lynn Case 

Great Lakes, Ilinois 

The address is: Association for Volun- 

tary Sterilization, Inc., 19 West 40th 
Street, New York, New York 10018. 


PSYCHIATRIC INJUSTICE 

I have been confined against my will 
for the past cight years and may be 
incarcerated for the rest of my life, yet 
the crime that led to the loss of my 
liberty was a misdemeanor that legally 
carries a sentence of only two years in 
this state. 
In 1960, at the age of 24, 1 was found 
silty of assault and battery. (1 had a 
r crimes 
during the previous seven years.) Short- 
ly after receiving a two-year prison sen 
nce, 1 was sent for observation to the 
Patuxent Institution for Defective Delin- 
quents. More than a year later, it devel- 
oped that I would not be released when 
my sentence was up. since the institu 
tion’s psychi staff had diagnosed me 
paranoid schizophrenic with a so 
ciopathic reaction.” As the result of 
subsequent hearing. I was committed to 
Patuxent for an indefinite period. 

Thus, I am in the situation of being 
regarded as guilty until proved inno- 
cent. In direct contradiction to ordinary 
notions of civil liberties, the burden of 
proof is entirely on me to show that I 
m innocent of any tendency to commit 
me im the future. Unless 1 can 


record of three arrests for simil 


asa 


convince the authorities of this, they are 
effectively empowered to hold me here 
for life. 

Conditions in this institution. would 
scem morc likelv to damage the nd 
than to heal it. The guards beat, harass 
and degrade the inmates until some lose 
their humanity entirely and sink into 
doglike submission, while others are 
provoked into fighting back, which is 
then interpreted as proof of their "ill- 
ness" Blackjacks are used in the beat- 
5 and steel bracelets are employed as 
handculfs. When a patient is taken to 
court, he is chained and the guards carry 
revolvers with orders to shoot any i 
mate who tries to escape. 

My status is redetermined every three 
years, with m mation sched. 
uled for 197! defender is 
representing me in my efforts to get out 
and my parents are helping me as much 
as they awhile, however, I am 
naturally angry at what has been done 
to me and the hellish environmen 
which I'm held tends to keep my emo- 
tions in a turbulent state. But if I show 
such feclings as anger, fear or despa 
the prison doctors mark this down as a 
sign of “illness”; and, on the other hand, 
if I try to mask these emotions, they 
detect the pretense and this, too. is a 
sign of my “paranoid” condition. In 
short, I am in a double bind—damned if 
Tm honest and damned if I'm dishonest. 

Society put me in a grave when I w 
in my 20s and then forgot about те. 
"This letter is а cry from that grave, to 
remind society that there are thousands 
nd thousands of us buried alive in this 
fashion because another fallible human 
being declared we were mentally ill I 
don't want to die in here, but 1 have 
lite hope that my fate will be other- 
wise in this degrading institution. 

You have permission to cdit my corre- 
spondence for The Playboy Forum, 
where | hope it will encou 
ellort at. reform. 


William L. McDonough 
Jessup, M. 
Most of our correspondence with Mr. 
McDonough has been through interest- 
ed third parties, including the well- 
known psychiatrist. Dr. Thomas S. Szasz, 
author of “Law, Liberty and Psychiatry 
and other books dealing with the prob- 
lem of involuntary commitment. When 
the authorities at Patuxent Institution 
learned of McDonougl''s initial efforts to 
contact us early last year, they forbade 
him—according to an affidavit signed by 
the superintendent of the institution— 
10 communicate further with PLAYBOY or 
with Dr. Szasz if his purpose in writing 
to Dr. Szasz was to pass on а message to 
PLAYBOY. The institution thus severely 
curtailed McDonough's freedom of ex- 
pression, allowing him less liberty than 
is accorded many prisoners serving crim- 
inal sentences. 
AMcDonough’s situation illustrates the 


shocking fact that persons who are de- 
clared “mentally ШЇ" have fewer civil 
liberties than those charged with crime. 
By using the psychiatric label, authorities 
can commit those so categorized to men 
lal institutions for periods many times 
longer than an ordinary prison term. 
Traditional Anglo-Saxon and American 
jurisprudence decrees that a man is inno- 
cent until his guilt has been proved to 
а jury of his peers, but a person labeled 
“mentally ill” is in the much more un- 
tenable position of having to prove that 
he does not suffer from this condition. 
When a crime is what brought him to 
the atiention of the authorities and led 
lo his commitment, as in McDonough's 
case, he is, in effect, being declared 
guilty of potential future. crimes and is 
required 10 prove the unprovable propo- 
sition that he will not, in fact, commit 
those crimes. He has two more strikes 
against him, as well: 1, Conditions. in 
most hospitals for the criminally insane 
would be detrimental to anyone's mental 
equilibrium, 2. Judges and juries will 
almost certainly be more inclined to ac- 
cept the scientific authority of instit 
tional psychiatrists over the patient's 
effort to prove that he is not a potential 
criminal. Dr. Szasz told трлувоуг “If 
McDonough’s release depends on his 
meeting this [last] condition (as, indeed, 
it does) and if his chances of doing so are 
absurdly slim (as, indeed, they are), then, 
in effect, he has been sentenced to life 
imprisonment. The Maryland defective 
delinquent law is therefore a bad law. It 
purchases the protection of the commu- 
пиу at a cost no free society can long 
afford.” 

5 


milar laws c 


in 27 states and thc 
ict of Columbia. In the entire U.S. 
there ате over 500,000 persons commit- 
ted against their will to mental hospitals 
as a result of criminal and civil proce- 
dures, These people are, as McDonough 
says, virtually buried alive. It is time, we 
think, Jor our state legislative bodies to 
lake seriously the proposal long urged 
by Dr. Szasz: the drafting of new laws 
that would ensure the same civil libe 
lies to those accused of “mental illnes. 
as are routinely guaranteed to those ac 
cused of murder, rape, treason, arson 
or piracy on the high seas. 


“The Playboy Forum” offers the oppor- 
tunity for an extended dialog between 
readers and editors of this publication 
on subjects and issues raised in Hugh 
M. Hefner’s continuing editorial series. 
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Four book 
reprints of “The Playboy Philosophy 
including installments 1-7, 8-12, 13-18 
and 19-22, are available at 506 per book- 
let. Address all correspondence on both 
“Philosophy” and “Forum” to: The 
Playboy Forum, Playboy Building, 919 М. 
Michigan Ave., Chicago, Hlinois 60611. 
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: 


Once described as a “nice, fresh breath 
of carbon monoxide," Mort Sahl contin- 
ues to pollute the complacency of the 
political establishment with the same 
kind of sativical laughing gas that has 
won him both widespread popularity 
and bitter condemnation. Adlai Steven- 
son was his friend, Dwight Eisenhower 
claimed hed never heard of him. and 
President Kennedy knew him well but 
never accepted him within White House 
inner circles, Despite the controversy 
Sahl has always managed to create, he 
has never been willing to sweeten the 
acerbic tone of his humor. 

That tone was set in 1955, 
landed а $75-a-u 


when he 
cement at San 


Francisco's hungry i after auditioning 
for the club's owner. Enrico Banducci, 
whom he failed to impress until he 
tackled the most intimidating politician 
of the century. “Have you seen the Joe 
McCarthy jacket?” he asked. “It’s like 
an Eisenhower jacket, only il's got an 
extra. flap that fits over the mouth.” 
Banducci roared with laughter. “Joe 
McCarthy doesn’t question what you 
say." Sahl continued, "so much as he 
questions your right to say it.” His one- 
week engagement extended into eight 
months of standing room only. and 
Mort eventually became a nearly perma- 
nent fixture at the club. 

Attacking the Wisconsin Senator dur- 
ing the height of his widespread investi- 
gations was characteristic of the almost 
compulsive impertinence Sahl had al- 
ready established as a life style for him- 
selj. His mother claims that he began to 
talk at seven months, that by the age of 
two and a half he would stand behind 


“American women are sensuous only un- 
ul you marty them; then they make love 
as though all the window shades were up. 
When American women change, they go 
overnight. from 20 to 80.” 


ORT SAHL 


a candid conversation with the biting, boyish elder statesman of political humorists 


the radio and imitate the news broad- 
casts and that by the age of ten “he 
spoke like а man of thirty” Though he 
established his medium as a child, it 
wasn't until after his teens that he sel- 
Hed on the irreverent message that was 
to become his trademark. 

Incongruously enough, Sahl was drawn 
to the R.O. Т.С. as a teenager in Los 
Angeles, wore the uniform to school 
every day and won the American Le- 


gions Americanism award. He even 
enlisted in the Army Air Force as a 
cadet: but after two weeks of active 


duty, he was sent home when his mother 
revealed that he only 15. Later. 
Mort's father, а Government clerk and 
talented amateur writer, secured an ap- 
pointment to West Point for his son, 
but Mort enlisted in the Air Force be- 
fore he had a chance to take the Mili- 
lary Academy examinations. By the time 
he was shipped to Elmendorf Field in 
Alaska, Private Sahl had changed from 
youthful officer material to a Тот in 
the side of the Aw Force. Kebelling 
against the military mentality, he re- 
fused to follow uniform regulations and 
began editing a newspaper for the post 
titled Poop from the Group. in which 
he attacked the military power structure. 
This exercise in self-expression cost him 


was 


$3 consecutive days on КР. and during 
31 months in the Service. he never vase 
above the rank of private. first class. 
Even after his discharge, his role as 
satirist was not yet defined, and, attend- 
ing the University of Southern Califor- 
nia under the GI Bill, he majored in the 
unlikely fields of city management and 
baffic engincering. The tuming point 


“During the campaign. Nixon stood in 
the middle of a studio to make his tele- 
sion pitch. This allowed him to turn 
in any direction. which happens to be 
his basic political philosophy.” 


came in 1950, soon after his graduation, 
when he drifted north to the San Fran- 
cisco area. intending only to visit with 
Sue Babior, a Berkeley graduate whom 
he eventually married in 1955 (and di- 
vorced in 1957)—but he stayed on to 
become part of the intellectual ferment 
that was happening there. 

During his three years in Berkeley, 
Mort eked out an existence of sorts, 
sleeping on someone's window seat or in 


his own car. eating restaurant leftovers 
supplied by a friend and writing for 
avant-garde publications. He earned ap- 
proximately $120 during this period: 
but as he says, “Things were simple 
then. All we had to worry about was the 
destiny of man.” He had already tied 
to make it as a comic in Los Angeles, 
but his 30 night-club tryouts and various 
attempts to produce his own plays in an 
old rented theater proved fruitless. ЈИ 
was а! Sue's suggestion that he audi- 
tioned at the hungry i—which aside from 
providing him with his first regular in- 
come, marked the beginning of his on- 
again, off-again carcer. 

Though his income climbed to $7500 
a week by the late Fiflies, his new-found 
wealth and success wrought no percepti- 
ble change in either his material or his 
style, From the Crescendo in Los Angeles 
10 the Copacabana in New York, he 
would appear in a sweater, slacks and 
open shiri. getting in his licks on any 
issue, situation or personality that had 
happened to appear in the news. “Eisen 


Ло s for integration. but gradually.” 
he would tell his audience. “Stevenson's 


for integration, but moderately. H should 
be possible to compromise between those 


“According to Gallup. 88 percent of the 
American people don't believe the War- 
зеп Report. 1 certainly wouldn't want it 
оп my conscience that I disturbed the 
faith of the remaining 12 petcent.” 
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extremes." The House Un-American Ac- 
tivities Committee was a favorite target 
of Sahl's. “Every time the Russians throw 
an American in jail, HUAC restores the 
balance of power by throwing an Ameri- 
can in jail, too.” 

By 1960, he was the first comedian to 
do record albums and the first to do 
college concerts. He made two appear- 
ances in Hollywood films, did a one-man 
Broadway show called “The Next Presi- 
dent” and cohosted an Academy Awards 
Show. His prominence was confirmed 
at that point by а Time-magazine 
cover story, which likened him to Will 
Rogers, the only other American politi- 
cal satirist’ of comparable influence. 
“Whereas Rogers assumed the role of a 
yokel who questioned the common sense 
ој the educated men managing the Gov- 
ernment, Sahl” explained a profile in 
The New Yorker, “is an intellectual who 
is scornful of the Government because 
he feels that it is managed by yokels 
whose sense is all too common.” 

Necdling the Republican Administra- 
tion was а popular pastime among lib- 
стаі during the Eisenhower years and, 
accordingly, Mort was idolized by much 
of the entertainment world as well as 
by the higher echelons of the Democratic 
Party. But when the Government changed 
hands in 1960, Sahl found the liberals— 
personified by the sophisticated Ken- 
nedys—less indulgent of his satirical 
sport when it was at their expense. Dur- 
ing the campaign in 1960, he wrote 
political jokes for John Kennedy; but 
when Kennedy received the nomination, 


Mort felt that J.F.K., too, was now 
fair game for satire. The night of 


Kennedy's acceplance speech at the Los 
Angeles Coliseum, Sahl was asked to 
entertain the 100,000 conventioneers. He 
told the gathering that Nixon had sent 
а telegram congratulating Joseph Ken- 
nedy on his son's victor 
LOST A SON, YOU'VE GAINED A COUN 

The Democrats were unamused—and 
told him so. His response, predictably, 
was a fusillade of соеп sharper barbs. 
They insisted that he stop telling Ken- 
nedy jokes. His reply: “Nixon's trying 
to sell the country, Kennedy's trying to 
buy it.” Ed Sullivan dropped him from 
his show when Mort refused to confine 
his material 10 conservative politicians 
and insisted on taking off on the liberals 
as well. After Kennedy was elected, even 
his agent told him, “I don’t like what 
you're saying about our President.” Ac- 
cording to mutual friends, the word 
then went out from Hyannis Port that 
“Sahl isn't one of us." His yearly income 
soon fell from $400,000 to $19,000 and 
he began to proclaim that he was being 
black-listed. 

In the years that followed, Sahl was 
forced to continue his career without 
the valuable national exposure he for- 
merly enjoyed. He did a very successful 
local TV show in the Los Angeles area 


running for 58 wechs, a highly rated 
nighttime radio program for 26 weeks, 
acted in a few тоте movies, and toured 
colleges and clubs primarily on the West 
Coast until 1967, when he once again 
jumped пио the center of controversy. 
Intrigued by the inconsistencies of the 
Warren Report, he joined Jim Garrison, 
New Orleans district attorney, in his 
investigation of President Kennedy's as- 
sassinalion. “I know who killed Kenne- 
y" he told a press conference. “All 1 
can tell you is that a powerful domestic 
force was responsible and that when Gar- 
rison tells his story, the implications will 
shake the country to its foundations, 
America will be forced to clean house” 

But when Sahl and Garrison brought 
their story to the people via the news 
media, they encountered stiff resistance 
and once again Sahl found himself out 
on a limb, with the political establish- 
ment hacking away at the roots. Sahl 
claimed to be puzzled by the ambivalent 
reaction of the public. “Fifty-eight per- 
cent don't accept the Warren Commis- 
sion Report. but 57 percent don't want 
the case reopened. What a weird time to 
be alive.” 

With the liberals now out of power, 
however, Sall, at 41, once again has а 
constituency that promises to enjoy his 
satirical digs at the incumbent Govern- 
ment. Even before President Nixon 
slepped into office, Sahl had begun work- 
ing regularly once more in night clubs, on 
TV and on college campuses. It was dur- 
ing one of his engagements—a highly 
successful gig at Mister Kelly’s, а well- 
known Chicago bistro—that rLaywoy Sen- 
ior Fditor Nat Lehrman interviewed 
him last November, The taping sessions 
were accomplished at Hugh Hefner's 
Near North Side Mansion, where Mort 
usually stays when he's in town, and, 
Lehrman reports, they were lengthy (cov- 
ering the better part of three days) and 
hilarious: “Mort is always “оп? While 
he'll sustain a serious conversation long 
enough to make a point, he can't refrain 
from interrupting his own substantive re- 
marks with one-liners or long, digressive 
bits from his night-club routine. It keeps 
the listener pleasantly off balance with a 
fascinating and unpredictable blend of 
wit and wisdom—as in his act.” Since the 
subject, in the wake of the election, was 
much on his mind—and tongue—we be- 
gan the interview with a question about 
a favorite old target: the new President, 


PLAYBOY: Do you think Nixon will unite 
the country? 

SAHL: Yes, T think he because he's 
the one man who can make the liberals 
sit down with the fascists and sce things 
the fascists’ way. ОГ course, the liberals 
have already had a lot of practice at 
that. Rut Nixon's in a good position, 
because, as one of his aides said, he has 
no political pay-offs to ma ich as to 
labor, youth, the poor or the Negroes. 


PLAYBOY: Do you think Nixon will find 
his slim margin of victory a handicap? 
SAHL: When President Kennedy won 
1960, his margin was something like one 
tenth of one percent. I commented then. 
“What a mandate. When he walks down 
the street and sees a couple walking 
toward him, hell know that one of them. 
is against him.” But to answer your 
question, I think the lack of mandate 
would be a handicap only for a man 
who wanted to do something. Nixon 
won't have that problem. 

PLAYBOY: What do you think the quality 
of life will be like under Nixon? 

SAHL: He has said he’s not what we 
would call a swinger, but he knows how 
to have а good time; in other words, he 
can play the piano while the f. 
sings Christmas carols. I don't im 
there will be too many schools built dur- 
ing his Administration—probably not as 
many as will be burned down. It’s i 
credible, He was rejected by the Ame 
can people twice, and the third time we 
get possession. There's something about 
those rules that makes me wonder. Bu 
as for the quality of life, 1 would settle 
for a quantitative assessment rather than 
a qualitative one. 
PLAYBOY: All right. Qu: 
do you expect? 


vely, what 


SAL: Not much, He didn't even promise 
anything during the campaign. It was 
part of his sense of honor not to speak 


out on th с we were hi 


issues wl 


During the campaign, he stood in 
the middle of a studio to make his televi- 
sion pitch, As his producer pointed ou 
this allowed him to tu 
tion—which happens to be Nixon's 
basic political philosophy. 

PLAYBOY: Even if he doesn't do much, a 
lot of people think Nixon will slow 
down the trend toward Big Government. 
Do you agree? 

SAHL: No, because all the people who 
protested about Big Government have 
already joined the Government. I don't 
sec any rich men or old-fashioned fascists 
fighting the Government. They try to 
become the Government. and, 
cases, they're successful 
all of those pcople out there who like 
Governor Wallace and who аге worried 
about the strong central authority of 
socialism that this is exactly wha 
right wing offers. But getting back to 
your question, the Government will be 
huge, except when you need some help, 
at which point they'll talk about local 
authority, 

PLAYBOY: Do you think Nixon will be 
able to increase his popularity by play- 
ing consensus politics? 

SAHL: If he thinks so, he’s in for a shock. 
In four years, people will feel the same 
way about him as they do now about that 
great master of the consensus, Lyndon 
Johnson. Maybe they'll feel that 
less time—in about a month. L.B. Ј-5 
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“WE NEVER CLOSE” LONDON PLAYBOY CLUB 
NOW SWINGS 24 HOURS, SEVEN DAYS A WEEK! 


Dining and Gaming Facilities Now 
Serve Маама Around the Clock 


LONDON (Specisl)— Playboy 
Club members and their guests 
have responded enthusiastically 
to the new operating policy of 
the London Club—“We never 
close!" The general attitude 
seems to be summed up in the 
words of one member who said, 
"This is just what London 
needed—a place you can go to 
at any hour any day and know 
that you will find it swinging." 

Even if уоште not the kind 
of night owl who is apt to want 
to entertain himself and friends 
at 5 or 6 in the morning you 
will still find that The Playboy 
Club offers you more entertain- 
ment under one roof than any- 
where else in London, 

Applications for Charter 
Membership in the London 
Playboy Club are being ac- 
cepted right now. Apply for 
membership today and save 
£8.8.0 during your first year and 
£5.5.0 each year thereafter. 
A complete range of Playboy- 
styled entertainment makes it 
possible for you to spend an en- 
tire evening on the town with- 
out ever leaving the Club, 

You cen dance to exciting 
beat groups in the Living Room 
Discothéque, where you can also 
help yourself to a delicious hot 
meal of beef à la Playboy, fried 
chicken and the finest barbecued 


S Serve king-size drinks in 
the Living Room where you may 
enjoy a meal at the same price as 
а drink. The discotheque features 
live groups and the latest records. 


spareribs 
only 10s. 

Enjoy epicurean cuisine im- 
peccably served by velvet-clad 
butlers and Bunnies in the VIP. 
Room and visit the Playroom 
Cabaret showroom presenting 
acts chosen from the largest 
talent roster in the world, where 
you can dine on Playboy's 
hearty steak dinner at the same 
price as a drink. 

In the Penthouse Casino, oc- 
cupying the entire top floor of 
the Club, members and their 
guests try their luck at black- 
jack, American dice, roulette 
and punto banco. 

On the ground floor of the 
Club members relax in the Play- 
mate Bar and enjoy a delicious 
meal at breakfast, lunch or din- 
ner from the Playmate Grill. 
Here, too, the swinging atmos- 
phere continues at the gaming 
tables throughout all hours of 
the day and night, seven days a 
week. Of course, drink service 
stops after regular licencing 
hours but the informal atmos- 
Phere, the delicious food and 
the fun and games that give The 
Playboy Club the air of a spar- 
kling private party continue 
without stop. 

Open the door to the Playboy 
world of excitement. By mail- 
ing the coupon today you save 
£8.8.0 during the first year of 
membership and £550 each 
year thereafter. Full credit priv- 
ileges are available to those who 
qualify, enabling them to sign 
for all purchases at the London 
Club. For credit privileges just 
tick the appropriate box. Act 
now, while special Charter 
Membership is still available. 
‘APPLY NOW AND SAVE— 
CHARTER ROSTER LIMITED 


Reserve your place on Charter 
Rolls (Initiation 3.3.0, An. 
nual Subscription 5.5.0) 
which assures a substantial 
saving over Regular Member- 
ship Fees (Initiation 6.6.0, 
Annual Subscription £ 10.10.0). 

Applicants from the Conti- 
nent may enclose Initiation Fee 
in equivalent funds of their own 
country in cheque, money order 
or currency. 

The Playboy Club reserves 
the right to close the charter 
roster without prior notice. 


in Europe—all for 


The roulette wheel spins 24 hours a day, seven days a week at the London 
Playboy Club. Games include roulette, blackjack, dice and punto banco. 


Visiting London? Stay At Forty-Five 
Park Lane, Atop The Blas boy: Club 


LONDON (Special) Luxurious 
Suites located above the London 
Club, with their own entrance, 
lobby and lift, are available to 
Playboy visitors on a daily, 
weekly or monthly basis. Hand- 
somely furnished in contempo- 
rary decor, each has its own TV, 
bath and kitchenctte-bar. 

Daily maid and linens, porter 
and 24-hour switchboard services 
are included. Arrangements can 
be made for car-hirc, travel, 
secretarial service, sightsceing 
tours, valet and laundry. 

Rates for studio singles are 


5 пз. daily, 30 gns. weekly and 
120 gns. monthly. For reserva- 
tions and information on studio 
twins, deluxe suites and pent- 
house apartments, address Re- 
ception Manager, 45 Park Lane, 
London, W.1, England, Telex 
262187 or phone MAY fair 6001. 


One Key Admits You To АП Clubs. 


Atlanta * Baltimore • Boston 
Chicago * Cincinnati * Denver 
Detroit + Jamaica • Kansas City 
Lake Geneva, Wis. • London • Los 
Angeles = Miami * Montreal = New 
Orleans + New York * Phoenix 
St. Louis * San Francisco. 


F 77 77 == CLIP AND MAIL THIS APPLICATION TODAY == == == 1 


TO: Membership Secretary 


1 THE PLAYBOY CLUB, 45 Park Lane, London W.1, England 
|| Here is my application for membership in The Playboy Club. І enclose 


13.3.0 being the Initiation Fee for charter members. 
W that the Annual Subscription for charter members will Бе £5.5.0, pay- 
р able upon notification of acceptance. 


NAME 


(BLOCK LETTERS, PLEASE) 


1 eet 


ADDRESS 


Vesoressio OR OCCUPATION 


үгө не ОҒ APPLICANT 


Г] I wish to have credit privileges enabling me to sign all my pur- Й 


chases at the London Club. No extra charge for this service. 


9504 
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The Playboy Ski Sweater makes 
the runs; later, the lodge fun. The 
finest pure virgin worsted wool 
fashioned for full-speed-ahead 
comfort. With the Playboy Rabbit 
interwoven in white on cardinal 
red or black, and black on white. 
Playboy's, WA101, S, M, L, XL 
sizes; playmate's, WAZOI, S, M, L 
sizes. $25 each. Please use product 
number and add 50¢ for handling. 
Shall we send a gilt card in your name? 
Please send check or moncy order to: 
Playboy Products, Department woz 

Playboy Building. 919 N. Michigan Ave., 
Chicago. Ш. 60611. Playboy Club crodit 
keyholders may charge to their Key-Cards. 


pillow talk 


Behind your back or off the top of 
your head, Playboy's Pillow boasts 
at-home fashion sense. Made of 
100% cotton poplin, cord edged and 
kapok filled. the Rabbit-crested 
throw pillow adds a decorative 
touch to an "in" pad. Also а kicky 
accent for dorm or deck. In black 
with permanently flocked white 
Rabbit head, Please order by prod- 
uct number MY3290 $6, and add 
506 for handling. 

Shnll we send a gift card in your name? 
Please send check or money order to 
Playboy Products, Tho Playboy Building, 


519 М. Michigan Ave., Chicago. Ill. 60011. 
PlayboyClub credit keyholders may charge. 


popularity was so low just before he 
stepped down that people acted the way 
they had in Nazi Germany. Johnson got 
13,000,000 votes. yet everyone says, "Not 
me,” or else, "I was only following or- 
Amazing. Nixon isn't even in office 
y ready people are thinki 
nostalgically of the freedom of speech 
they enjoyed under Johnson. You know, 
there was quite a bit of dissent the past 
few years, and I would say that we can 
directly relate that to the fact that he will 
no longer be President—and that we 
haven't invaded China. 

PLAYBOY: What do you think would have 
been the fate of dissent—your own in 
particular—if Wallace һай won? 

SAHL: My role would have been the same. 
I'd prevail upon the President's good 
humor and hope he would not throw me 
under a good jail somewhere, as he puts 
it; and I'd remind him before he ordered. 
the FBI to arrest me that he believes 
in local law enforcement. But back to 
Nixon. I attended the Republi Con 
vention this year and frequently saw him 
n the lobby of his hotel. He didn't 
much: he'd just kind of smile a lot, at 
that 68-degree temperature, hermetically 
sealed in this suit that looks like 
wearing him. And that tan. You know 
he has a tan all the time, because he had. 
а lot of bad experiences in 1960 with hi 
beard, which Webster tells us is a sec- 
ondary sign of virility. A primary sign 
would be bombing China. I knew what 
the flavor of the convention would be 
when I saw a si the Fontainebleau 
Hotel that re: THE REPUBLICAN PLAT- 
MEET IN LE RONDE 
ROOM ON THE BEACH FRONT AT TWO РМ. 
FOR COCKTAILS TO DISCUSS POVERTY. Of 
course, Nixon's running mate, Spiro 
Agnew. has а lot of the principles of ov 
late President. John Kennedy’s last pub- 
lished work was called 4 Nation of 
Immigrants, and in the same spirit, 
Agnew has pointed out that it's a land of 
opportunity for anyone, whether he's a 
Mick, a Polack or a Jap. So. anyway. 
Nixon won the nomination and his 
acceptance speech went, "I see a boy who 
listens to the train whistles and ће 
yearns to travel.” You know, in this day 
and age. when we're worried about en- 
larging our airports, Nixon is still talk- 
ing about taking the train, which I 
ihought was significant. And he said this 
boy has a Quaker mother. А lot of people 
were astounded to find out that Nixon is 
a Quaker—one of the most violent I've 
ever encountered —but. а Quaker, never- 
theless, Did you know. by the way. that 
Humphrey commended Nixon for not 
baiting Kennedy in 1960 about being a 
Catholic? The way Humphrey phrased it 
was that Kennedy was a Catholic, which 
was a handicap. but Nixon didn't suffer 
Irom the handicap of believing in any- 
thing. 

PLAYBOY: Did you also attend the Demo. 
cratic Convention? 


Зан: Yes, and it seemed a pity that 
Humphrey couldn't attend it, too; he 
n't have a gas mask to get from the 
Hilton Hotel to the Amphitheater. 
George Meany was running around the 
hall. yelling that people shouldn't dem- 
onstrate, apparently having forgotten 
that many people in the labor movement 
once demonstrated to bring Meany to 
his lofty position. I was interviewed on 
TV and was asked, "What do you think 
of the convention?” I said, "I think it's 


nz" I 
rigged.” So they took me off the air. 
‘Then they put me back on the air. "So 
what do you think?" they asked me. 1 
said, “I think the convention is prec 
dained." So they took me olf the air 

ly I went back on the air 
think this convention is 
travesty.” So a guy ran in and said. "I 
have to interrupt vou." I said. "Fm sure 
you do. if you want to kecp your job 
here.” He said. "No. it’s not censorship. 
it’s news. We have a bulletin that a 
horse Aqueduct Park has been 
doped.” When we went back on the air, 
Humphrey had been nominated by 
then, and I suggested that in order to 
determine the legitimacy of his victory 
he ought to be given a saliva test. Later, 
Humphrey was in Los Angeles and ће 
became hoarse. because, as you know, 
he'd been talking since 1948. He got u 
n the balcony and said to the crowd. “I 
won't be able to address you, because" 
—he wouldn't say he had а strep throat. 
since hes not that hip—he said. “Tve 
got the grippe." And one of the kids 
yelled up. "Yeah. the grip of Lyndon B. 
Johnson." One kid had a sign that re; 
HUBERT HUMPHREY Is STRAIGHT FROM HIS 
ORIGINAL. COMMITMENT AS А FOUNDER OF 
THE Лар... AND IN ТИЕ PROCESS OF BECOM- 


ING THE ADMINISTRATION S HOLLOW APOLO: 
GIST FOR THE ILLEGAL. INVOLVEMENT 
VIETNAM, HE HAS BECOME A SELE-SEEKING 
OPPORTUNIST. It was а windy day and the 
id had a lot of trouble controlling the 
sign 

Wallace, as уоп know, didn't have а 
ation. It was Immaculate Сопсер 
He was the target of such signs as. 
EMARY'S BABY and IF YOU 
ER, YOU'LL LOVE WALLACE. You 
know, I once served under his running 
mate, General Dismay. The Strategic Ли 
Command is а really good. par 
outfit. You had to sleep in your plane 
with a German shepherd guarding you 
You could take off your boots if you tied 
them with a rope around your waist. We 
stayed in the air Гог nine years, in an 
«Поп to terrify the Russians. We suc- 
ceeded in terrifying not only them but а 
great many civilian airline pilots. too. 1 
made three flights in an effort 10 recall 
other planes that were headed for the 
Soviet Union with nuclear devices. We'd 
pull up alongside them and say over 
the intercom, “Have you thought this 
over?" Then they'd reevaluate. 
PLAYBOY: Returning to the candidates 


кершт 


i 


Were you able to choose among them 
when you finally entered the voting 
booth? 

SAHL: Yeah. I think there was a clear 
choice. I won't tell you which it was, but 
just let your readers know I'm not one 
of those guys who run ощ and vote for 
Dick Gregory. I'd like to add that I had 
to give serious thought to casting my 
vote for Nixon when President Eisen- 
hower looked out of the window of the 
hospital—they were holding him by 
the ankles—and said, "If you want to 
ake it a happy birthday for me, vote for 
Dick.” It occurred 10 me that I wanted 
to get Ike something a bit smaller for 
his birthday. 

PLAYBOY: So far, you've had very little 
good to say about anybody. Do you 
think there are any promising politi- 
cians in the country today? 

БАН: Well, ther 
Senator McGovern, § 
Mayor Lindsay, Se 
Hatfield. E think, if nothing el 
of these men have a spirit of ady 
Nixon, of course, would never under- 
stand that. George Washington never 
took a poll before he went to Valley 
Forge. 

PLAYBOY: Do you think there would be 
enough venturesome people to fill your 
Cabinet if you were President? 

SAHL: Just let me say this: The party 
leaders have not called upon me—and 1 
did not have a boyhood dream of bei 

President. I'm not really interested 
politics, as a matter of fact. 1 never 
My limited involvement is my pugn 
cious answer to people telling me not to 
discuss politics. Tm much more interest- 
ed in sex, if the truth be known. 

But who would I put in the Cabinet? 
We have bundance of good men. 
My Seactary of Defense would be How- 
ard Hughes. That would give him a 
chance to purchase airplanes from his 
own company, or he could be head 
of the eral Aviation Agency- 
Jim Garrison would be the Attorni 
General and—ler's see—the Secretary of 
Labor would be George Wallace, based 


оп the devotion union members havc 
for him. Senator Fulbright would be 
Secretary of State and—uh—the Defe 
Department would have to change its 
name. 

PLAYBOY: To what? 

SAHL: They would either have to cut 


their budget to a minimum figure or 
they'd have to be called the Department 
of Aggression. І will not have any more 
of these euphemisms. Let's sce, I'd keep 
Hoover in the FBI. As you know, he w: 
appointed in 1924 by a farsighted Presi 
dent, and ever since then, crime has 
risen in direct proportion to the budget 
of the FBI, ycar after ycar. Hoover's 
been in office 45 years and Gene Ме 
Carthy feared that Hoover had come to 
look upon the President as a transient. 
My fear, however, is that it will bc 
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difficult to attract men of excellence into 
the Government if you threaten them 
with job insecurity every 45 ycars. Since 
we're so big on preventing aime in the 
streets this year, presumably the FBI 
will stop hu ig Communists under 
every bed. Yeah, let the FBI start doing 
mportant things, like enforcing the 
Mann Act—you know, get into some 
areas where they're really efficient 

Let's sce. 1 have to get some people I 
can really trust. 1 trusted the people I've. 
named, but now that I've put them in 
the Government, I'm beginning to dis- 
trust them. 
Playsoy: Whom do you have in mind 
for Secretary of Health, Education and 
Welfare? 
ЗАН: I haven't decided yet, but we'll 

Timothy Leary in charge of the 

‘ood and Drug Administration. Lewis 
Hershey should be replaced with Mario 
Savio. Hefner could be Secretary of the 
Interior, and when he published his 
Playboy Philosophy in book form, it 
would be his decision whether to de- 
plete the forests to get ready for the fust 
printing. 
PLAYBOY: Whom would you appoint to 
the Supreme Court? 
SAHL Justice Douglas, eight more times. 
He's the only real progressive on the 
Court, and I'm proud to be acquainted 
with him. 
PLAYBOY: How well do you know him? 
SAHL: Just to double date. Thanks for 
the straight linc. But liberals. Ha. You 
know, when the Court decided ro inte- 
grate the schools, the liberals thought 
the Court was a good idea. On the other 
hand, they didn't like it when Justice 
Black said t Negroes have no right to 
sit in the aisles of a library and. disrupt 
it. Earl Warren once said that if he 
caught Ralph Ginzburg. the publisher 
of Eros, giving that magazine to his 
daughter, he'd strangle the publisher 
with his b hands. So here's the vision 
I had: Warren throttling Ginzburg 
Ginzburg muttering through а constrict- 
ed windpipe, "I always thought you 
i When Warren is arrest- 
cd. I wonder if they will inform him of 
his rights. And what happens to Vi 
л Warren? Will it he traumatic for her? 
She probably wouldn't even notice her 
father strangling someone, because she'd 
be too busy reading Eros. Another thing: 
They banned prayer in schools—right? 
Bur they allow you to swear on the stage. 
it boils down to is, you're allowed 
1 is in a hell of a 
mess,” but you're not allowed to say, "I 
hope to God we get out of it.” 
PLAYBOY: Whats your opinion of the 
recent flap over the Fortas nomination? 
5 was rejected for all the 
ons; mainly, Strom Thur- 
mond. Did you know Fortas law firm 
helped Owen Lattimore against Joe 
McCarthy? But then they turned down 
the case of the Reverend William Sloane 


nd 


Coffin. "Well," you say, “I thought For- 
as was a liberal." "That's right. He was. 
A lot of people are asking if Fortas was 
discriminated against because he's Jew- 
ish. Knowing him personally, I can tell 
you that it is possible to disl 
himself, without getting into the i 
anti-Semitism. 

PLAYBOY: Back to the Cabinet. Would you 
appoint Fi to any position? 
sah: Vice-President, if he would step 
down. But he wouldn't, 

PLAYBOY: Governor Reagan? 

SAHL Well, I've lost some of the great 
ith I once had in him. One of the 
that he said he would lower 
lifornia’s taxes, but his budget this 
year is larger than Roosevelt's was Гог 
America in 1940. During the guberna- 
torial campaign, Governor Brown said, 
n actor for governor?" 


ign bas hit a new low in 
mudslinging,” because, of all the charges 
that had been thrown at him, the one 
that he was an actor had never been 
made in the previous 20 years. I iell my 
udiences about hearing the governor at 
a Hollywood civil rights rally. where he 
said, "I don't agree with Mayor Daley of 
Chicago about shooting a looter on 
sight: "Thats an invitation to barba- 
m." The audience cheered. "But," he 
said, “T don't agree with Mayor Lindsay 
of New York, either, about not shooting 
anybody, regardless of the provocation: 
Thats an invitation to anarchy.” The 
audience looked confused. Reagan said, 
"I offer compromise between these 
extremes. Those of you who have a map 
handy will see what I mean—the solu- 
lion is to shoot people in Cincin: 
No. But he said, "E think that when 
Robert Kennedy was killed, the white 
middle class mourned well. They turned 
on television and let Walter nkite 
lead the crying. But when Martin Lu- 
ther King was killed, the Negrocs went 
bad. They ran into the streets and they 
manifested their grief by kicking in the 
windows of discount stores and stealing 
television sets.” Then he said, "I don't 
condemn this action and I don't con- 
done it, but I think it’s wrong when 
they go back and demand service.” 
PLAYBOY: Seriously, do you take the pop- 
ularity of archconservatives such as Re 
gan and Wallace, combined with other 
symptoms, as harbingers of fascism in 
America? 

SAHL: 1 don’t thi 


nk so. I would say that, 
ay the Га this country start flex- 
g their muscles, they're going to learn 
that they can’t sell fascism here: There 
are several signs that they can’t, Young 
people, who will soon be in the majority. 
refuse to buy it. It won't grow in the 
ground here, Is been a very unsuccessful 
transplant from. Germany. The fascists 
in Government have done everything 
they could, They've bombed illegally, 


i 


they've spied illegally, they've shot people 
in the streets, they've engincered coups: 
but the American people have become 
suspicious and cynical and disbelieving 
in their Government. 1 would say that 
their day is almost over. 
PLAYBOY. Whose? The fascists’ 
good guys? 

SAHL: The fascists’. But the death rattle 
might be convulsive and а lot of people 


or the 


might be hurt before the conflict is 
resolved. 
PLAYBOY: Would you call Wallace a 
fascist? 


SAHL: Sometimes he sounded like one, 
but he seemed to become more moderate 
he got closer to the seat of power. 
PLAYBOY: Many people think that th 
would have happened with Goldwater if 
he'd been elected. Do you agree? 

SAHL: Well, 1 don't see how he could 
have been worse than Johnson, There 
would have bee moderating fac 
tors, and one t every time he said. 
to the Congr ive m mandate to 
bomb Vietnam,” the Democrats would 
have gotten up and opposed him. Sec- 
ondly, it would have given the 
crats something to do besides denying 
they're Communists; and thirdly, as a 
corollary, Goldwater wouldn't have had 
to bomb China to prove he’s not a 
Commu We would have accepted 
him at his word. 

You know, in spite of the swing to the 
right in this country, things aren't that 
bright for some of our conservative lu 

ries. William Buckley, for схатрј 
otable celebrity in the conservat 
industry, is hed. He reminds me of 
all those people Stevenson said were 
being dragged, kicking and screaming, 
i 20th Century. And, by the way. 
th big thing with liberal. They 
like Buckley. "That guy's brilliant," 
they say—even if he does try to make 


mo- 


that ће is ui 
of every issue in 
it’s a hobby with 
Golf is better. 
To get back to Goldwater, he might 
have been all right, but I don't think 
everybody becomes a statesman who 
rives in the White House; and Т chi 
that history bears me out. You know, 
they say anybody can become President in 
America. Sometimes I wish the people 
wouldn't take it quite that literal: 
But the dillerence among the candi- 
dates is becoming about as small as the 
difference between the major parti 
which is practically nonexistent. The 
only disparity 1 cin see is that Republ 
cans are specialists. in certain arcas. 
You'll notice that every Democratic Pres- 
ident picks Republicans to be Secretary 
of Defense 1 Secretary of the Treas- 
ury. When it comes to signing a check, 
the Democrats won't trust а member of 
their own party. But the so-called 


versilly оп the wroi 
1 
him. So who needs it? 


man progress, 
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differences between the parties is part of 
that whole wish fulfillment of the liber- 
als—hoping that everything's going to 
be fine. They've turned their backs for 
25 years and | 


ve stood in the middle of 
the road, saying, “We believe in coexist- 
ence, but we're just as anti-Communist 
as the next guy,” and they've gone along 
with the Marshall Plan as cheerfully as 
they have with the bombs and SEATO 
and NATO. 

PLAYBOY: You used to be the darling of 
the liberals. Why do you hit them so 
hard now? 

SAHL: My job is to push them to their 
upper limits, to restore the balance of 
power. On the other hand, when I'm in 
Indianapolis, where the people are so 
oriented to the right, I don't do any of 
my material about liberals. I gore their 
sacred cows. Those people are worried 
that Nixon is too liberal or that Jack 
Kennedy got into office because of Ne- 
grocs, Jews and labor ш Labor, of 
course, has achieved a considerable de- 
gree of affluence and now considers Wal- 
lace its number-one luxury. And the 
Negroes: Whatever opportunity they 
have had to emerge as human beings h 
largely been blown because they talk to 
liberals, It’s liberal “advances” like Z Spy 


kthrough show that 
glorified the ClA—that prove a Negro 
сап be as corrupt as we аге. 1 never 


doubted that, given the opportunity, he 
could be. I didn't think it was a point 
that had to be proved by the liberal e: 
tablishment. I hate to sound like Eri 
Hoffer, but there it is. 

PLAYBOY: What's your prognosis on the 
possibility of a black revolution? 

SAH: I don't expect one, Most of the 
Negroes I've talked to want ten percent 
of the corruption. They want to be 
used-car dealers and Green Berets and 
FBI agents and savingsand-loin execu- 
tives. T went to a seminar in Los Angeles 
about emploving Negroes in television 
and a Negro actor got up and said, "It 
n't enough to get the girl." He wants 
10 know why, in the commercials, there 
isn't a Negro couple on the beach drink- 
ing Coca-Cola or sharing a pack of S 
lems. What he doesn't ѕсегп to realize is, 
there are white actors in those com- 
mercials who have nightmares. worrying 
that they're corrupting young audiences 
by endorsing some of these products. To 
get back to your question, when the 
Negroes say they'll bring this country to 
a standstill if we dont meet their terms, 
they show a total lack of understanding. 
IF the United States is willing to bomb 
Vietnam, an entire country, because of 
arbitrary terms. is it going to gi 
Negro demands? Are Negroes going to 
stop capitalism? I don't think capitalism 
is going to be stopped that easily, and 
the Negroes don’t really want to stop it, 


anyway. They want to j they want 
a piece of the action. They'll be dealt 
п. the way the union was brought into 
the factory so that could be con- 
trolled. So ИЛИ be short of revolution. 
But you may have noticed all that talk 
about revolution has stopped. 
PLAYBOY: Eldridge Cleaver hasn't noticed 
it. 
ЅАНІ: Cleaver has a disproportionately 
large voice only to people who are com- 
pletely without hope. "That's the point. 
When Robert Kennedy walking 
around, the Negroes had a degree of 
hope and Cleaver could never have had 
п audience. It's only when a Nixon 
takes over that you get a Cleaver, Look 
at how the establishment incubate: 
rection. Reagan made Cleaver a celebrity 
by telling him he couldn't lecture to a 
class of 22 people or something. It's al- 
ways that way. Fidel Castro was invented 
by Batista. Mao Tse-tung would have 
wound up in the Chinese nang, 
except that Chiang Kaishek said, “There 
will be no coalition government." So 
Mao wound up taking the whole t 
PLAYBOY: What do you think about the 
irony of liberals, who have been work- 
ng since the Thirties for integration, 
now supporting the black-nati 


was 


insur- 


with enthusiasm? 
SAHL: They're protecting the Nezro’s 

te, which is onc of 
Mienable rights. The liberals are 
in on those good causes. This sep: 
im is nonsense. By the same token, I 


ight 
his 


ways 


also thought that school busing was a 
joke. The liberals said to me, "But 
Goldwater's against it" meaning you 


must never be in bad company if vou 
beral. Another thing that bothers 
me is the current white use of the word 
“black.” "That's highly offensive, whether 
said by Wallace, a liberal or some 
Klansman 
PLAYBOY: What is your definition of 
liberal? 
ЗАМЕ: I think of liberalism in the Furo- 
pean sense of social democracy. Don't 
ever forget that Germany debated in the 
Reichstag whether to enter World War 
Опе. The Communists didn’t want to, 
because of their philosophical position, 
wb the right wing thought the W: 
night cost too much. But the Social 
Democrats sang Deutschland, Deutsch- 
land über alles—with tears. running 
down their checks—and Germany went 
to war. The Social Democrats were also 
the German liberals who let Hitler come 
10 power: tears. 
And they were the ones who said that 
commitment. made—you 
the destruction of Europe— 
had to be honored. Doesn't that sound 
like those people who say, “I don’t think 
we should be in Vietnam, but we're there 


are a 


with crocodile 


was 


now and. besides, how can we get out?” 
Put a reverse gear on the boats. That's 
how you can get out, 

Social democrats can се the virtue of 
Republicans like Robert McNamara. “1 
don't like the war. I don't like the draft. 

don't like being bankrupt; but our 
man Mac is a genius. He can add up a 
n of figures" Incredible! When 
Bobby Kennedy wied Jimmy Hoffa 


think that Hoffa and Kennedy are even- 
ly matched adversaries, because each has 
an unquenchable thirst for power.” 
They talked about it like they were 
analyzing character traits in a psychol- 
ogy control group at a bad university in 
the Midwest. Thats where they're at— 
standing in the middle. Social demo- 
crats know Nixon would bomb Chin 
but the question is, would Humphrey? 
Yes, he would, saying all the time, “I 
tried with forbearance to keep the 
peace, but these people were bent on 
world domination." Social democ 
Irs all the movies with Poiticr; i 
Rod Serling story about the fascist gen- 
eral who flips out at the nuclear button, 
Another general comes in and says to 
him in the last act, “Thank God, most 
of the men from the Joint Chiefs aren't 
of your caliber. Isn't it wonderful to live 
in a country where only one guy can go 
crazy?” Or how about the sketch from 
The Fugitive in which a bracero is tried 
illegally for murder? If that were a right- 
wing show, he would be guilty of being 
a Mexican, not a murderer. If. it were 
left-wing show, he would be innocent of 
because he's a Mexican. But 
because its а social-democrat show, the 
script goes like this: The D.A. says, 
“Tm gonna hang that guy!” And his wife 
says, “Oh, Dan. do you really want to be 
governor that bad?" You sce, textbook 
psychology replaces thinking for social 
democrats, 

The social democrats have destroyed 
the left and they've been the handmaid- 
en of the right, because they say they're 
in the middle. But they're not in the 
middle. The fact when the pi 
applied, they're on the right. 
PLAYBOY: You said the social democrats 
have “destroyed” the left. Are you serious? 
АНЫ: I'm serious for the present, but 
not totally pessimistic for the future; 
that is, not as long as we have young- 
sters. I kid the youngsters a lot, but Т 
have a tremendous amount of faith in 
this generation 

You know, people approach me all 


the time because they think I'm a 
spokesman for the kids, and they say to 
me, “Well, do you like this anarchy, 


with the kids marching around, 
the American flag for a G string 
reading the Los Angeles Free Pres 
as if I had directed them to do i 


ng 
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behavior of kids today is a result, a 
direct result, of social democracy. If the 
parents don’t like the harvest, they 
shouldn't plant the seeds. 

PLAYBOY: Do you feel any kinship with 
the New Left? 

SAHL: Are you kidding? The New Left 
are left-wing social democrats. A lot of 
them are flower children, who are big 
on humanism, and Godlike things, and 
reverence for kids and animals in the 
park and flowers and all that stuff. But 
they don't want to get involved, and of 
course, that's the biggest sin. I'm afraid 
that a good deal of the New Left looks 
like ferment, but it’s really а low boil. 
It’s lukewarm, a variation on social 
democracy. 

PLAYBOY: Do you think flower power has 
staying powi 
БАН: No, I think it’s all instant faddism. 
You see, as soon as you start a movement 
in America, it’s all the rage. Today's 
hippie is yesterday's ad-agency executive 
—only he couldn't hack it. A couple of 
days ago, I hadn't shaved and 1 was wear- 
ing tennis shoes and one of these guys 
said to me, "You finally look like a hu- 
man being.” Ridiculous. 

PLAYBOY: Tave you ever grown a beard 
or a mustache? 

SAHL: I had a beard when I was the 
Air Force up in the Aleutians. My face 
was cold. But I won't do whatever the 
group is doing. Sce, my basic position is 
that if there are only the two of us lelt 
in the world after a nuclear holocaust, 
and you take up my cause, I have to 
oppose you. 

PLAYBOY: Have you ever tiken LSD? 
SAHL: No, never. Because life itself in- 
toxicarcs me. 

PLAYBOY: When was the last time you 
were drunk? 

SAHL: Not recently. 

PLAYBOY: Presumably, you don't use mari- 
juana, either. 

SAHL: Hell, no. But let me tell you about 
this girl 1 dated. We got into my car 
and she locked the doors, picked up 
these Zig Zag cigarette papers and a 
pouch and started to roll this tobacco. 
It had a strange aroma, but it wasn't 
incense. I said, “What're you doing? 
m just turni I said, "Well, you 
can't do that here. They seize your с 
in this state, for one thing, and then 
they bust you." She said, "You ever do 
this?" And I said, "No." So she looked 
at me and said, "Alcohol's worse for you 
and tobacco's more habitforming. I'm 
working with this committee to petition 
the governor about ma is 


to make it mandatory." Then she said, 
“Did you ever use mesca 
that for tension?” She said, "No, it’s a 
religious experience." By now, we've 
gone about si єтїї con- 
tributed anyt to her, 


blocks and 1 ha 


so l said 


ng, 


"Have you ever been baptized?" And 
she said, "No," and I said, "Well, it's 
pretty good—depends on who does it.” 
She said, “Did you ever use LSD?” And 
I said, “No, what's that for?” She said, 

у." So I said, "What about 


n fee 


“Well, my gen thar Western. 
religions have failed us." I said, "Which 
опе?” She said, "Well, I don't know, 


specifically. Name some and Ell tell 

you.” I said, "Christianity." She said. 
that’s one.” And T 

ism." And she said, "Yeah 


the difference between those?" I said, 


“Well, the Jews bdieve їп justice and 


the Christians believe in mercy; but I 
suppose if you had justice, you wouldn't 
need mercy.” 

Anyhow, I sce no reason to take any- 


thing that] tune you out, In fact, T 
ihink the reason theyre allowing so 


much sexual playing around now among 
adolescents is to keep them from getting 
involved in politics. Speaking of kids, 
did you guys review The Graduate? 
PLAYEOY: Yes. 

SAHL: ] could've given you an interesting 
one-line critique: “The Graduate, a pic- 
ture about a Jewish kid with gentile 
parents.” But, seriously, I don't believe 
that kid exists. The kid is Mike Nichols, 
who is 35-plus, and the story's about 
himself at 25. Now, the picture was 
successful because it was only 10 years 
dated; most films are 80 years dated. 
Funny thing about him—the second 
time he meets Mrs. Robinson, he sits up. 
in bed and he says, "We ncver talk to 
each other" That's the kind of com- 
plaint a guy makes after 30 years of 
marriage. But maybe this generation is 
being educated. differently. 

PLAYBOY. One of the biggest differences 
today involves student demands for more 
participation in their own education. If 
vou were a college president, how far 
would you let the kids go? 

SAHL: I'd let them go further than form- 
ing an entertainment committee to de- 
cide who they're going to book for the 
spting prom. But, you know, the kids 
don't want to run the schools. They feel 
that the administrations are ignoring 
them and doing outrageous things, like 
admitting CIA recruiters and Dow 
Chemical guys on campus. If I were a 
school president, Fd just do my best to 
know what's happening—that should be 


enough. 
PLAYBOY: How would you handle some 
of the more aggressive tactics, such as 
occupying buildings and burning files? 

SAHL: I don't know. But I'll tell you опе 
thing, I'd pay attention to what they're 
asking. The job of young people is to 
ask questions, to help us examine and 
understand ourselves. We'd better utilize 


these kids while they're hot, because 
they're not going to be that productive 
forever. Most of them are going to join 
up by the time they're 26. Their fervor 
won't last till they're 30. I'm not going 
to endorse violence, but I'm going to ask 
how did it come to be? There's some- 
body who is frustrating them at the 
other end, who is producing this protest 
Look at the draft. І don't see too many 
people over draft age opposing it. Do 
you blame the kids for protesting? 
PLAYBOY: Are you opposed to the draft 
per зе, or are you against it only as it 
relates to the war in Vietnam? 

SAHL: І newer said I was a pacifist. I 
think World War Two was worth 
fighting—although 1 can't think of 
many others offhand. But I want to 
show you how people slide the other 
way. Recently, in San Francisco, Sterling 
Hayden had a rally for his son, who is à 
draft resister, Hayden got up at the rally 
and said these kids are  great—with 
which I agree—and then he went on to 
say something to the effect that they're 
not "taken in" the way his generation 
was, thus condemning everything we 
have ever done to save America. Well, 
of course, that’s foolishness, because the 


fact is, Sterling Hayden and his son 
would be cinders now if we hadn't 
fought Hider. But to тешип to the 


point, I say the draft is unconstitutional. 
in all likelihood. And if this country 
were пишу in danger, I don't think we'd 
need a draft. 

PLAYBOY: people break their necks 
to volunteer during World War Two? 
saht: Maybe not; but the fact of the 
matter is, to keep a large Army is not in 
the people's interest. 

PLAYBOY: Ted Kennedy recently said that 
a professional Army can be more danger- 
ous than a draft—or citizens —Army. 
What do you think? 

SAHL: I have no doubt that there а 
dangers in a volunteer Army. But why 
don't we talk about what kind of Army 
we're not going to have? That's the point. 
In other words, are we going to 

wars of aggression or not? "There's only 
one answer. What's the next question? 
PLAYBOY: The next question relates to a 
ubject you said, a few digressions ago, 
interests you more than politics: 
SAHL Fire away. But let me 
outset that, though I've never discussed 
sex professionally, 1 certainly have noth- 
ing against it, In fact, I think it’s terrific 
—if memory serves. 

PLAYBOY: Let's begin with your descrip- 
tion of the perfect wom: 
SAHL Well, I don’t expect women to be 
champions. I don't expect them to be in- 
tellectuals. I do expect them to be bright. 
Im the champion. 1 expect them to give 
me ten good rounds, and how they make 
up the weight difference and the reach 
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has to be by the intuition that God gave 
them. 

PLAYBOY: We get the feeling you don't 
like intellectual girls. 
SAHL: There are no 


tellectual girls. 


Before you marry any words in the 
English language, let me tell you the 
ones that can and cannot be legally wed. 
The marriages that аге made 


n heaven 
student protest,” "Jewish intellec 
“German scientist” and “Irish re- 
^ "Intellectual girl” is a shotgun 
wedding. A girl's idea of intellect is to 
put a bumper sticker for Gene Ме 
Carthy on her Volkswagen or to run 
around trying to free Caryl Chessman, 
so that she can play the additional game 
of testing whether or not liberal attor- 
neys in the American Civil Libert 
Union will be unfaithful to their wives. 
The best thing a dame can do is to find 
a guy she respects and attempt to make 
him happy. Thats her key to joining 
the human race, And for those guys out 
there who would dare say to me, "T 
found a girl who's really an intellectual, 
who can sit up all night in front of the 
fireplace discussing Camus" 1 would 
suggest you've not found a girl—you've 
found a neurotic. Women, by the way, 
are the ultimate social democrats. They 
always join up. whichever way it's going. 
They can marry Freud. They can marry 
Gauguin. They can stay with Castro in 
an attic, while Ba s men are looking 
for him. On the other hand, they can 
many a used-car dealer or а mafioso and 
be equally happy. Nature cursed them 
with adaptability and, I must say, they 
live well with their handicap. 

PLAYBOY: Why are you so hostile to 
women? 

SAHL: I'm not hostile, I'm trying to save 
them. If they would return to their 
femininity, they'd be fine; they've got to 
understand what they are. They're not 
ne troops. Their job is to support the 
теп in combat. Theyre not very good 
at combat duty, because they don't think 
in large terms; they have an ants view 
of the universe. 

PLAYBOY: Are there any other qualities 
you look for in a girl? 

SAHL: A good girl has straightened things 
out with her father—it's almost as sim- 
ple as that. If she’s neurotic, she wants a 
guy as ornery as her old man, but one 
she can sleep with, which, 2s you know, 
is forbidden at home, because Dad is 
generally married. And women'll. never 
break up a home, not because they're 
ethi but because they'd fecl threat- 
ened in their own home. You know, 
there is honor among thieves To get 
back to your question, I look for mercy, 
compassion and intuition in a girl—all 
the things I'm not good at. I stay away 
from actresses and other female imper- 
sonators. Sensuousness is a nice trait, but 
American women arc sensuous only un- 


are 
tual 
bellion.’ 


til you marry them; then they make love 
as though all the window shades were 
up. When they change, they go from 20 
to 80. 

Do you know the Jewish girl's pre- 
marital sex code? Mother says, "You've 
bcen sceing an awful lot of this boy. Is 
he serious about you?" “Yes.” “Are you 
serious about him?" “Yes.” *T just want 
to know one thing. Have you been 
sleeping with him?" Indignant: "How 
can you think such a thing of тег“ "Is 
it true?” “Well, of course it's true, but 
the idea that you could think such a 
thing of me!" “Are either of you enjoy- 
ing it?” “No.” “Then it’s OK.” You talk 
about the Christians’ denying enjoy- 
ment! Just remember, the Jews arc the 
hardcover book and the Christians are 
only the paperback. 

PLAYBOY: In your book, what part does 
sex play in marriage? 

SAHL: Women think sex is everything. T 
think it’s about 12 percent. The rest is 
rubbing the guy's neck and going out 
for tacos in the middle of the night and 
being a good listener. Remember how 
Gary Cooper turns to Jean Arthur in 
those Frank Capra movies and 
“You know, tomorrow is my big test in 
court, and I don't know if I can do i 
She says, "I know you can do 
says OK and goes to sleep on her shoul- 
der. That's a woman—one in whom you 
can confide, even your doubts. 

But, you know, the concept of mar- 
riage is almost like charity. In marriage, 
you give people everything except what 
they really need. In other words, if 
people settle for less than love, you 
don't give it to them. “Why doesn't he 
love me?" Because, girls, you'll settle for 
being well taken care of. 

PLAYBOY: Why did your own marriage 
fail? 

SAHL: It wasn't a complete 
lasted two and a half years and she was 
pretty happy during that period. Since 
then, I've gone out with a succession of 
chorus girls, which the intellectual Jew- 
ish girls at the universities have never 
understood: they think I’m the biggest 
disappointment since Arthur Miller. 
PLAYBOY: Do you have a definition of 
love? 

SAHL: Freud said it was the emotional 
dependence on the presence of the other 
person and, conversely, when the other 
person is absent from your side, you feel 
a sensation of sensory deprivation—to 
be perfectly romantic about it. Gee, this 
q is me to converse with Hefner 
and all the priests who surround him 
every time I see him. 

Lets see—how else can we define 
love? A girl would say, "Well, I'm al- 

i t makes me 
look better." Girls usually have been in 
love about 35 times by the time they're 
22. Аз for me, loving gives me a sense of 


identity. When things are grooving 
а dame, I have a feeling that I'm the 
universe; I feel as if I'm at the hub of 
the wheel, rather than at the spokes: 
and the anxiety, the feeling that I've got 
to get to where the action is, disappears. 
You know, when уоште in love, you can 
even tolerate an absolutely intolerable 
environment like Tree Stump, Towa. or 
Grainsplit, Nebraska, or even San Fran- 
cisco. 

PLAYBOY: San Francisco? 

SAHL Yeah, San Francisco. I've never 
had a good time there except with a 
girl, and then she's generally been im- 
ported, San Francisco has turned out to 
be an alcoholics haven, where every- 
body sits in the lap of incest and talks 
about how marvelous it is. It's not 
conceivable for a girl to awaken you in 
bed to tell you how wonderful it is to be 
n San Francisco. Except that nobody's 
doing anything except getting drunk 
and dropping out. The press there is 
extremely negative. Tt gets its inspira- 
tion secondhand, from The New Yorker: 
and I might add that New York is the 
only place worse than San Franci 
‘The land is pretty, but the citizens of 
San Francisco bear as much relation to 
Northem Cali and its beauty as 
the Fifth Army did to Naples. 

PLAYBOY: Do you feel that way about 
Southern California, too? 

SAHL No. Los Angeles is good; because 
if there’s going to be an innovation, it 
comes there first. I's the bellwether of 
the entire United States, if not of the 
world. 

PLAYBOY: What can you tell us about the 
sexual innovations—including organized 
ii are reported to һе 
happening in Los Angeles? 

SAHL: I think the biggest innovation that 
could happen to sex is love. Many 
people may not be able to relate to that 
remark, since they've never liked any- 
body and look upon sex as a form of 
hostility. You know, a lot of girls go to 
bed with guys to kecp them from get- 
ting too personal. "That's the easiest 
thing they can give you. But there are 
no innovations in sex. The measure of a 
man is in a woman's eye; the measure of. 
а woman is in a man's eye. No adult 
will be admitted without a child, so 
you've got to have a girl with you to be 
in the human race. A homosexual tries 
to duplicate what a girl is, but I think 
irs important to remind faggots that 
they aren't the real thing. So innovation 
is a good way to cover up for being a 
faggot. You know, by experimenting, he 
can purport to be going to the heights, 
whereas the pedestrian guy is merely 
going to bed with a girl. Poor unlucky 
guy. 

PLAYBOY: There are frequent allegations 
of a homosexual M in the entert 
ment world. Have you encountered it? 


Tm 
sitting pretty 
And you will be, in Playboy's 
Study Pillow—the anywhere 
arm chair. Study, watch TV, 
read or just lounge, comfort- 
ably propped against the 
sturdy foam back and cush- 
iony arm rests. Or, remove 
the arms for an attractive 
bolster or wedge foot rest. 
In decorator black cotton 
with permanently flocked 
white Rabbit. Please order 
by product number and add 
50€ for handling. MY33101, 
$18.95. 


Shall we send a gift card in your name? 

lease send check or moncy order to: 
Playboy Products, The Playboy Building. 
919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ш. 60611. 
Playboy Club credit koyholdors may charge. 


teaming 
up Playboy Warm-Up 


shirts, the newest 
action-ready gear for guys and 
gals. The rugged good looks of 
fine cotton outside, soft, absorb- 
ent double-brushed fleece inside. 
Rollicking Rabbit embroidered in 
white on black or black on white, 
chili, bright gold and emerald, 
S, M, L, XL sizes. Use product 
number. Short Sleeve, WA106, 
$4.50; Long Sleeve, WA107, $5. 
Please add 50¢ for handling. 


% 


Shall we send a gilt card in your name? 
Please send check or money order to: 
Playboy Products, Department WYo10 
Playboy Building. 919 N. Michigan Ave., 
Chicago, Ш. 00011. Playboy Club credit 
keyholders may charge to their Key-Cards. 


SAHL: Sure. In composing, in the theater 
and, to some extent, in films. You can 
tell what they write. Thos movies with 
Paul Newman, where he always tells the 
girl off, tells her she’s shallow; even when 
she says, “I love you,” the camera is on 
him. 
PLAYBOY: Arc you saying that Newman's 
a dupe of the homosexual Mafia? 
SAHL: No. dupe would mean he's being 
used. He's not. Newman's very tolerant. 
But that's the problem: People are busy 
tolerating homosexuals, and all the 
while, they are prevailing and they're 
having a great time. You know, if you 
talk about sex three times in the same 
evening, a girl will refer to you as an 
nimal. But if a homosexual talks about 
all day, that’s fine, because that's his 
craft. I don't nt to be insensiti but 
T don’t see anybody starving in that 
group. They look like they indulge their 
cular passions and they are always 
positions of authority. They have 
great earning power and I bet they 
have a more active sex life than you 
or I, We're probably more hung up with 
our jobs and with where the hell we 
. World War Three will be between 
homose: and Communists; and the 
Communists will lose, due to inferior 
ion—and the tolerance of 
an women. 


organiz: 
Ami 

But geuing back to your question 
about wife swapping: That, T thin 
symptomatic of fascism. Fascism means a 
breakdown of everything we know, in- 
cluding love. Animal psychology tells us 
the answer. when you ap- 
plied heat to the rats in the maze and 
they ran in all direction? Their sense 
of judgment was suspended because of 
the heat. That’s what is happening in 
this country. As an example of a similar 
phenomenon, when Joe McCarthy was 


Remember 


at his height, we had more faggots in 
America than we ever produced before. 
You can blame it on the American 


mother. but I blame this whole business 
of looking for new thrills on ism. 
The only other innovations T know 
about involve the kids’ reaching out for 
new sensations, A young man of this 
generation looks at his parents and says, 
“My father was passionate and a hypo- 
crite; therefore, anybody who's passionate 
is a hypocrite.” Then the kid becomes 
so cool he doesn't feel thing. Then 
he says, “I'm being denied. I'm not en- 
joving life" So he drops acid, takes 
mescaline and smokes pot to compensate 
for all the normal sensations he doesn't 
get Then he buys a Honda 350 and 
drives it at 100 miles ап hour 
wall, with a gil in the buddy seat 
Reaching for excess is merely to admit 
you're not enjoying what's going on. 
When you take a sleeping pill, you're 
not saying that you'll sleep better than 
someone who dozes off naturally out of 
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the fatigue accrued. through constructive 
work; you're saying you're an insomniac. 
PLAYBOY: A while ago, you said that thc 
only city worse than San Francisco is 
Now York. Why? 

SAHL: New York is the last feudal duchy. 
It has all those land barons and it has a 
population of serfs, who arc known as 
cabdrivers, doormen and waiters. You 
see a canopy on Park Avenue and a guy 
walks out dressed like a fleet admiral 
and blows a whistle. A cab comes up 
and I think to myself, “God, this must 
be at least Prince Philip." But a Jewish 
businessman walks out, with a sour puss 
nd a black coat, gives the doorman a 
quarter and gets into the cab to go 
downtown and start stealing. The ugli- 
ness of that city was largely manifested 
under the leadership of Mayor Wagner 
nd his late partner in crime, Cardinal 
Spellman. Mayor Wagner would say, 
“This is terrible; we have a transit tie- 
up. We need the help of God.” And 
Cardinal Spellman would go in there 
and злу, “It’s not av 
PLAYBOY: Things have changed consider- 
ably in the Church since Cardinal 
Spellman presided over the New York 
archdiocese. What do you have to say 
about Catholicism today? 

SAHL: First, let me say а few things about 
it yesterday. It was Henry Wallace who 
had the guts to sta n the 1948 
Presidential campaign and say, “Ameri- 
ns should not be sucriliced on the 
altar of a holy war, the Church against 
Russia.” No one's had the guts to say 
that since. Secondly, the pill—which 
should be blamed on pharmaceutical 
houses, not on the Church—took away 
the only men had. Now, the 
decision for life is between a girl and 
her conscience, which is a wider gulf 
than we might admit, as women are not 
famous for their honor. Thirdly, I want 
to tell you what Henry Luce asked 
Pope John: "How many people work 
here in the Vatican?" The Pope replied, 
"Only about a tbird, unfortunately." 

As for today's Church, it still seems to 
be a step behind society. About the time 
they're getting ready to allow р 
marry, the rest of us have given up 
marrying. There's a certain tendency 
among the clergy to want to libe: 
the Church without leaving it. "Wouldn't 
it be terrific if we could get rid of the 
Pope and have orgies and wear blue 
suits?” “Well, what you're really describ- 
ing is life outside.” “No, that's not what 
1 had in mind. I'd like to do this within 
the structure of the Church.” 

On the other hand, I've found that 
Catholic priests are politically the far 
thest left of all the religious groups. 
Look at Father Groppi in Milwaukee. 
He's saying the Church can be con- 
cerned with life, as well as with death. 
My fantasy about Groppi is this: He 


marches all night for open housing and 
then during the day he hears confessions 
from people who had marched with him 
the night before. A guy comes in and 
says, "I was civilly disobedient last 
night, Father. What can I do for pen- 
ance?" Groppi says, "Burn the police 
station. 

PLAYBOY: Do you have any religious con- 
victions of your own? 

SAHL: T was the author of a line, some 
ist is a guy who 
пу days off and an agnostic 
is a guy who doesn't know if he gets 
them off or not. I'm one of those. 
PLAYBOY: One of which? 

SAHL: You figure it out. Many people 
have credited me with the line that 
people are leaving the Church and going 
back to God. Т never said that. I think 
Lenny Bruce said it. 

PLAYBOY: Spcaking of Bruce, both you 
and he have been accused of making the 
message in your act more important 
than getting laughs. 

БАН: Yeah, I've been told that audi 
ences don't want to be lectured and I've 
got news for my critics—I lam 
a performer and the audience is like a 
jury. When I go out there, if they don’t 
respond for me in three or four minutes, 
1 switch tracks. I don't beat. people over 
the head with messages. 1 either get 
laughs or I get out. 

PLAYBOY: How do you define your style 
of comed: 
SAHL: It's really poetry. It's а succinct 
way of stating the case by distilling 
the issues—often to a single line. For 
example, how better could you have 
characterized the candidates than this 
"Humphrey says it's ап ugly little war, 
but someone's got to do it. Nixon says 
їг an ugly little war, but fortunately we 
got to do it. And Governor Wallace says 
it’s an ugly little war, but it’s the only 
onc we've got and we should be thank- 
ful for it." 

PLAYBOY: What do you think is the state 
of American humor today? 

SAHL: Our folk humor is the richest 
humor we've got. Unhappily, the pro- 
fessional comedians aren't as good: 
they still have to catch up with the 
people. When you look at a bulletin 
board at a university and it says, "God 
"t dead, he just doesn nL to ger 
involved," or “Tomorrow has been can- 
celed, due to lack of interest," that’s 
where it's at. 

PLAYBOY: Whats your reaction to the 
new freedom for humor on television, as 
exemplified by the Smothers Brothers 
and Laugh-In? 

samt: I think it’s a good trend—al- 
though I have always felt there was 
more freedom available than the ists. 
were willing to use. Even during the 
days of Joe McCarthy, when you had 
20 percent freedom, the artists were us- 
ng eight percent. I think the Smothers 


Brothers are going in the right direc- 
tion. But I must add that they stand ош: 
in an industry that is literally riddled 
with people who say nothing and blame 
it on the network. I don't think there's 
anything on their minds to be censored. 
Jt reminds me of а reporter who said to. 
me, "You think the Government tells 
me what to write?” I said, "Do they?” 
He said. “I've been at this paper eight 
years and no one has ever told me what 
to write.” I said, "Gee, that's terrific.” 
He said, “On the other hand, 1 will 
admit that I know pretty much what to 
hand in.” That means the Government 
doesn't have to call him. 

PLAYBOY: You've done some writing for 
the Government yourself, as a joke writ- 
ст for John Kennedy during his сап. 
paign for the Presidency. Did you know 
pretty much what to hand in? 

SAHL Not in the sense you mean. The 
Kennedy people gave me a pretty тєє 
hand in the months I worked for him. I 
did it anonymously and as a favor. be- 
cause his ked me to. I didn't 
receive any pay for it and I didn't 
campaign for him and I didn't stand up 
and wear any buttons saying he's the 
best man. It’s not my job to arrive for 
nner at the White House if my man 
wins. My job is to snipe from outsidc. 
During the last election, I was 
proached by everybody. 1 was asked by 
lon Brando to work for McCarthy, by 
Jerry Lewis to work for Senator Kennedy, 
by John Wayne to work for Nixon, by 
Chuck Connors to work for Rea 
The last call was from Sina 
ordered me to work for Нитрћ 
course, I refused them all, because not 
only will 1 not campaign for a candidate 
but I'm generally tempted not even to 
vote for one who shares the same plat- 
form with an entertainer. 

PLAYBOY: Do you think things would have 
been different if John Kennedy had lived? 
SAHL: Yes. He scaled his death warrant 
by deescalating the tensions between 
Russia and the United States and by 
guarantecing the sovereignty of Cuba 
Walter Lippmann says Kennedy wasn't 
a very good President: it wasn't really 
Camelot. He did only опе u he 
red to end the Cold War with Rus- 
‚ which wasn't a bad thing, when you 
ink about it. But unfortunately, he 
died. Well, that’s why he died, for his 
finest. accomplishment. 

PLAYBOY: That theory was ori, ed by 
New Orleans district attorney Jim С: 
rison, for whom you became an inves 
gator in 1967. How did this association 
come abou 
SAHL: It came about originally because 1 
read the entire 26 volumes of the War- 
ren Commission Report and, like any 
alert reader, found incredible holes in 
jt 1 was amazed, subsequently, at the 
reluctance of most people to talk about 


ap- 
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As for me, there's never been апу- 
thing that had a stronger impact on my 
life than this issue. People ask me if 1 
lovcd Kennedy. Well. I didn’t think he 
was a saint—just an ordinary mortal. Un- 
fortunately, many of the people who now 
profess to love him do not serve his 
memory well. 

Anyhow, the Warren Report is only 

the first chapter in this mess. Garrison's 
investigation, trying to answer the ques- 
tion of who did it, is the next. I went 
down to New Orleans around the time 
Garrison had his first press conference, 
the one in which he said several of those 
involved in this crime were connected 
with the CIA. A member of the press 
asked him, “Have you thought how 
much harm you can do this country 
you're wrong?" Garrison "I'm not 
wrong.” And the reporter said, “Have 
you thought how much harm you сап do 
this country if you're right?” And Garri 
son answered, “As Virgil said, "Let jus- 
tice be done, though the heavens fall,” 
So the reporter said, “Virgil who?” and 
1 knew what we were up against. I 
ended up taping a 90-minute interview 
with Garrison for my radio show. Short- 
ly after that, I lost both that show and 
my TV program, and I moved to New 
Orleans. While there. I did some writing 
in the morning and worked as an ac 
credited ту ator for Garrison the 
rest of the d; asked, "Ноу 
docs Garri y having a comedian 
on his staff?” The answer was, “The same 
way Johnson justifies having seven co- 
medians on the Warren Commission. 
PLAYBOY: You've actually incorporated. 
the Report in your own nightclub 
comedy routine, haven't you? 
SAHL: Yes. My routine helps explain 
what the Reports all about for those 
who haven't had the chance to read it. 1 
tell my audience that the Warren Re- 
port has an eagle on the front, which 
means that we can believe everything in 
it. Then we learn that, according to 
Gallup, 88 percent of the American 
people don't believe this Report is accu 
rate. So 1 point out that I'm not going to 
criticize the Report, because I wouldn't 
want it on my conscience that I dis- 
turbed the faith of the remaining 12 
percent. Then ] summarize the Report, 
beginning with Lee Harvey Oswald, a 
lonely and disgruntled ex-Marine who 
had gone crazy watching television, as 
William Manchester relates in his excel- 
lent book The Death of a President. 

Oswald, our Government tells us, shot 
Kennedy from the sixth floor of Dallas" 
School Book Depository. He fired three 
shots and hit Kennedy—a moving target 
—with two of them, even though he 
hadn't been a superior marksman in the 
corps. One bullet, the Commis- 
sion's Exhibit 399, hit the President five 
and a half inches below the right shoul- 
der, went through his neck and came out 
in front, where it paused for 1.8 seconds, 


due to faulty Italian manufacturing. 
Then it observed Governor Connally 
nd decided to get him, too. It broke a 
rib. made a 90-degree right turn and 
pierced his wrist, made а U-turn and 
went into thigh, where fragments 
were later found. Ninety minutes later, it 
was discovered beside the President's 
stretcher—not Connally's—in pristine 
nd unscathed condition, unchanged by 
all the musde and bone it had gone 
through. Later, Oswald wandered off to 
another part of town and shot Offer 
Tippit. Then he decided to take in a 
movie. The Commission tells us he was 
picked up because the theater owner com- 
plained that someone walked in without 
buying a ticket. This flaunting of the 
rules of commerce so angered the police 
that they dispatched seven cars to the 
scene. After all, the President had been 
shot 20 minutes before, so they weren't 
needed. After Oswald was apprehended, 
he couldn't be ques ed, because Jack 
Ruby shot him while he was being 
guarded by 70 members of the Dallas 
police—71, if you want to count Ruby. 
Incredible. 

PLAYBOY: Your work with Garrison, com- 
bined with your allegations some time 
ago that you'd been black-listed, has led 
many of your friends to believe you've 
become paranoid—in other words, tha 
you see conspiracies everywhere. Do you? 
SAHL: I certainly do believe a single cor 


spiratorial group—eall it an assassi 
bureau—was involved in the murders of 
President Kennedy, Dr. King and Bobby 
Kennedy. 

PLAYBOY: Can you document this? 


SAHL: 1 don't intend to try. I'm a come- 
dian—a performer—and 1 bring public 
attention to these issues by satire, not by 


documentation, which is better handled 
АП І will say is 


by those trained for it. 
that your readers are acquainted with 
much of the data, if they read the Garri- 
son interview (PLAYBoy, October 1967), 
and more of it will come out in due 
time, It would have been available al- 
Government wasn't so 
intent on delaying the trials of the men 
responsible. Now, if believing 
ршу with a lot of Americans—th: 
cy to kill my President 
though I've seen 
much of the evidence, then so be it. 
As for my personal problems—the so- 
called black list—I never charged that 


the sense of some group mecti 
smoke-filled room ng, "Let's get 
Mort Sahl.” t I. suddenly 
became unfashi You sce, when 
Eisenhower was in, I was riding high. 1 
could satirize everything he did and 
show-business people loved it. You 
know, they're almost all Democrats, ex- 
cept for John Wayne. But when Kenne- 
dy got elected and I started giving him 
the same kind of kidding, that wasn't 
cool at all. Suddenly, people began ac- 


cusing me of being anti-Semitic, anti- 
Negro and other unpleasant things: I 
was told to lay off the establishment or 
I'd be kept out of work. But I repeat: 
It wasn't a conspiracy. It was just hun- 
dreds—thousands, actually—of sepa 
decisions by separate individual: 
them very sincerely bitter because they 
really thought of me as some kind of 
traitor or turncoat. Or they just couldn't 
understand the necessity of what I was 
doing, the need to challenge the estab- 
lishment no matter who the establishment 
is. Steve Allen, for instance, explained 
my eclipse by saying, “We needed a Mort 
hl back in the days of Joe McCarthy 
and the witchhunts, but now we don't 
need him." I answered that by saying I 
wasn't aware this was now utopia or I 
would have enjoyed it more. It was said 
that I was out of date and behind the 
i 1 that maybe I should have got- 
аз a carpenter or something— 
just as long as I wasn't stand- 
ing up in public making jokes about 
everybody's idols and heroes. 

But obviously, the liberals are willing. 
to forgive and forget. A television m.c 
said to me, even before Nixon was 
elected, “Gee, the next four years will 
be great for you." I said, "Don't do it 
for те" In any case, now that the outs 
are in, I've been working regularly, so 
any discussion of a black list becomes aca- 
demic. Ask me again four years from now. 
PLAYBOY: Most of what you've said 
throughout this interview has been criti- 
cal—of the left as well as of the right 
Can you tell us what it is that you 
believe in? 

SAHL; ] believe that а man's life is his 
work and that he grows if he does 
something he believes in. I believe that 
people who do not believe in anything 
| wither away and dic. I believe a 

tist exists because he mirrors what the 
audience is thinking. He does not spea 
ү for himself. 1 believe that man 
an appetite for freedom that reaches 
beyond political boundari 

They used to say no one is above the 
law, I know a lot of people above the 
w. And almost anybody is above a law- 
yer. But 1 believe no one is above humor. 
"Thats the important point—and, you 
may be relieved to hear, the last one 
Tm going to make. In that sense, my 
work is never done. And anyone who is 
interested in my psychological anatomy, 
remember that my father worked for the 
all his life. Now 
k about rebellion against one's 
upbringing—my number-one target h: 
always been the Government. So draw 
your own conclusions. But I'm a man 
of good will: I've never met a govern- 
ment I didn't dislike. 

PLAYBOY: Is t your last word? 

SAHL: I sincerely hope there are no groups 
out there whom i have not offended. 
"Thank you and good night. 


anyone could have 
predicted hugo 
would be a 
middling middle 
linebacker for the 
rest of his career— 
but anyone who 
did so would have 
been dead wrong 
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fiction By IRWIN SHAW se was А туюсм. 235-pound mar- 


ried American boy, rosy-cheeked, broken-nosed, with an excellent five-tooth 
bridge across the front of his mouth and а 63-stitch scar on his right knee, 
where the doctors had done some remarkable things vith floating cartilage. 
His father-in-law had a thriving insurance agency and there was a place 
open in it for him, the sooner, his father-in-law said, the better. He was 
growing progressively deafer in the left ear, due to something that had 
happened to him during the course of his work the year before on a cold 
Sunday afternoon out in Green Bay, Wisconsin. He was a professional foot- 
ball player. He played middle linebacker on defense and a certain amount 
of physical wear and tear was to be expected, especially in Green Bay. 

His name was Hugo Pleiss. He was not famous. He had played on 
three teams, the sort of teams that are always around the bottom of their 
division. When coaches said that they were going to rebuild their clubs for 
next year, the first thing they did was to trade Hugo or declare him a free 
agent. But with all the new teams coming into the leagues, and the conse- 
quent demand for experienced players, Hugo always managed to be on 
somebody's roster when a new season started. He was large and eager to 
learn and he liked to play football and he had what coaches called “desire” 
when talking to sportswriters. While intelligent enough in real life (he had 
been a B student in college), on the field he was all too easily fooled. Per- 
haps, fundamentally, he was too honest and trusting of his fellow man. 
Fake hand-offs sent him crashing to the left when the play went to the 
right. He covered decoys with religious devotion while receivers whistled 
past him into the clear. He had an unenviable record of tackling blockers 
while allowing ball carriers to run over him. He hadn't intercepted a single 
pass in his entire career. He was doing well enough, though, until the 
incident of his ear at Green Bay. The man who played left corner back 
with him, Johnny Smathers, had a quick instinct for reading plays and, 
as the offense shaped up, would shout to Hugo and warn him where the 
play was going. Smathers was small, distrustful and crafty, with a strong instinct for self-preservation and more 
often than not turned out to be right. So Hugo was having a pretty fair season until he began to go deaf in the 
ear on Smathers’ side and no longer could hear the corner back's instructions. 

After two games in which Smathers had correctly diagnosed and called dozens of plays, only to see Hugo go 
hurtling off in the opposite direction, Smathers had stopped talking to Hugo at all, on or off the field. This hurt 
Hugo, who was a friendly soul. He liked Smathers and was grateful for his help and he wished he could explain 
about his left ear; but once the word got around that he was deaf, he was sure he'd be dropped from the squad. He 
wasn't yet ready to sell insurance for his father-in-law. 

Luckily, the injury to Hugo's ear came near the end of the season and his ordinary level of play was not so 
high that the drop in his efficiency had any spectacular effect on the coaches or the public. But Hugo, locked 
in his auditory half-world, fearful of silent enemies on his left and oblivious to the cheers and jeers of half the 
stadium, brooded. 

Off the field, despite occasional little mishaps, he could do well enough. He learned to sit on the left of the 
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coach at all meetings and convinced his wife that he slept better on the opposite side of the bed than on the one he 
had always occupied in the three years of their marriage. His wife, Sibyl, wasa girl who liked to talk, anyway, mostly 
in protracted monologs, and an occasional nod of the head satisfied most of her demands for conversational responses. 
And a slight and almost unnoticeable twist of the head at most gatherings put Hugo's right ear into receiving posi- 
tion and enabled him to get a serviceable fix on the speaker. 

With the approach of summer and the imminence of the preseason training sessions, Hugo brooded more than 
ever. He was not given to introspection or fanciful similes about himself, but he began to think about the left side 
of his head as a tightly corked carbonated cider bottle. He poked at his eardrum with pencil points, toothpicks 
and a nail dipper, to let the fizz out; but aside from starting a slight infection that suppurated for a week, there 
was no result. 

Finally, he made hesitant inquiries, like a man trying to find the address of an abortionist, and found the name 
of an ear specialist on the other side of town. He waited for Sibyl to go on her annual two-week visit to her parents 
in Oregon and made an appointment for the next day. 


Dr. G. W. Sebastian was a small oval Hungarian who was enthusiastic about bis work. He had clean, plump 
litde busy hands and keen, merry eyes. Affliction, especially in his chosen field, pleased him and the prospect of 
long, complicated and possibly dangerous operations filled him with joy. "Lovely," he kept saying, as he stood 
on a leather stool to examine Hugo's ear, "Ob, absolutely lovely." He didn't seem to have many patients. "No- 
body takes ears seriously enough,” he explained, as he poked with lights and curiously shaped instruments into 
Hugo's ear. “People always think they hear well enough or that other people have suddenly all begun to mumble. Or, 
if they do realize they're not getting everything, that there's nothing to be done about it. You're a wise young 
man, very wise, to have come to me in time. What is it you told Miss Cattavi your profession was?” 

Miss Cattavi was the nurse. She was a six-foot, 165-pounder who looked as though she shaved twice a day. 
She bad immigrated from northern Italy and was convinced that Hugo played soccer for a living. “That Pele,” 
she bad said. “The money he makes!” 

Dr. Sebastian had never seen a football game in his life, either, and an impatient look came over his face as 
Hugo tried to explain what he did on Sundays and about Johnny Smathers and not being able to hear cleats 


pounding perilously on his left side when he went in to stop a draw over center. Dr. Sebastian also looked a little 
puzzled when Hugo tried to explain just exactly what had happened at Green Bay. "People do things like that?" 
he had said incredulously. “Just for money? In America?” 

He probed away industriously, clucking to himself and smelling of peppermint and newly invented antiseptics, 
orating in little bursts that Hugo couldn't quite hear. "We are far behind the animals,” was one thing Hugo did 
hear. "A dog responds to a whistle on a wave length that is silence for a human being. He hears a footfall on 
grass fifty yards away and growls in the darkness of the night. A fish hears the splash of a sardine in the water a mile 
away from him, and we have not yet begun to understand the aural genius of owls and bats.” 

Hugo had no desire to hear whistles on dogs’ wave lengths or footfalls on grass. He was uninterested in the splash 
of distant sardines and he was not an admirer of the genius of owls and bats. All he wanted to be able to hear 
was Johnny Smathers ten yards to his left in a football stadium. But he listened patiently. After what doctors had 
done for his knee, he had a childlike faith in them; and if Dr. Sebastian, in the course of restoring his hearing, 
wanted to praise the beasts of the field and the birds of the air, Hugo was prepared to be polite and nod артее- 
ment from time to time, just as he did when Sibyl spoke about politics or miniskirts or why she was sure Johnny 
Smathers’ wife was no better than she should be when the team was on the road. 

“We have allowed our senses to atrophy,” Hugo winced as Dr. Sebastian rose on his toes for leverage and went 
rather deep with a blunt instrument. “We have lost our animal magic. We are only one third in communication, 
even the best of us. Whole new fields of understanding are waiting to be explored, When Beethoven's last quar- 
tets are played in a concert hall, a thousand people should fall out of their seats and writhe in unbearable ecstasy 
on the floor. Instead, what do they do? They look at their programs and wonder if there will be time for a beer 
before catching the last train home.” 

Hugo nodded. He had never heard any of Beethoven's last quartets and the floor of a concert hall didn't seem 
like the place a nice, well-brought-up married American boy should choose to writhe in ecstasy; but now that he had 
taken the step of going to a doctor, he was going to see it through, Still, with talk like that, about dogs and owls 
and sardines, he could see why there were no patients waiting in Dr. Sebastian's outer office. 

“A crusade,” Dr. Sebastian was saying, his eye glued to a lighted chromium funnel whose narrow end seemed 
to be embedded deep in Ниро brain. Dr. Sebastian's breath pepperminted warmly on Ниро bare neck. “A cru- 
sade is called for. You have a most unusually arranged collection of bones, Mr. Pleiss. A crusade to lift the curtain 
of sound, to unmuffle, to recapture our animal heritage, to distinguish whispers in bedlam, to hear the rustle of 
roses opening in the morning sun, to catch threats before they are really spoken, to recognize promises that are 
hardly formulated. I never did see a bone structure like this, Mr. Pleiss.” 

“Well, that feller in Green Bay weighed nearly three hundred pounds and his elbow——” 

“Never mind, never mind.” Dr. Sebastian finally pulled various bits of machinery out of his ear. “We will 
operate tomorrow morning, Miss Cattavi.” 

"OK," Miss Cattavi said. She had been sitting on a bench, looking as though she were ready to go in as soon as 
her team got the ball. “I'll make the arrangements.” 

“But——” Hugo began. 

“РІ have everything ready,” Dr. Sebastian said. "You've got nothing to worry about. Merely present your- 
self at the Lubenhorn Eye, Ear and Nose Clinic at three р.м. this afternoon.” 

“But there're one or two things I'd like to—” 

"I'm afraid I'm terribly busy, Mr. Pleiss," Dr. Sebastian said. He whisked out of the office, peppermint reced- 
ing on the aseptic air. 

“He'll fix you,” Miss Cattavi said, as she showed him to the door. 

"I'm sure he will,” said Hugo, “but——” 

“I wouldn't be surprised,” Miss Cattavi said, “if you came back to have the other ear done.” 

When Hugo woke up after the operation, Dr. Sebastian was standing next to his bed, smiling merrily. "Natu- 
rally,” Dr. Sebastian said, “there is a certain slight discomfort.” 

The left side of Hugo’s head felt as though it were inside the turret of a tank that was firing 60 rounds a min- 
ute. It also still felt like a corked cider bottle. 

“You haye an extraordinary bone structure, Mr. Pleiss.” The doctor raised himself on tiptoe, so as to be able 
to smile approvingly down into Hugo's face. He spent a lot of time on his toes, Dr. Sebastian. In one way, it would 
have been more sensible if he had specialized in things like knees and ankles, instead of ears. “So extraordinary that 
I hated to finish the operation. It was like discovering a new continent. What a morning you have given me, Mr. 
Pleiss! I am even tempted not to charge you a penny.” 

It turned out later that Dr. Sebastian resisted this temptation. He sent a bill for $500. By the time Hugo 
received the bill, on the same day that Sibyl came back from Oregon, he was happy to pay it. The hearing in his 
left ear was restored. Now, if only Johnny Smathers wasn't traded away and if their relationship could be patched 
up, Hugo was sure he'd be in there at middle linebacker for the whole season. 

There was a red scar behind his ear, but Sibyl didn't notice it for four days. She wasn't a very observant 
girl, Sibyl, except when she was looking at other girls’ clothes and hair. When Sibyl finally did notice the 
scar, Hugo told her he'd cut himself shaving. He'd have had to use a saw-toothed bread knife to shave with to give 

73 himself a scar like that, but Sibyl accepted his explanation. He was rock-bottom honest, (continued overleaf ) 


.. And, Father, that's not all.” 
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and this was the first time he'd 
ever lied to his wife. The first lie is easy 
to get away with. 

When he reported in to 
camp, Hugo immediately patched up his 
friendship with Johnny Smathers. John- 
пу was a little cool at first, remembering 
how many times at the end of last 
season he had been made to look bad, 
all alone out there with two and three 
blockers trampling over him as Hugo 
dashing away to the other side of the 
field, where nothing was happening. But 
when Hugo went as far as to confide in 
him that he'd had a little ringing in his 
a 
had subsided since, Smath- 
ers had been understanding, and they 
even wound up as roommates. 
on practice was satisfactory. 
The coach understood about the speci. 
jonship between Hugo and Smath- 
yed them together 
and Hugo's performance was respectable, 
even though nobody was confusing hir 
with Sam Hulf or Dick Butkus or people 
like th, 

‘The exhibition games didn't go badly 
and while Hugo didi tinguish him- 
self particularly, he made his fair share 
of tackles and batted down a few passes, 
listening carefully to Johnny Smathers’ 
instructions and not being caught out of 
position too many times. It was а more- 
or-less normal September for Hugo. like 
so many Septembers of his life—sweaty, 
full of aches and bruises and abuse from 
coaches, not making love on Friday 
and Saturday, so as not to lose his edge 
for Sunday, feeling frightened for his life 
on Sunday morning and delighted to be 
able to walk out of the stadium on his 
own two fect in the dusk on Sunday 
afternoon. For want of a beuer word, 
what Hugo felt was happiness. 

Then, just a minute before the end of 
the first regular league game of the зе: 
son, something peculiar happened. Hugo's 
team was ahead, 21 to 18, and the other 
team had the ball on his team's eight 
yard line. It was third down and four to 
go and the crowd was yelling so much. 
the opposing quarterback, Brabbledolf, 
kept holding up his arms to get them to 
quict down enough so that he could be 
heard in the huddle. The crowd hushed a 
bit; but, even so, Hugo was afraid he 
wouldn't be able to hear Smathers when 
the play started. He shook his head to 
dear the sweat from the inside of his hel- 
met and, for a moment, his left ear was 
parallel to the opposing huddle. Then 
the peculiar thing happened. He heard 
what Brabbledolf was saying, just as if 
he were right there next to him in the 


huddle. And the huddle was a good 15 
yards away from Hugo, at least, and the 
crowd was roaring. "I'm going to bootleg 


it to the weak side," Brabbledoll was say- 
ing. "And, for Christ's sake, make it look 
real!” 


The opposing team lined up and just 
before the snap, Hugo heard Smathers 
yell, “Around end to the strong side, 
around end to the strong side, Hugo!” 

The two lines leaped into action; the 
guards pulled out to lead the run to 
the strong side. Hugo could have sworn 
he saw Brabbledoff hand off to Frenz- 
dich, the halfback, who churned after 
the screen of interference, while Brabble- 
doff sauntered back, as though out of 
the play. Everybody on Hugo's team 
scrambled to stop the strong-side thrust. 
Everybody but Hugo. It was as though 
a button had been pushed somewhere 
in his back, making his moves me- 
chanical. Struggling against the tide of 
trafic, he wailed Brabbledoff, who sud- 
denly, in the clear, with no one near him, 
began to run like a frightened deer to- 
ward the weak-side corner, the ball now 
pulled out from behind the hip that had 
been hiding it. Hugo was there on the 
mmage, all alone, and he 
hurled himself at Brabbledoff. Br 
dolf said someth nlike as 
he went down with Hugo on top of him, 
then fumbled the ball. Hugo kneeled on 
Brabbledoll's face and recovered the ball. 

Hugo's teammates pummeled him in 
congratulation and they ran out the 
clock with two line bucks and the game 
was over, with the score 21 to 18. 

The wam voted Hugo the game ball 
in the locker room and the coach said, 
“Irs about time you read а play correct- 
ly, Pleiss" which was high praise. in- 
deed, from that particular coach. 

In the shower, Johnny Smathers came 
over to him. "Man," Johnny said, "T 
could have killed you when I saw you 
drifting over to the weak side after 1 
yelled at you. What tipped you oll" 

“Nothing,” Hugo said, after а mo- 
ment's hesitation. 

"It was a hell of a play." said Smath- 


It was just a hund 
modestly. 

He was quieter than usual that Sun- 
night, especially after a win. He 
kept thinking about Dr. Sebastian and 
the sound of roses opening. 


" Hugo said 


The next Sunday, Hugo went out 
onto the field just like every Sunday. Не 
hadn't heard anything all week that а 
man wouldn't ordinarily hear and he 
was sure that it had been an acoustical 
ak that had carried Brabbledofi's voice 
to him from the huddle. Nothing u 
usual happened in the first half of the 
game. Smathers guessed right about half 
of the time and while there was no 
danger that Hugo was going to be elect- 
ed defensive player of the week by the 
„ he served creditably for the 
first 30 minutes. 

It was a rough game and in the third 
quarter, he was shaken breaking into a 
screen and got up a Није groggy. Mov- 
ing around to clear his head while the 


other team was in the huddle, he bap- 
pened to turn his left side toward the 
line of scrimmage. Then it happened 
again. Just as though he were right 
there, in the middle of the opposing 
huddle, he heard the quarterback say, in 
а hoarse whisper, "Red right! Flood 
left! Wing square im! R down and 
out ...on five!” 

Hugo looked around to see if any of 
his teammates had heard, too. But they 
looked just the way they always looked 
—muddy. desperate, edgy, overweight, 
underpaid and uninformed. As the op- 
posing team came out of the huddle, up 
to the line of scrimmage, Hugo moved 
automatically into the defensive forma- 
ion that had been called by Krkanius, 
who played in the front four and ran 
the defense positions. "Red right! Flood 
left! Wing square in! R down and out 
.. . on five!” he repeated silently to 
himself. Siace he didn't know the other 
team’s signals, that didn't help him 
much, except that "on five" almost cer. 
tainly meant that the ball was going to 
be snapped on the fifth count. 

Smathers yelled, “Pass. On the flank! 
and, again, Hugo felt as though a button 
had been pushed in his back. He was 
moving on the four count and was 
across the line of scrimmage, untouched, 
a fraction of a second after the ball was 
snapped, and laid the quarterback low 
before he could take a half step back 
into the pocket. 

“Have you got a brother on this te: 
you son of a bitch?” the quarterback 
asked Hugo as Hugo lay on the quarter- 
back's chest. 

After that, for most of the rest of the 
afternoon, by turning to his right, Hugo 
heard everything that was said in the 
opposing huddle. Aside from an occa- 
sional commonplace remark, like “Where 
were you on that play, fat ass, waving to 
your girl?” or “If that Hunsworth puts 
his fingers into my eye once more, I'm 
going to kick him in the balls,” the only 
operational intelligence that came across 
to Hugo was in the quarterback's coded 
signals, so there wasn't much advantage 
to be gained from Hugo's keenness of 
hearing. He knew when the ball was 
going 10 be snapped and could move а 
step sooner than otherwise, but he 
didn't know where it was going and still 
had to depend upon Smathers in that 
department. 

Going into the last two minutes of the 
ne, they were ahead, 14 to 10. The 
Studs were one of the strongest teams in 
the league and Hugo's team was а 20- 
point underdog on the Las Ve line 
and а win would be a major upset. But 
the Studs were on his team's 38-yard line, 
first down and ten to go, and moving. 
Hugo's teammates were getting up more 
nd more slowly from the pile-ups, like 
losers, and they all avoided looking over 
toward the bench, where the coach was 

(continued. оп page 86) 


MORE MICROYARNS AND MINIFABLES ADD THEIR COMIC-VALENTINE POSTSCRIPTS TO THE KITSCH 
PICTURE POSTCARDS OF А HEARTS-AND-FLOWERS PAST 
B 


Ethelbert admired everything about the exciting 
divoreée Mrs. Creek-Stile—her furniture, her 
hairdo, her imperial manner and the long flowing 
white gown that she wore even while ice skating. 
That she should find anything in him to admire in 
retum was beyond his wildest dreams; and yet 
one day she sauntered regally over to the 

соту old mahogany settee and, depositing 
herself upon it with many a 

MBP flourish, beckoned him 

face by crooking a finger 

= majestically to мапа 

behind her. In a flash, 

he had found his place 

and hovered expectantly 

above this fascinating 

creature. Mrs. Creek-Stile, 

smelling heavily of eay 

de bamboo, then placed her hand on her hip 
and, raising her head so that the muscles of 

her neck vibrated genteelly, permitted 

her lips a fleeting pucker. Such a signal 

could not be ignored, and Ethelbert, 

although aware that he might twist 

his corset out of shape, bent and 

placed his lips respectfully upon hers. 

He twisted his corset out of shape. 

“Oooof,” he said, the breath quite 

knocked out of him, to which 

Mrs. Creek-Stile, sucking sedately upon 


his mustache, replied, “Flatterer.” 
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Boy, could he fiddle! Bernice felt a shiver 
sweep from her bobbed hair all the way 
down to her rolled stockings. When he 
crescendoed, she moaned slightly and her 
body vibrated for a moment, the veins 
in her forehead throbbing in rhythm. 
"бо!" she cried. "Go!" But Leonard, 
er brushing his long hair back from his 
brow, let his bow fall by his flabby thigh. 
“That passage always leaves me limp,” 

ped, and his nose was also running 
“You and me both,” sighed Ber- 
nice, swaying slighty. “Hit me again,” 
ided, glancing at him besecchingly- 
aised his bow and gave her a re. 
whack over the shoulders, "No, 
nierrupted Bernice, "1 meant, play 
some more.” "Oh, 1 beg your pardon,” 
said Leonard, terribly shed and wip- 
ing off the bow. "What would you like 
to hear?" Cautiously, she requested Over 
the Rainbow, fearful lest those haunting 
strains cause her to lose control. As Leon- 
ard whipped into it, Bernice felt a crav- 
g rise from the very base of her being. 
bliss it would be to suddenly reach 
id fiddle with his fiddle, if only 
she had been brought up differently! 


sound: 
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MOKED CORO ОНОЈ 


"The minute the telephone was 
Flossie and Hubert stopped se 
other. He had been in the habit of rid- 
ing over from Ethelscomb, the county 
scat, at least once a weck, to swing on 
her porch and sing Auld Lang Syne as 
she cranked the ice-cream freezer. They 
passed hours in this way, their eyes shyly 
meeting, rarely finding the courage to 
converse on any subject racier than the 
weather. And then tclephones were in- 
stalled and their relationship took an 
unusual turn, “Hello, Flossi Hubert 
would shout into the mouthpiece. “Can 
you hear me?" “Yes, Hubert, yes, I can 
hear you clear as anything.” “Well, 
Flossie,” cried Hubert from the gloom of 
his lonely room, "I kiss your lips.” When 
Flossie was revived, she rose to the 


DLU 


E 


ry &R*4997: 


telephone with trembling hands. This was 
so much more exciting than Auld Lang 
Syne and cranking the ice-cream freczer. 
Flossie could hardly contain herself. “I 
g Hubert 
to fall off his ch and her father to 
fetch Flossie a stinging blow. The drama 
and danger thus introduced into their 
courtship kept the telephones tingling, 
Not to mention their bodies. That they 
should ever meet again became impos 
sible, considering the things they had 
said to each other. Flossic had never 
dreamed that she would hear such things 
from a man, and Hubert had not im- 


ir 


agined such replies could issue from a 
woman's lips. “Abdomen!” bellowed Hu- 
bert into the telephone one day, their 
romance taking another leap forward. 


From the mornent Flora Louise, nib- 
bling her popcorn in the balcony of 
the Bijou and watching Jeanette 
MacDonald sing at Nelson Eddy, felt 
her garter snap and realized it hadn't 
been the wind, a whole new world 
opened up to her. She locked down 
just in time to see retreating the 
handsome fingers of a total stranger. 
Lifting her gaze, she discovered his 
face was even handsomer than his 
fingers. “That fetched me a nasty 
sting,” she said reproachfully, but 
her eyes were smiling athim. Gerald, 
a drummer new to the town, apolo- 
gized with the air of a perfect gentle- 
man. “I was reaching for my pipe," 
he explained. So logical was this that 
Flora Louise forgave him on the spot 
and even shifted her weight a little, 
the better to press her thigh against 
his in a welcoming gesture of the 
native of a town to an obvious new- 
comer. "Have you а place to go?” he 
inquired genteelly, quite confusing 
her, since she could not grasp his 
meaning. In her dilemma, she sug- 
gested they might visit the studio of 
Abu, an elderly Turk who had sev- 
eral times provided Flora Louise with 
ready cash through her agreeing to 
pose before his daguerreotype ma- 
chine, and there they retired. Gerald 
was delighted to indulge in such in- 
nocent fun and even, as Abu hinted, 
setting up the lights, make a little 
ready cash. They struck a pose, Ger- 
ald placing his hand upon Flora 
Louise's calf. "Don't start too high 
up,” she advised, "for it's a series.” 


Once, when she was very young, 
Yolanda was taken by her grand- 
mother to tea in the Palm Court of 
the Plaza Hotel. “Gee, Granny,” ob- 
served Yolanda, “everything is so 
green." ""Fhem's the palms,” ex- 
plained Granny, who was just olf 
the boat herself and had never been 


in the Plaza before. “Ain't they pur- 
ty?” Yolanda swore then and there 
that when she grew up, she would 
have a place of her own and plenty 
of green. And so it came to pass. Yo- 


landa became a famous dress design- 
er, creating her own lovely wardrobe, 
and bought a cooperative apartment 
almost on Sutton Place. To give it 
that lived-in look, she hung ivy from 
the chandeliers 
Really, it was 


and wall sconces, 
heavenly. Ш you 
squinted your eyes, you got the same 
effect as the bot She 


first saw Herman pushing a handcart 


al gardens 


into a traffic jam in the Garment Di, 


mia. "Come on up to my place,” 


offered Yolanda, “where the ivy iwin- 
eth.” Herman couldn't quite under- 
stand what she meant by that, but 
she was so elegantly atiired he would 
When 
he saw the apartment, he fell to his 


have followed her anywhere. 
knees and, brushing a leal out of his 
mouth, proposed to her. Yolanda, 
with a knowing smile, replied, 
“You're just after my ivy.” Poor Her: 


man was beside himself. Was it true? 


Janet was a frivolous, fun-loving girl 
whose hond first touched that of 
Edgar Allon Potts at a séance at the 
Moose Hall. He smiled that wan, 
pained smile of his through the 
gloom at her and Janet felt an instant 
empathy for this hurt, brooding 
young mon. When he asked the me- 
dium to materialize the ghost of Jack 
the Ripper because he had a couple 
of questions he wanted to put to it, 
Janet found her interest more than 
piqued. Edgar Allan told Janet that 
he lived in a basement apartment in 
Gut Lane. "Only a dungeon, really," 
he said, charmingly. "Why don't you 
drop by for a cup of something and 
* Janet 
certainly couldn't see any harm in 
this and, with that mustache, he 
couldn't be anything but a gentle- 
man. His apartment turned out to 
be a little grim for her taste, what 
with the dank and all; but the pen- 
dulum, inherited from his mother, 


ГІІ show you my pendulum? 


was truly awesome, and he also had 
an interesting pit in which some sort 
of pets, which she couldn't quite 
make out in the dim light, lurked. 
He gave her a cup of some delicious 
indefinable liquid and, quite heady 


from it, she permitted him to make 
love to her in his unique way. The 
experience made her somehow pen- 
sive and sad, and she wondered what 
her future with him might be, if any. 


Peter and Georgeue were an unusual 
couple, in that he had originally 
studied for the priesthood and. she 
had contemplated going into a nun- 
nery. Both of the: 
thwarted by insistent se: 
glands, which, while norma 
the orders seem a trille drab. “After 
all." said Peter, as they were cl 
one afternoon in the grotto, * 


plans had been 
their 


made 


possible to experience deep religious 
emotions and still have a Није world- 
ly feeling now and ag 


n?” Georgette 
thought she had never known à man 
more understanding. Thereafter, they 
arranged to take the bus every Friday 
evening to their favorite retreat and. 
spend the weekend in fervid rumina- 


tion, although they did permit them- 
selves the luxury of holding hands. 
“Gee, you've got hot hands,” breathed 
Peter. "So have you," whispered 
Georgette. Gradually, as they rumi- 
nated, their hands began to sweat, 
but the bus always made a rest stop 
on the trip home on Sunday night 
and they were able to wash up and 
get ready for the worldly week ahead. 


Sibyl Jane was a sensitive, sweet girl, fresh 
from boarding school, who liked nothing 
better than wandering the lanes with her 
dog-eared volume of the poems of Emily 
Dickinson. Hour after hour, her long per- 


oxided locks shining in the sun, Sibyl Jane 


thought lovely thoughts and drank in great 
draughts of pure clean air. One day, how- 
ever, she chanced upon a person of the 
opposite sex, also wandering the lanes, but 
without a dog-eared volume of the poems 
of Emily Dickinson. What could he be do- 
ing there? “Quo vadis?" asked Sibyl Jane 
politely, just as they had taught her at 
school. "I might ask you the same ques- 
tion,” replied the person of the opposite 
sex, "if 1 knew what it meant.” Sibyl Jane 
was greatly titillated by his reply and 
laughed gaily. “Thou dost titillate mel” 
she exclaimed. “Yeah?” said the person of 
the opposite sex, a new light coming into 
his eye. “What's that volume you got there? 
Mickey Spillane byl 


Jane, amused that he should think such 


creamed § 


“Mercy!” 


poems as these could be written by a man. 
“I bet it's your diary!” he declared. “Full 
of a young girl's thoughts. Lemme see.” 
But when he grasped the volume, he saw 
that she had written something about a 
funeral in her brain. He read one verse 
and fled, although she called after him 
to return and waited for him until vespers, 
oddly annoyed with Emily Dickinson. 


Jewell was as ready for love as the 
next girl, especially when hand- 
some, curly-headed Rainier planted 
his eager lips on hers in that pro- 
fessional way of his. “Let yourself 
go,” he urged excitedly, clutching 
her shoulders. "What do you think 
Im doing?” she replied, a shade 
testily. But they both knew what 
was troubling her. It was the birds. 
This was the longest, cruelest winter 
North Portage had ever known, and 
the birds were sitting around on the 
wires, looking gaunt and dishev- 
eled. "I'll just throw them a little 
toast,” said Jewell, pulling herself 
away from Rainier. "You just threw 
them a little toast" he pouted. 
"Well, a muffin, then," said Jewell, 
heading for the breadbox. "Cut the 
Thoreau bit,” said Rainier, who was 
widely read as well as well dressed. 
Jewell didn't know what Thoreau 
was, she only knew that her little 
feathered friends must be fed. But 
as she ran to the door, Rainier 
grabbed the muffin and stuffed it 
into his mouth. "There, what do 
you think of that?" he exclaimed, 
spewing muffin all over his broad 
lapels. Jewell looked at him hor- 
rified. Did he really think this was 
the way to win her? What confused 
and heartless creatures men were! 


Claudette 

was blessed 

with a sun- 

ny disposition, yet at the 
same time, she had a con- 
stant foreboding of rain. 
She was never to be seen 
without her parasol— 
which was especially un- 
usual in that she rarely 
left the house. Her par- 
ents did everything they 
could to discourage her 
in this practice, going so 
far as to puncture para- 
sol after parasol; but 
being indoors anyway, 
Claudette hardly minded 
the punctures and, in- 
deed, was grateful for 
the additional air that 
flowed through them. 
Her beaux never called 
on her twice, because the 
danger of impaling an 
сус оп a parasol prong 
was immense. Raymond, 


however, became a reg- 
ular caller, scarcely no- 
ticing the parasol and 
never remarking upon 
it. Claudette was a little 
hurt by this, setting great 
store by her parasols, but 
her pride would not per- 
mit her to inquire into 
his disinterest. The fact 
was, Raymond was so 
engrossed in his walking 
stick he hardly noticed 
her parasols. He had 
learned any number of 
amorous little tricks he 
put it to in the course 
of a courtship and em- 
ployed them h great 
finesse. Generally, this 
Jed to some sort of com- 
plaint, sooner or later, 
from his love object; but 
in the case of Claudette, 
there was never a word 
of protest. “Oh, I'm so 
sorry,” he would say, giv- 
ing her a wicked prod 
with his stick. “It looks 
like rain, doesn't i 
she would reply, check- 
ing the chandelier for 
signs of the first drops. 
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WHISPERS IN BEDLAM (continued from page 80) 


g an imitation of General George 
5. Patton on a bad day along the Rhine. 

The Studs went briskly into their hud- 
dle, keyed up and confident. Hugo had 
been blocked out of the last three plays 
(“wiped out like my three-year-old dai 
ter" had been the phrase the coach had 
used) and he was preparing his excuses 
if he was pulled out of the game. The 
Studs were talking it up in the huddle, a 
confused babel of sound, when suddenly 
Hugo heard one voice, very clearly. It 
was Duscring. the leading pass catcher 
in the league. Hugo knew his voice well. 
Dusering had expressed himself to Hugo 
with some eloquence after Hugo had 
pushed him out of bounds in what 
Dusering considered ап ungentlemanly 
manner after a 30-yard gain on a pass to 
the side line. 

“Listen,” Dusering was saying in the 
huddle 15 yards away. "I got Smathers all 
set up. I can beat him on a buttonhook 
on the inside.” 

"OK," Hugo heard the quarterback 
say, and then the signal. 

The Studs trotted up to the line of 
scrimmage. ced around at 
Smathers. us pulling back 
deep, worried about Dusering's getting 
behind him, too busy protecting his area 
to bother about calling anything to 
Hugo. Hugo looked at Duscring. He was 
wide, on the left, looking innocent, 
giving nothing away. 

The ball was snapped and Dusering 
went straight down the side line, as 
though for the bomb. A halfback came 
charging out in front of. Hugo. yelling, 
his arms up. but Hugo ignored him. Hc 
cut back to his left, waited for a step, 
saw Dusering stop, then buttonhook 
back inside, leaving Smathers hopelessly 
all came floating out. Just 
as Duscring sct himself to get it at waist 
height, Hugo flung himself across the 
trajectory of the pass and gathered it in. 
He didn't get far with it, as Dusering had. 
him on the first step, but it didn't mat- 
ter. The game was, to all intents and 
purposes, over, a stunning victory. It 
was the first pass Hugo had ever inter- 
cepted. 

He was voted the game ball that Sun- 
day, (00. 

In the locker room, the coa 
over to Hugo while he was taking off his 
jockstrap. The coach looked at him cu- 
riously. “I really ought to fine you,” the 
coach 1. “You left the middle as open 
as a whore's legs on Saturday night." 

“Yes, Coach,” Hugo said. modestly 
wrapping a towel around him. He 
didn't like rough language. 

"What made you cover the button- 
hook?" the coach asked. 

"p..." Hugo looked guiltily down at 
his bare toes. They were bleeding pro- 
fusely and one nail looked as though he 
was going to lose it. “Dusering tipped it 


fooled. The 


off. He docs something funny with his 
head before the buttonhoo 

The coach nodded, a new light of 
respect іп his cycs. 

Tt was Hugo's second lie. He didn't 
like to lie, but if he told the coach he 
could hear what people were whispering 
in a huddle 15 yards away, with 60,060 
people scrcaming in the stands like wild 
Indians, the coach would send him right 
over to the doctor to be пешей for 
concussion of the br, 


Duri 
he was interviewed by a sportswriter. The 
article came out on Friday and there 
was a picture of him crouching with his 
hands spread out, looking ferocious. 
The headline over the article said, “MR. 
DIG PLAY MAN.” 

Sibyl cut the article out and sent it to 
her father, who always kept saying that 
Hugo would never amount to anything 
as a football player and ought to quit 
and start selling insurance before he got 
his brains knocked out, after which it 
would be too late to sell anything, even 
insurance, 

Practice that week was no different 
from any other week, except that Hugo 
was limping because of his crushed toes. 
He tested himself, to see he could 
hear what people were saying outside of 
normal range, but even in the compara- 
tive silence of the practice field, he 
didn't hear any better or any worse than 
he had before his ear was hurt. He 
didn't sleep as well as he usually did, as 
he kept thinking about the next Sunday, 
and Sibyl complained, saying he was 
i c out of her, thrash- 


lay and Fi ights, he slept on 


uch in the living room. The clock 
in the living room sounded like Big Ben 
his 


to him, but he attributed it to 
nerves. On Saturd the whole t 
went to a hotel for the night, so Sibyl 
had nothing to complain about. Hugo 
shared а room with Smathers. Smathers 
smoked, drank and chased girls. At two 
in the morning, still awake, Hugo looked 
over at Johnny, sleeping bcatifically, and 
wondered if perhaps he was making a 
istake somewhere in the way he led 


shed. toes, 
y for Hugo. 


Sunday was a 
In the middle of the arer, after. 
the opposing tackle had given him the 
knee to the head on a block, Hugo 
discovered that he not only could hear 
the signals the other team's huddle 
but knew what they meant, just as 
though he had been studying their play 
book for months “Brown right! Draw 
fifty-five... оп two!" came through in 
the quarterback's voice to his left ear, as 


though on a clear telephone connection, 
and was somehow instantly translated in 
Hugo's brain to “Flanker to the right, 
fake to the fullback over right guard, 
hand-off to right halfback and cutback 
inside left end.” 

Hugo still lined up obediently in the 
defensive formations called by Krkanius; 
but once the plays got under way. hc 
disregarded his regular assignments and 
went where he know the plays wcre go- 
ing. He intercepted two passes, knocked 
down three more and made more tackles 
than the rest of the team put together. 
It was with somber satisfaction mixed 
with a curious sense of guilt that he 
heard Gates, the opposing quarterback, 
snarl in the huddle, “Who let that fish. 
face Pleiss in there again?” It was the 
first time that he had heard any quarter- 
back in the league mention him by 
name. 

It was only as he was leaving the field 
that Hugo realized that Smathers hadn't 
called a play to him once during the 
whole game. He tried to catch Smathers’ 
eye in the locker room, but ћете 
always seemed to be looking the other 
w 


On Monday moming, when they ran 
the game films, the coach kept stopping 
the film on plays in which Hugo figured 
and rerunning those bits in slow motion 
over and over again. Hugo began to 
feel even more 
usually felt at 
entertainments. 

anything. except, 
more"; 


these Mon 
The coach 


A 
didn't 


say 
"Let's look at that once 
but seeing himself over and over 
. in the center of plays so many 


times, embar 
were showboat 


sed Hugo, as though he 
g in front of his team 
mates. It was also embarrassing to see 
how often, even though he was right 
there, he allowed himself to be knocked 
down by blockers who were primarily 
going for another man, and how many 
tackles he һай made that should have 
been dean but that developed into 
dogged, — drag-me-tlong-with-you-Nellie 
yardeating affairs. It was a stern rule 
with the coach that no comments were 
allowed by the players at the showings, 
so, Hugo had no notion of what his 
teammates’ estimate of his performance 
might be. 

When the film was finally over, Пико 
tried to be the first man out the door, 
but the coach signaled to h nd 
pointed with his thumb to the office. 
Leaning heavily on his cane, Hugo hob- 


bled into the ofüce, prepared for the 
worst. The cane was not merely window 
dressing. The toes on Hugo's right foot 
looked like a plate of hamburger and, 
while he waited for the coach, Hugo 


thought of ways to introduce his 
firmity as an excuse for some of the less 
glorious moments of his performance as 

revealed by the movies of the game. 
The coach came in, opening the collar 
(continued on page 206) 


"When my roommate returns, who shall I say called?” 


JU.USTRATION BY THE PITT GROUP. 


article By CAREY McWILLIAMS 


once dismissed with the slurring epithet 
“egghead,” the erstwhile captives and 
gadflies of the establishment now 
have the numbers and strength to 

be a potent impetus for change 


THE 1968 CAMPAIGN will be remem: 
bered as the year intellectuals 
first. emerged as a new na- 
tional constituency in Ameri 
can politics. As individuals, 

intellectuals have long been 
attracted by power and fas- 
cinated by politicians. But 
today, as Lewis S. Feuer (the 
former University of California 
philosopher, now at the University 

of Toronto) has pointed out, "For the 
first time, the intellectual elite is try 
ing to assert itself as a self-conscious 
force in the making of decisions by the 

Government.” For some years, politi 
cians of both parties have been vaguely 
aware that such a new constituency 
was emerging, but the events of 1968 
removed any doubts they may have 
entertained of its political potency. In 

one of the numerous pieces in which 

friends of President Johnson have spec- 
ulated on why he decided not to seek 
renomin: “closest 
friends" is quoted as saying: “You 
cannot put your finger on any 
one thing that happened to start 
the reaction. However, attacks by 
the so-called intellectuals cannot 
be underrated. These intellectuals 
have more voice than real power. They 


on, one of hi 
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represent minority opinion, but the atten- 
n paid them gives the impression that 
theirs is the voice of majority opini 


There is, of course, much more to the 
growing influence of intellectuals than 
it is true that 


this statement implies, bu 
today they form a key link 
of communication between politicians 
and the public. As much as any single 
group, they can shape or distort or destroy 
а politician's image. 

Today, intellectuals are по longer 
content to serve politicians as speech 
writers, occasional consultants or brain 
trusters; they are insisting on a role for 
themselves in politics as a group. 
new constituency. In 1968, intellectuals 
set the stage for the revolt that resulted 
in Johnson's decision not to run. At the 
outset, he made the mistake of not tak- 
ing their protests seriously; he can count 
votes as well as the next man and ће 
knew that intellectuals were not numeri- 
ally significant. But the bitter and elo- 
quent criticism of the Vietnam war by 
intellectuals evoked the “constituency of 
conscience” that Senator Eugene Mc 
Zarthy tapped in New Hampshire. From 
1965 on, intellectuals had marched, pick- 
eted, demonstrated. They had issued 
manifestoes, circulated petitions, pi 
pared full-page advertisements for The 
New York Times and other papers. 
They had conducted teach-ins, write-i 
poctry readings; they had staged antiwar 
artand-poster exhibits. Arm їп arm, 
they marched on the Pentagon in Octo- 
ber 1967. Even before the ballots were 
counted in the New Hampshire primary, 
it was apparent that their protests had 
created a strong opposition movement. 

‘This new importance of intellectuals 
in politics should not be regarded as а 
transient phenomenon. On the contrary. 
an ongoing trend of major histor 
cal importance and world-wide interest. 
What we are witnessing, as Alan Trach- 
tenberg of Pennsylvania State University 
puts it, is “the process whereby history is 
invented in the chambers of conscio 
ness." This process is obviously at work in 
Prague, Belgrade, Paris, Warsaw, Rome, 
Mexico City, West Berlin and even, in a 
i in Moscow. In Czechoslo- 
motion a new kind 
of revolutionary protest that is about 
the only kind of "revolution" that post- 
industrial socicties can generate, In. Par- 
is, students formed the avantgarde of a 
similar protest that paralyzed the gov- 
ernment. In Belgrade, the strike of 
40,000 university students, supported by 
tellectuals, had major political impact. 
In the view of Herbert Marcuse, the 
philosopher of the New Left here and 
Europe, these and other recent events 
of the same order have healed once and 
for all “whoever still suffers from the 
inferiority complex of the intellectual.” 
onal idea of 


vakia, writers set й 


пем waves of protest that will gener- 
ate social change in these societies will 
be set in motion by intellectuals, who 
have become the prime articulators of 
discontent. Oddly enough, the dramatic 
demonstrations of this past year in 
Prague, Rome, Paris and Belgrade were 
foreshadowed by similar developments at 
an earlier period in this country. "The 
old European notion of the intellectual 
as the “conscience” of society," writes 
Giant i 


its embodiment mainly on the other side 
of the ocean, and travels back to Europe 


o get at the 
traordinary—and most surpr 
velopment, one must meditate briefly on 
the meaning of the tricky term “intellec 
tuals” and then trace the emergence of 
the type in American society. Once this 
task is out of the way, I propose to ex- 
nd abroad 
have become a new force in politics 
to suggest what their role should be. 

Who are the intellectuals? The 
precision of the term "intellect 
bugged historians and sociologists for a 
long time, and with good 
certain vagueness is inherent i 
term; then, too, it has meant different 
things at different times and places. In 
tellectuals have never constituted a so- 
cial class as such; they hail, as economist 
Joseph Schumpeter said, “from all cor- 
ners of the social world." They are de- 
fined more by attitude than by status; 
that is, they think of themselves as “in- 
tellectuals.” But they do share certain 
interests and concerns and they have at 
least one common bond. АП intellec- 
tuals are either sclf-educated or formally 


lequal. And as Schumpeter noted, 
fact that "their minds are similarly fu 
ished facilitates understanding between 
them and constitutes a bond." 

Despite the notorious vagueness of the 
term, intellectuals constitute a distinct 
social type. Robert A. Nisbet, sociologist 
at the University of fornia in Rive 
side, in one of the better attempts 
delineation, stresses three characteristics. 
‘The first commitment to ideas as 
Intellectuals are ‘gatekeepers of 
ds of ideologies.’ 
ts of interest into 
; or, as Lewis Coser, one 
of the editors of Dissent, once noted, 
луз self-knowledge 
tent sources of 
discomfort and discontent.” Second, they 
have a strong “moral commitment,” 0 
is, a pronounced concern with the core 
values of a society. And, third, they tak 
delight in the play of ideas. 

So so good. But rapid soc 
change—and the tumultuous history of 
the past few decades—has poured new 


ach. 


wine into the old bottles. For onc th 
today's intellectuals are products of the 
cultural fragmentation that seems to 
characterize postindustrial societies. The 
old social components tend to break 
down into new parts, cach with a kind 
of subculture of its own, "Adolescents" 
is one example: “intellectuals” is anoth- 
ег. As with adolescents, tellect 
have acquired a new consiousnessof 
kind and are asserting themselves in 
s. In present. postindustrial so 
s are coming to con. 
stitute a new political constituenc 
The new significance the term is a 
quiring relates to an earlier usage. In 
the term was adapted [rom 
which the Russians had 
begun to use in the 1860s to designate 
new social class that did not fit into any 
categories. A 
as who had 
Europe felt a deep 
sense of responsibility to “modernize 
Russia on the European pattern. They 
came to think of themselves as а kind 
ated order, held together by 
ity and kinship. 
nd divided," writes Sir Isaiah 
Berlin, "by the tangled forest of a socie 
ty impenetrable to rational organization. 
they called out to each other in order to 
preserve contact. They were citizens of a 
state within a state, soldiers of an army 
dedicated to progress, surrounded on all 
sides by reaction.” Although the set 
is much different, intellectuals today 
coming to think of themselves in much 
this same light. 

In Europe, the term “intellectuals” had 
a different connotation, European i 
telleauals were a product of the seai- 
ion of society, When the Church 
lost из monopoly of intellectual life, lay 
ntellectuals began to take over some of 
the functions churchm had once dis 
charged. In fact, Julien Benda (author 
of The Treason of the Intellectuals) 
referred to intellectuals as “priests of the 
mind.” As the Church had once enunci- 
ated general principles to guide public 
conduct, so the postmedieval intellec 
tuals, as Harvard historian. H. Stuart 
Hughes has wri began to elaborate 
a richer and less confined pattern of. 
behavior to offer their fellow citizens.” 
In the first phases of this transition. 
intellectuals served as advisors to the 
uling dynasties. Erasmus and Bacon ad 
dressed themselves to princes and the 
government elite. They were, as we would 
ty, very much a part of the establish 
ment, of the power complex. 

But the relationship 
began to change. Initially, intellectuals 

d been allies of the rising middle 
but as this class more firmly 
trenched itself in. power, it had less need 
of the intellect 
them as a nuisance or worse 
ing point came during the anti-Dreyfus 

(continued on page 9) 
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SHINDAI! 


humor BY WOODY ALLEN a sexy seminar in the ancient, formal art of japanese pillow fighting 
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suiNDAL ог the Japanese art of pillow 
fighting, is probably as old as the Orient 
itself. Maybe even a week older. It is the 
last word in Eastern eroticism. (Nobody 
knows what the first word is, a serious 
problem when trying to start a dirty 
conversation.) 

Shindai, it is said. picks up where the 
Kama Sutra leaves off, although my copy 
of the Kama Sutra leaves off abruptly after 
the Double Cart Wheel Position, a posi- 


tion my wife and I were accidentally 
locked in for six days until the New York 
City Emergency Squad managed to pry us 
apart with the help of a crowbar. 

A charming anecdote is told about one 
of the great masters of shindai that best 
explains it. In his 50th year, the master 
Lao-tsung journeyed to India, where he 
was asked by one of his younger pupils, 
"Master, what is it, suddenly, with this 
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pillow-fighting bag?” The master ap- 
praised the younger man with cool, know- 
ing eyes and replied, “Could you speak 
up a little?" Much was made of his answer 
by scholars and priests alike; and years 
later, when Laotsung was castrated by a 
group of admirers, he was heard to muse 
wistfully on the relationship between Zen 
and shindai, and how nice it would be 
if the Japanese controlled Pearl Harbor. 


In picture one on the preceding page, 
1 have just hurled the traditional shindai 
challenge by smacking the girl on the 
rump; next, I mount the mat with the 
shindai leap. Shortly after, I tried 
mounting the girl, also with the shindai 
leap. Shortly after that, I became the 
first shindai master to suffer a dislocated 
groin. 

In picture two, we are engaging in the 
shindai prayer. As you can see, her robe 
has fallen slightly open. It then becomes 
obvious what I'm praying for. In shindai, 
it is honorable for a man to peek at a. 
woman, should the occasion arise. This 
peeking is part of the pleasure of pillow 
fighting and should not be conf with 
voyeurism, which is Western and immoral. 
In voyeurism, you stand on a box outside 
a window until the police come. 

In picture three, both combatants have 
assumed the traditional prefight position 
of Total Awareness. Just what we are 
aware of escaj mé at the moment. I 
think it has something to do with scruti- 
nizing each other's erogenous zones, which 
later come into play—and go out of play 
just as quickly. 

In picture four, the girl is raising her 
pillow to deliver a No-Blow while she 
shouts, "Shitsurei," the traditional chal- 
lenge. I, frankly, am not through peeking. 
(Peking Duck, the Chinese dish, was 
originally a shindai term telling the man 
to duck and stop pecking. This was later 
changed to an order of Beef Lo-Mein.) 

In picture five, 1 am countering the 
head blow by executing a Kuchi Kamina; 
that is, a biting blow to the pillow. In 
other words, I am biting the pillow. This 
may seem silly to Western observers, but 
fortunately, there were none at the time. 

In picture six, the girl is engaging in 
a Deceit and a Foul. She has steamed my 
glasses by breathing on them (the foul) 


and is pointing over my shoulder (the de- 
сей); she is trying to convince me that a 
minstrel show is passing by. I. like a fool, 
turn my head, as I love good banjo play- 
ing, and receive the Smother (picture 
seven). In picture seven, she has hit me a 
shot with her pillow that could stun a 
plow horse. The feathers fly into my eyes 
and mouth, and before I know it, I cough 
the traditional Oriental cough, or, as 


shindai masters call it, Asthma. 

In picture eight, the feathers drained 
from her pillow, she surrenders and asks 
for forgiveness. I stand over her and de- 
cide to be merciful, as her exposed but- 
tocks remind me of my mother's passport 
photo—a lovely picture of a most honor- 
able and venerated woman, of whom the 
emperor himself once said, "She swims 
out to meet troopships," 


PHOTOGRAPH 


BY JERRY YULSMAN 


In picture nine, the battle is over and 
a different one is about to begin. In addi- 
tion to being a black belt at shindai, I am 
also the world's greatest “feel copper." 
Here I cunningly employ the classic left- 
handed “thumb pass," knowing that left 
thumb “feel copping," which is entirely 
Western, normally precedes another Wesi 
ern phenomenon called the “Quickie.” py 
Not in this case, however, damn it. 
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the intellectual as а political force (continued from page 90) 


craze, when the bourgeoisie turned v 
ciously against les intellectuels. From 
then on, the intellectual became a critic 
of the society he had once served as an 
advisor. The t s not difficult; 
the intellect easy to be cri 
cal of a bourgeois establishment that 
claimed to have no further need of his 
services. With no fixed position, he 
could afford to play the role of social 
critic. He was less secure than the doctor 
or lawyer; he earned less, saved less and 
owned less. Standing apart from society, 
he could view it with detachment. 

For the most part, however, the intel 
lectuals of the West centered their fire 
on middleclass culture and middle-class 
values. It would have done them little 


good to assert a right to partic as 


tellectuals, in the decision 
ess; they were not numerous 
sides, the Western regimes were not 
nearly as oppressive as the czarist type. 


The educated classes were larger and 


provided a better, more responsive a 


ellectuals. Weste 


ence for 


rope 
and the United States developed a sizable 


middle class; Russia did not. In the West, 
inost intellectuals belonged to the middle 
dass or were middle dass in origir 

While they were often critical of the mi 
dle class, the 


1. 
ДШ not think of themselves 


did the Russian 


fact that i 
number, and isol 
centers of political power, 
their feeling of alienation and predis- 
posed them to reflect the discontents 
and concerns of less privileged groups, As 
historian. Richard Hofstadter has writ- 
“It is the historic glory of the intel- 
class of the West in modern 
‚ of all the classes which could 
be called in any sense privileged, it has 
shown the largest and most consistent 
for the well-being of the classes 


But tli 
few d 


Oddly enough, as intellectuals have dis- 
covered “the wretched of the earth” both 
ir own countries and in tod; 
world. the more conscious 
come of their own identity as ' 
tuals,” 
themselves as a dass apart. 

More important, the very qua 
that differentiate intellectuals as a 
tinct social type have forced them to 
their role and function in to- 
days world. Intellectuals are to be dis- 


intellec- 
the more they have thought of 


tinguished from "intellec 
in onc basic respec 
worker" as the late 


Marxist economist. who 
ford University, put it, ” 
ing order of things for granted and 
questions the prevailing state of айай» 
solely the limited area of his 
immediate preoccupation, This preoccu- 
pation is with the job in hand. . . . 


within 


Putting it in negative terms, the intellec- 
tual worker as such does not address 
himself to the meaning of his work, its 
significance, its place within the entire 
framework of social activity. . . . His 


tural’ motto is to mind his own busi- 
id of person who says 


ness." He is the ki 
"E just work here.” who disclaims any 
responsibility for the use that is made of 
talent, his brains. But what marks 
the real intellectual and distinguishes 
him from intellectual workers and from 
1 others, as Baran stressed, is that 
his concern. with the entre historical 
process is not a tangential interest but 
permeates his thought and significantly 
affects his work. To be sure, this does 
not imply that the intellectual їп his 
daily activity is engaged in the study 
of all of historical development. This 
would be a manifest impossibility. But 
what it does mean is that the intellec- 
tual i ly seeking to relate 
whatever specific area he may be work- 
ing in to other 
ence... it is this effort to interconnect 
which constitutes one of the intellec- 
tual’s outstanding characteristics. 
It is precisely this characteristic that 
today has catapulted the intellectual 
to a larger certainly a more signifi- 
cant—political role. Intellectu ге 
vivid memories and imaginations. They 
do not need to v Vietnam to know 
what is happening there. They expei 
ence no difficulty in making those inter- 
connections to which Baran referred. In 
an age of “news management" and ma- 
nipulation, in which small armies of 
tellectual workers help keep pul 
opinion in line with establishment poli 
cy. imellectuals feel that they have a 
special responsibility to speak out as 
intellectuals. In а famous essay on. The 
Responsibility of Intellectuals, Noam 
Chomsky ered home the proposition 
that “The question ‘What have 1 done?" 
is one that we may well ask ourselves, 
we read, each day, of fresh atrocities in 
Vietnam—as we crea mouth, or 
tolerate the decept 
to justify the next defense of freedom. 
This heightened sense of responsibil- 
ity might not imply a larger political 
role for intellectuals were it not for the 
fact that their numbers аге inacasing 
and so is the size—and the responsive- 
ness—of their audience. Wars, revolu- 
tions and depressions produce "social 
critics" pretty much as certain strains of 
mold secrete. the Lic own as 
penicillin. For much the same reason. 
the audience for relevant social criticism 
is growing. More and more people want 
it told the way And today. no great 
gap separates the intellectual from “the 
people": he is not isolated in the same 
manner or to the same degree as th 
Russian intelligentsia. Today, to quote a 
leading French leftist intellectual, Mau- 


the intellectuals. . . have 
no wider range of potential choice than 
the rest of mankind—the amateu k- 
er or those who believe themselves to be 
quite devoid of thought. The only dif- 


с Duverger, ^t 


ference is that they are better at ex- 
plaining their auitudes, describing their 


states of mind. depicting their inter 
struggles. 

For years, Amer 
plained that they had little political 
influence and that society took scant 
notice of what they said or thought or 
wrote. Indeed, until quite recently. 
there was more discusion about 
tiimellectualism” than there was, 
у, of the role of intellectuals poli- 
ics. In 1955, [ took part in a discussion 
of anti-intellec m that focused en- 
tirely on the attacks then being directed 
against intellectuals (the papers were 
later published in The Journal of Social 
Issues). Intellect 
or demonstrating ther 
tions" such 
before inquisitorial Ce 
mitrees. The public was then concerned 
not with student power but with student 
apathy: with the silence of a generation, 
not with the noise it was making. Sharp 
political conflict, we were then told, 
belonged to the past; consensus politics 
marked an end to warring idcologie 
Today, just a few years later, stude 
are rioting and intellectuals have be- 
come a new force in politics. To unde 
stand why this dramatic turnaround. has 
taken place, one must fast trace the 
emergence of intellectuals as a signifi 
nt force in American politics. 

The emergence of the intellectuals. 
The emergence of intellectuals as a dis- 
ціпа social type is a recent phenome- 
non in American lif Nisbet has no 
recollection of the serious use of the term 
uch before the 1940s. True, individ 
tellectuals have always been interested 

itics. But until quite recent time 
not constitute a dis- 
group capable of exerting 
influence on а nation 
. The native intellectuals were too 
number, 100 thoroughly isolated 
and too thinly distributed to constitute 
a distinct element. 


tellectuals com- 


"confronta 
s they were, took place 


the 


sad young men" 
where living was che nd 
at the America. of 
Harding and Coolidge, It was a nice 
time to be young. but we have it on 
the authority of Son Fitzgerald that the 
Jazz Age had "no interest in politics at 
all" The exiles were committed to liv 
ing their own lives and to litle else: 
and those who stayed home, for lack of 
funds or whatever reason, shared H. L. 
Mencken's disdainful view of politics. 
"The issues then were personal: individu- 
ation, a de: pe from 
E (continued on page 198) 
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can a respectable young research chemist with only one failing find happiness married to a beautiful girl? 
SOME PEOPLE turn into werewolves from time to time without the least desire to 
do so. Moonlight is what does it to them. The moon that matters in cases 
of involuntary lycanthropy is not the full moon, as many imagine, but the 


rather lopsided moon that rises exactly at midnight from five to twelve nights later, 
depending on the season. On that night, the unfortunate victim, who knows from bit 
ter past experience what to expect, tries to be in the area that is his to haunt or range; 


fiction BY T. K. BROWN [Íl he knows what dificult problems he encounters if he is late. Western werewolves, 
wi А their wider and less populous terrains, are somewhat less troubled by this consideration; Connecticut were- 
wolves must be very careful, indeed. 

We are, it happens, concerned with a Connecticut wolf; and on this particular night of the midnight moon, һе 
was late, by reason of a flat tire incurred just as he left home. Now, halfway to his destination, he was obliged to park 
his car and make a dash for the trees; for the midnight moon was already rising and about to cast its pale glare over 
the hillside. He was running through an orchard when the light struck him; poor fellow, he emitted a low moan. 
He hurried on; the moon rose higher above the subdivision. Our Connecticut chap's moan became a subdued howl; 
his hurry became a scamper and then а lope. He raised his face—or was it his muzzlee—to the source of his torment. 
Exhausted, he dropped to his hands and knees—or was it to forelegs and hind? 

It was the latter; and now the sleek gray wolf loped with lolling tongue and blazing eye toward the cemetery of 
the First Unitarian Church of Darien, which was his beat. (Students of lycanthropy have long disputed the question 
of what happens to the human's clothing when he assumes lupine form. We are now able to provide the defini- 
tive answer to this question. The clothes, being in a very real sense a parc of the man—they make him, in fact—are 
involved in the wansformation and become the pelt of the 


animal, which, in turn, makes the animal. Vide the lcop- 
ard that cannot change its spots or, for that matter, the wolf whose sheep's clothing is a fruitless disguise.) Anyone 
seeing this beast from a distance might have supposed it was someone’s German shepherd on the make for some Ger- 
man shepherdess; but it was, in fact, poor Freddy: by day and on all nights save one cach month, a very respectable 
and much respected research chemist, who was, moreover—how deplorable in a wolf!—a vegetarian, Thus, incon- 
venience was conjoined to jeopardy; for, obviously, his community status was endangered by his compulsory excur 
sions into quadrupedality. Furthermore, he was at a loss how to explain things to his girl, whom he hoped, not 
unnaturally, to marry. She was a sweet, conventional, quite proper young lady, who was not likely to receive his 
news with equanimity. But it had to be told; and one evening, when they were nice and cozy in her apartment, he 
managed to get it out into the open. 

“Darling,” he said, "there's a big problem we have to talk about. Have you ever noticed that we never have 
any dates or even see each other on nights when the moon rises just at midnight?” 

She pondered the question. "Why, no," she replied. "I hadn't noticed. Does the moon rise at midnight 
sometimes?" 

So Freddy had to explain to her first about how the moon rises 48 or more minutes later each night, and all that, 
before he could go on. But he stuck with it, and his summation was as follows: “Well, it’s true that we don't meet 
on those midnight-moon nights. And the reason is that . . . well, darling, 1 know this will come as a shock, but once 
a month, I turn into a werewolf.” 

As he had feared, she didn't believe him; she took it as a joke and tittered. “Oh, Freddy. You, a wolf. And you 
want one whole night a month to be unaccounted for? But I'm not complaining—you can be a wolf when the moon 
rises at midnight. That will be your night to howl.” And she tittered again. 

“You poor sweet kid,” he said gently. "I can see how you'd hope I was just pulling your 
leg—but I'm not. I really do get that way; and when I do, I’m a very dangerous animal. 1 
mean, this is something we have to be clear about. Suppose, after ме were married, I was 
home in bed with a cold or something on that night. T'd turn into а ravening 
beast. I mean, I really would." 

“Oh, Freddy! You, a ravening beast. Like Little Red Ridinghood's grand- 
mother? Oh, you're so cute!" The humor of it would not leave her alone and 
she asked, just to prolong the yaks, “Теп me, sweetheart, why do you turn your- 
self into a werewolf?” 

But Freddy remained serious, of course. “1 don't want to do it," he said. 
“It just happens to me. And ГІ tell you something else. This sort of thing 
isa lot more widespread than people imagine. Maybe you wouldn't think so 
from the look of our neighbors, but I'm not the only werewolf around here. 
Either that or some mighty big police dogs run around Darien at night 
that you never see during the day." 

Obviously, she still did not believe him. It was only after long and 
earnest persuasion, and more from the evident (continued on page 180) 


mystery, legend and 
intrigue still ride that 
crack continental train 


PAINTING Gr ROY SCHN 


travel By WILLIAM SANSOM ^i was srrrixc . . . in the outer seat of a table for four in the Pullman din 
ing car of the Orient Express. Another man was seated оп my left, and the two-seat table .. . on the other side of the 
gangway was occupied by an Austrian lady and gentleman. On a curve just outside Munich, owing to a rail being 
out of place, our carriage suddenly leaned over hard-to the left and I was forced violently | (continued on page 100) sj 
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against my companion. When the car- 
паре righted itself, 1 found that the 
Austrian couple had both fallen over, 
making a complete somersault. The lady's 
head had got underneath our table and 
her legs were upright in the air. While 
the other ladies in the carriage screamed 
with laughter and the men endea 
keep grave faces, 1 gr: 
difficult task of holding the inverted 
lady's petticoats together and at the same 
time freeing her head from the table legs. 

"After I had succeeded in disent; 
gling the lady, her husband thanked me 
and handed me hi rd. He was an 
archduke. I handed him mine and 
thought the matter was at an end. But 
three days later, in Vienna, I received а 
pressing invitation from the archduch 
ess. asking me to call at her house at 
the hour of afternoon cofee, as she 
wished to thank me personally for the 
service I had done her. When 1 went 
into the room. the archduchess got up 
from her chair and came forward to 
meet me, telling her guests, who were 
chiefly ladies, "This is my English friend, 
who saved my life, and has seen more of 
me than my husband himself” 

Thus wrote the good Colonel Cromp- 
ton in his Reminiscences of golden days 
long before the Kaiser came to mess up 
Europe. Since then, over the 85 years 
and the millions of bumpety-bump, poly- 
glot miles it has traveled, the Orient 
Express has become a legend. Like other 
legends, it is both true and changeable. 
Sure enough, the great train ran, and 
runs, all the way from la ville lumière 
of the West down across Europe to the 
first topaz glow of the minareted East. 
Sure enough, you can still tap its iron 
wheels with your portable hammer. It is 
there. 

But with the years, with changes of 
economics and society, the long, luxuri 
ous snake has played the chameleon. In 
fact and fiction, it pops up decade after 
decade, according to the virtuosity of its 
storyteller, either glaring with gas and 
rls or fulminating with electricity and 
One moment it tinkles with bone 
na, dons a deceptive diesel the nes 
flowers with a turn-of-the-century chef 
du cordon-bleu, years later abases itself 
to a salami sandwicl n the 
18805 with diamonds, smirks in the 
1930s with the rolled gold of smuggled 
watches. Yet whatever its quality, it still 
attracts, Those 1800 miles of track be- 
tween Paris and Istanbul are like fly- 
paper to the romantic travel 

Curiously, a key to its character and 
appeal is not found best in the first days 
of grand dukes and high courtesans— 
but, rather, in the mid.1920s, when a 
French novel, La Madone des Sleepings. 
was written by Maurice Dekobra. The 
book was a shocker at the time, and a 
thumping success. Today, the period 


detail is an eye opener. Even in Deko- 
bra's potted biography at the beginning 
of the book, onc comes slap up against 
an astonishing exploit: "The author 
"made an extended automobile tour of 
central Europe for the Figaro.” Parbleu! 
Saprisi! What intrepid safaris were 
then afoot? lt is, indeed, salutary to 
look back on this fairly recent-sounding 
period between the Wars and find that 
even the automobile was still an 
dividual. Yet it was an era already mod- 
ern in many of today's senses—] 
bstract painting, high explosives, short 
skirts, ferroconcrete. However, here was 
the automobile playing the knight- 
errant. Even more important, there 
no public air transport to spcak of. The 
wheels were still It, which underlines the 
vital need then of these wagons-lits u 
in their thousands streamed — bluely 
through the European night—allowing 
the lovely Lady Wynbam, tireless her- 
oine of The Madonna of the Sleeping 
Cars, upto-theminutely modish in her 
lite hat and her whole risqué aura of 
eau de Nil, to say: “In the course of my 
peregrinations of Continental railways, 
1 have experienced every thrill that 

woman can know” and to be feared by 
as "one of those beautiful English 
women who travel, those sleeping- 
pets who carry a Pekingese in the 


intriguing liaisons occurred. There is a 
story of the Mystery Man of Europe, 
ional financier and arms merchant 
Sir Basil Zaharoff, who was walking 
one night through the Orient Express 
when a young woman fell through 
a doorway into his arms, crying, 
me! My husband is about to kill те! 
Zaharoff saved her, found out that her 
husband was a duke. that she had been 
married to him for only 24 hours, that 
her name was Maria de Pilaranjile Patri- 


cimo Simonia del Mosiso Iborate and 
that he, 2аһагой, was in love with 
her. So he е the duke a check for 


1,000,000 and kept the la 
So the story goes. 

The femme fatale has always been 
much of the tale of the Orient Express. 
But women were only a part of a more 
general luxury. for there is no doubt 
that from the 1880s right through to 
World War Two, the Orient Express 
was the fastest and smartest way 10 get 
to the Near East. Let це во back to 1883, 
when the first Orient Express stood blaz- 
ing with gas under the electroliers of the 
Gare de l'Est. Its brown teak-and-brass 
ісу. It. showed, 
through large glass windows, a wondrous 
luxus of white table linen, silver, lin- 
gaseliers and polished mahogany. 
4| furniture on wheel! Beds that 
went hurtling through the night! The 
nearest to this before, apart from pri- 


ly for himself. 


vate and royal trains, had been the 
equipage of a steamboat. (And, indeed. 


ing with him antiseasickness tab- 
lets.) And so, off into the night this 


amazing edifice would go, laden with 
ladies in huge hats and gentlemen in 
toppers and bowlers, all bound for the 


long, luxurious, but also arduous, jour 
ney to the minarets of old Const 
tinople, and possibly thereafter po 
farther East. 

Constantinople was not only a termi 
nus but ako a point of departure. Bei- 
тш and Baghdad beckoned, or it could 
be the junction for a ship to Egypt or 
India. ‘The political shadow of Berlin 
Drang nach Osten was at work with 
dreams of further ways to the East 
And from all over Europe. from Si. 
Petersburg and Warsaw and Berlin and 
Prague, the ns came shunting 
through the Balkans to t remarkable 
terminus where one moment you mav 
walk on European „pavements and the 
next ferry across the Bosporus to the first 
solid earth of Asia; whence, given the 
time and the footwear, you could pre: 
sumably walk to China. 

Munich, Vien Budapest, Bucharest 
—the original way of the Orient Express 
was studded with capitals of character 
nd kinds of glamor. Even before Aus. 
and the Balkans, one passed 
through three separate Germanies: the 
grand duchy of Baden and the two 
gdoms of Württemberg and Bavaria. 
Each provided its own locomotives to 
al all th international bedding, 
those sleeping princeses and snoring 
swains, lulled, as a London Times corre- 
spondent put it, "by the berceuse of the 


ша 


wheels." The snorting great locomotives 
of the day resounded with sonorous 
ames of their provenance . . . “of the 


Lines of Communication of the King 
dom of B: of the Royal Gene 
Management of the Romanian Rail 
ys"; and this, of course, meant a little 
of dilferent-colored uniforms, high 
ly brassed and polished, at cach frontier. 
It must have been a regular peacock run 
One looked out of the carriage window 

Budapest and expected to sce а blue hus 
sar or two; the stop at Karlsruhe saw th 

spiked Pickelhaube and trailing scabbard; 
Bucharest showed elegant Romanian 
alry officers with rouged lips. Even to- 
day, such main railway stations, relatively 
uniformless, smell of their countrie: 
Vienna of old сойее urns, Paris of black 
Gauloise tobacco, Milan of sooty po 
made, matters seldom to be noticed in 


wi 


an airport 
Off then, in the 1880s, across 1800 
miles of a bemedaled Europe, with two 


lavatories per 90 persons. When 
think of such journeys today, it is in 
terms of mohair suits and light under 
- The experience then was much 

(continued on page HS) 


we 


SIGHTS & SOUNDS OF '69 


the latest and best in hi-fi and w—trom solid-state compacts to stereo components and all-in- 
‘one consoles; from miniaturized portables to large-screen color-ty sets and video recorders 


$7700: Twin corner speakers in walnut cabinets that house separate bass and midrange horns and a horn-type 
tweeter, $804 each, are designed to flank a Cornwall Il speaker, $415, all by Klipsch. Electrostatic stereophones 
have a level indicator in each earcup to protect against overload, by Koss, $95. Thorens turntable that features 
а low-rumble transistor-governed motor, by Elpa Marketing, $175, can be used with an SME Series II independ- 
ent tonearm, by Shure, $106.50, and an Ortofon S-15T stereo cartridge, by Elpa Marketing, $75, Model 7T solid- 
state preamplifier, $325, can be coupled with two amplifiers, thus ensuring identical performance on both 
channels, $790 the pair, all by Marantz. FM tuner flashes frequency numbers in the front-panel window, by CM 
Laboratories, $1050. Model AG-440-2 tape recorder operates on 14-inch and 12-inch tapes, by Ampex, $3070. 


PHOTOGRAPHY ВУ ALEXAS URBA 


$1800: A pair of AR-3a speakers feature a 12-inch bass, independent midrange and high-frequency driver-level 
controls, by Acoustic Research, $500 for both. Model ARW-15 solid-state AM/FM receiver contains two calibrated 
tuning meters, by Heath, $550, including walnut cabinet. Miracord 50H automatic turntable has four-speed selector, 
antiskate adjustment and illuminated speed indicator, $161.45, including wood base, can be coupled with an Elac 
Model 444E magnetic stereo cartridge, $69.50, both by Benjamin, HA-660/Pro headphones with separate volume con- 
trols, by Sharpe, $60. Model 77A two-speed tape deck takes spools up to 10% inches in diameter, by Revox, $499. 


HI-FI AFICIONADOS, FM FANCIERS, dedicated tapesters and discriminating TV-niks have never had it so good. At their 
ear- and eye filling electronic goodies. In point- 


beck is a copiously stocked market place bursting with top-qua 
ing up some of this year’s best equipage, we've put together several stereo systems—pictured here and on the pre- 
ceding and following pages—and categorized them according to approximate total price. Our suggested rigs, of 
ilable. But they will serve as handy guideposts for those 


combinations a 


course, don't begin to exhaust the poten 
of you seeking one or two components—or a completely new hookup to replace your old unit—especially if you 
don't know what the cost will be. 

For the minimum in stereo essentials, the price begins at about $300. For this figure, we recommend that you 
buy an integrated compact system, rather tham separate components. Dollar for dollar. the three-piece compacts 
can't be matched. Naturally, they make no claim to be the ultimate in either power or flexibility. A stereo com- 
pact compares with a sumptuous component rig about the same way a Volkswagen does with a Ferrari. But if your 
listening requirements are fairly modest and your budget limited, a compact can fll (text continued on расе. 106) 
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PLAYBOY 


106 other. (Incidentally, since 


the bill nicely. At the heart of the system 
is a central electronics module that con- 
tains а tuner, an amplifier and an auto- 
matic turntable. Inasmuch as the program 
sources and electronics are consolidated 
in a single tidy box, a compact makes as 
few demands on available space as it does 
on a bank account. Furthermore, there's 
an abundance of models from which to 
choose. The modular concept was origi- 
nally promulgated by the KLH Re- 
arch and Development people, and 
nly styled Model 24 ($319.95) 
ins a strong contender in the field. 
ита] module hous- 
© a remarkably efficent FM tuner, a 
Garrard changer built in Britain to 
KLH specifications and a special am- 
plification system designed to com- 
pensate for the innate strengths and 
weaknesses of ihe matching bookshelf 
speakers. Because of its intimate ampli 
fier-speaker integration, 
sounds a good deal more impressive 
than its modest dimensions might lead 
you to expect. If your listening tastes 
incline toward AM in addition to FM, 
you might want to consider as an alter- 
native the her 125 ($329.95). This set 
utilizes another British changer, the 
BSR 400, and has provisions for plug- 
ging in stereo headphones and an 
tional pair of remote speakers. 
Moving up to top-ol-the-line compacts 
will bring you additional power and 
refinements. The Benjamin Model 1050 
($549.50) has a rated musicpower out 
put of 42 watts. per channel that does 
a fine job in driving a pair of EMI 
speakers; its tuner offers both AM and 
FM reception and its automatic turnta- 
ble is the highly regarded Miracord 50 
from Germany. For the man who craves 
pe as well as discs, Harman- 
has deyeloped the all-purpose Model SC 
2550 ($499.50), which packs a cassette 
ecorder into the central module, along 
with a Garrard changer, an FM tuner 
d an amplifier. Instead of the usual 


reni 
lts 


the KLH 24 


Чоп. 


bookshelf enclosures, the system features 


a pair of freestanding omnidirectional 
speakers. All modular outfits, of course, 
are fully wansistorized. 

‘The threshold of component stereo is 
crossed at about the $800 level. For that 
amount, you can get а good component 
system for use eragesized room. 
From there, the costs increase, but so do 
the benefits—in the form of higher pow- 
er, less distortion and cleaner separa- 
tion. Of course, the advantages don't 
rise in direct proportion to cost. A $4000 
hookup, for example, won't outperform 
an $800 rig by a ratio of five to one, but 
will embody more than enough plus 
factors to make it eminently worth 
while. Lets go back to thc Volkswagen- 
Ferrari analogy. They'll both get you 
from point A to point B, but you'll never 
mistake a ride in one for a ride in the 
all the prices 


included here are list, bear in mind chat 
discounts are often available. Just be sure 
theyre not offered at the expense of 
customer service.) 

With separate components, your lati- 
tude of choice begins to widen ap- 
preciably. Instead of settling for опе 
manufacturer's preassembled system, you 
can follow your own fancy, choosing from 
a variety of speakers, tuners, receivers, 
tape decks and turntables, according to 
what most pleases your cye and car. The 
choices, of course. ought to fall withi 


certain limitations, It would make no 
sense to mate an ultrapowerful and 
responsive amplifier to a pair of tiny 


budget speakers, nor to use one of the 
more sensitive and compliant cartridges 
in a runof-the-mill changer. But aside 
from such obvious misalliances, you can 
put together your own rig with a free 
hand and relish the sparkling galaxy of 
equipment available today. 

Lers now turn to the electronics, 
since it forms the nucleus around which 
the ret of your stereo setup will be 
built. Unless you're planning to put 
together an ultralavish rig, you'll proba 
bly want to put a sizable percentage 
of your funds into a stereo receiver. This 
is a complex piece of solid-state electron- 
ics that consolidates the tuning and апь 
plification functions in one trim unit. 
Since it’s the most popular breed of 
equipment on the market, you'll have 
an abundance of riches from which to 
choose. The Scott 341 FM stereo receiver 
($219.95)—which we've selected for our 
$800 system pictured on page 108—is 
typical of the species. Like other competi. 
tively priced models, it utilizes such up- 
to-date devices as integrated circuits, field- 
effect transistors and solder-free epoxy 
circuit beards to achieve a notable level 
of trouble-free performance, The 341% 
front panel exhibits all the expected 
accouterments—stereo balance control, 
separate bass and treble controls, tuning 
meter, stereo indicator light and head. 
phone jack. Continuous power is rated 
at 15 watts per channel—an output that's 
perlectly fine for small- to medium-sized 
rooms—and there are provisions for 
switching both main and remote speakers 
on and off independently. If you crave 
AM as well as FM, check out the San- 


sui 2000 ($299.95), the Bogen RXI50 
(5299.95) or the Electro-Voice 1182 ($222). 


This last receiver features plu con- 
struction, having seven separate modules 
—each corresponding to а major section 
of the circuit—for easy replaceability in 
the event of trouble. 

These three models are splendid 
of equipment. (A few y 


couldn't begin to get this k 


formance for this kind of money) Nev: 
ertheless, as you move up the line, you'll 


encounter some tempting increments, 
Heaths ARW-15 (5550) and Sher 
wood's Model $-8800 ($399.50), shown 


їп our $1800 and 51200 systems on pages 


102 and 103, are admirable examples of 
stateothe-art receiver gear. The Sher 
wood n FM-only unit rated at 40 
watts of. continuous power per channel. 
In addition to the usual headphone jack. 
it sports а front-panel taperecorder jack 
that's useful when time is of the essence. 
The ARW-15 puts out 50 watts of con. 
tinuous power per channel and exh 
а dazzling array of controls—including 
such recherché items as stereo phas, 
squelch and threshold adjustments. 
dual tuning meters (one i 
signal strength. the other center of chan- 
nel) and dual headphone jacks, plus a 
high-temperature indicator to warn you 
when the set has lost its cool. An excel- 
lent altern ' to either of these is Sony's 
Model STR-6060 ($399.50). Из note- 
worthy not only for its electronic muscle 
(an ample 45 watts of continuous powe 
per channel, plus superb ЕМ select 
and stereo separation) but also for its 
cleanly styled. front. panel. Infrequently 
operated controls (muting, loudness, 
tone and remote speakers) are concealed 
behind a hinged panel, so that in nor- 
mal use, the only visible controls are 
those for tuning, volume, program 
source, tape monitoring and line power 
—a helpfully uncluttered arrangement. 

Despite the sophisticated engineering 
of today’s all ers, you still 
must ро to separate electronic compo- 
nents to garner the ultimate in versatili- 
ty, The Fisher TFM-1000 
tuner ($452.90) in our $3100 on 
page 102, for example, offers such goodies 
as a clear signal indicator to help 
positioning the antenna, a threestep 
selector for varying the muting thresh- 
old, an indicator to show when auto- 
matic overload suppressor circuits are 
operation. and individual level controls 
for headphone and amplifier outputs. 
Some equally imposing attributes are to 
be found in its companion, the JBL 
SA660 control amplifier ($435), which 
employs 60 silicon transistors and diodes 
to produce 60 watts of almost distortion 
less power per channel, As an alternative, 
you might also consider the highly re- 
garded McIntosh Model 5100 control 
amplifier ($449), an exceptionally hand- 
some unit that puts out 45 watts of con- 
tinuous power per channel. 

For our $7700 setup, we've chosen the 
СМ Laboratories Model 804 FM tuner 
($1050), a unique piece of electronics 
that replaces the conventional FM dial 
with computerstyle digita 
Instead of 
you simply 
switch tha 
readings within a black rectangular win- 
dow. Its a great conv 
and, of course, a well-endowed FM pro- 
gram source as well. To do it adequate 
j g less than a separate ster 
co preamplifier and power ampli 

(continued on page 192) 


FM stereo 


rotai a knob, 


T will 


Tuesday's 


is full of grace, 
and lorrie menconi— 
а bright-eyed brunette 

from san diego— 


lives up to her birthright 


Perched on a tortoise, Lorrie shows her cous: 
in Jerry (on leave from the Air Force) how 
to feed a goat at San Diego's Children’s 
Zoo. “These animals are so cute,” she says. 
"They just brazenly march up and steal 
the food right out of your hands.” Below 
right: A pig-teiled Lorrie pools her resources. 


ASTROLOGICALLY SPEAKING, Lorrie Men 
coni has her pretty head in the stars 
“I was born on Tuesday," our valen. 


think it’s perfect to appear in the Feb. 
тиагу issue—it just has to be good luck 
I guess you could call me a zodiac nut 
But so many Piscean characteristics are 
true of me that it’s hard not to believe 
in it.” Exhibiting a prime Piscean trait 
—talkativeness—Lortie goes on: "Pisces 


is a water sign, which may explain why 
I'm so crazy about living in California 
We moved to San Diego when I was 
very young, so 1 don't know what it's 
like to live away from the water. The 
beach scene here is terrific, But the 
mountains in northern California arc 
great, too. I went to a combination 
hoarding school and camp up therc 


around Manzanita Lake, which is beau. 
tiful country. Cooking and sleeping out 
sailing, swimming—really most all activi 
tics in or around the water—that's my 
kind of life.” 

When Lorrie isn't involved in the 
aquatic life, she indulges another Piscean 
fancy—a love of animals—by ћути her- 
sell off to the San Diego Zoo ybe 
it sounds like I'm bragging,” she says, 


"but we have one of the world's finest 
7005. In fact. I'm pretty sure йз the 
largest collection of wild animals any 
where. One of the best things about it 
is that there aren't many bars or wires 
just moais or waist-high walls; it looks 


TOGRAPHY BY BILL FIGGE AND ED DELONG 


more natural that way. And because of 
this gorgeous climate, the animals are 
outside all winter I'm so crazy 
about it, Е think it might be fun to own 
а тоо someday." Lorrie attributes some 
of her fondness for fauna to her mother 
who wrote a children's book called The 
Pony Who Lost Her Neigh. "All thc 
animals in the story,” Lorrie explains. 
were based on our family: my father, 
my three sisters and me. There was billy 
goat Harry, pony Susie, porky Marilyn 
and duck Rosane. I was а turkey—you 
know, gobble, gobble—because I so 
much; there's that Pisces aj 
Many Pisceans have an aesthetic se 

thats particularly attuned to interior 
decorating, and Lorrie is one of them 
Along with her sisters, she works part 
time at the House of Rattan, a shop 
managed by her mother. “We sell just 
about anything you can imagine that’s 
made of rattan,” Lorrie says. "My mom 
is a fabulous decorator, and I enjoy go 
ing along with her to Los Angeles when 
shes on a buying trip. But its always 
nicc to get back home again. You know. 
San Diego is called the place where 
с 5 because the Spanish 
padres founded their first mission here 
in 1769. So this year, we're celebrating 
our 200th birthday. I’m really proud of 
this city—it's sunny and warm and beau 
tiful.” We think it's a safe bet that San 
Diego is just as proud of Lorrie. 


Below: Miss February takes a dust rog to ап 
antique picture frome before tackling the 
job of re a new hobby of Lorri 


At San Diego's House of Rattan, Lorrie tells a prospective customer how to be a swinger in her own back yard. Successful saleswoman- 


ship prevails, whereupon Miss February writes up the order. Says Lorrie, "| don't know whether my interest in interior decor 
because of my mother's influence or because I’m a Pisces. But | have a very strong creative urge.” Below: Friend Marilynne Ellis helps 
along Lorrie's creative instincts by giving her instruction in the fine points of wood refinishing in Marilynne’s basement workshop. 


After removing the varnish stains, Lorrie has а manicure and a cup of coffee; then Marilynne's son, Kevin, appears for a goodnight kiss. 
Later that evening, Lorrie takes a long walk with her French poodle, Go-Go, stopping to check what's new in shoes. Below: Still not quite 
reody to call it а night, а freshly shampooed Lorrie settles down for some reading and snacking before bedtime. "1 can't just drop every- 
thing and fall asleep,” she says. “I have to unwind slowly, think awhile and resolve спу problems, ond then everything's all right." 


PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES 


1 never slept with a man until I married your 
father." declared the stern mother to her wild 
young daughter. "Will you be able to say the 
same thing to your daughter?” 

“Yes,” replied the girl, "but not with such а 
straight face," 


The confident defense attorney approached the 
witness stand, "Му client is only five fect tall 
and you are five feet, eleven—and yet you 
claim that he raped you, standing up,” rasped 
the lawyer. “Could you explain to the court 
how this was possible?” 

Squirming in her chair, the blushing victim 
admitted: “I guess I might have stooped a 
нше” 


726 


How do you do so well with girls?” the frus- 
trated sophomore asked his roommate. 

"You've got to have a gimmick," the room- 
mate responded. "For instance, I've painted a 
white circle on the dashboard of my car. My 
dates always ask about it. From there, I turn 
the conversation to white things in general, 
then to abstract white things, like and 
after that, it’s easy to talk them 

“That sounds simple cnough, 
agreed. That evening, he painted a white cirde 
on his*dashboard before picking up his date. 

“That's rather unique—to have a white dr- 
cle painted on your ^" the girl sai 
alter she got into the car. 

“Yes, isn't it?" the young fellow replied. 


“Do you want to screw?’ 


A psychiatrist we know says that one good 
thing about being a kleptomaniac is that you 
can always take something for it. 


How about making the evening a Dutch treat?” 
cooed the delectable blonde to her handsome 
escort. “You pay for dinner and drinks—and 
the rest of the evening will be on me.” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines debate as 
what lures de fish. 


The impecunious young couple finally hit on a 
way to save money. Each time they made love, 
the husband would deposit all his change in a 
huge porcelain piggy bank in their bedroom. 
bout a year of this, they decided to 
break open the bank and spend the money. 
Counting up all the proceeds, the husband 
remarked: “This is really strange—there's all 
this currency here. Fives, tens, even some 
ies. I don't remember putting in any 


“No,” responded his wife, "but not everyone 


is as cheap as you are. 


сег on the Armed Forces 
radio network finished the newscast, he closed 
with the correct time. "For you Navy men," he 
said, "irs now eight bells. For you men in the 
Army, it's now 0800. And for all you officers," 
he concluded, "the Ше hand's on eight and 
the big hand's оп twelve." 


Then there was the sweet young nymph who 
hated to be laughed at but didn't mind being 
satyrized. 


Two industrial robots decided to leave their 
factory to investigate some of the human 
pleasures they had heard about. After several 
hours of individual exploration, one noticed 
the other standing on a corner in front of a 
mailbox and а fire-alarm box. 

“Looks like we're going to get some action,” 
said the new arrival, crossing the street. 

“Forget it," answered the other. "The dumpy 
green one doesn't say a word, and as soon as 
you touch the red one, she screams her head 
off.” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines the Saint 
Valentine's Day massacre as а gang bang. 


A guy with money to burn has a good chance 
of finding a perfect match. 


On mete, the young man stopped at the 
flower shop and purchased a dozen roses for 
his girlfriend. When he presented them to her, 
she immediately tore off all her clothes and 
leaped onto the couch. “This will be for the 
flowers" she announced, stretching languor- 
ously. 

“Oh, come, now,” he replied. “Surely you 
[УОККА eso 


raising only your eyebrows on your first trip to 
a nudist camp. 


How did this accident occur?" asked the doctor. 

"Well," explained the patient, "I was making 
love to my girl on the living-room rug when, 
all of a sudden, the chandelier came crashing 
down on us.” 


the 
think you're a very lucky man. 

id it, doc,” exclaimed the man. “A 

minute sooner and it could have fractured my 

skull.” 


Heard a good one lately? Send it on а post- 
card to Party Jokes Editor, т1.лүвоү, Playboy 
Building, 919 М. Michigan Ave., Chicago, 
Ill. 60611. 850 will be paid to the contributor 
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned. 


“I hope nothing has happened to those [wo salyrs who 
always surprise us at our bath." 


PLAYBOY 


ne 


ORTI САЙ continued rm page 10 


different, with dresses and furbelows of 
very great volume, with hatboxes and 
pins and, for the men, with sticks and 
hats and spats and shawls and ankle- 
length overcoats. All this took up room. 
The very acres of doth must have 
stuffed those early compartments with 
fussation, asthmatic fog. The ladies 
h scent—patchouli, opopa 
nax—and with rice powder. Moreover, 
the journey had its athletic imterrup: 
tions. Everybody and all the luggage had 
to leave the sleepers in Romania, take a 
ferry across the Danube, enter a further 
train to the port of Varna on the Black 
ind then sail for 15 hours down the 
coast to Constantinople. Moreover, there 
was а real possibility of being snowed 
up for days somewhere on the Balkan 
way. In 1907, the Orient Express was 
marooned in snow drifts in Turkey. The 
train's heating system broke down and 
cold crept inexorably into the splendid 
comfort of the carriages. The story has it 
that an Indian maharaja who was en- 
sconced in a special car with seven wives 
found that their filmy clothing was no 
protection against such an intrusion. He 
had to use solid gold to buy clothes for 
them from other passengers. Just as well 
—it was ten days before a snowplow 
arrived and the Express moved on to 
Constantinople. There was also a dif- 
ficult mountainous part of Romania, 
where trains were sometimes derailed by 
shiftings of slag subsoil. Added to this, a 
lot of minor disturbances were probable 
in a nottootame t (even within 
the past dozen years. a Bulgarian peas- 
ant threw a brick through one of the 
windows, in retaliation for the death of a 
goat by the Express some days earlier). 
Yer this was the chosen route of the 
haut monde of traveling society: though. 
of course, frills and 
flounces, they were, on the whole, a har- 
dier lot than today's wansients, being 
only a generation removed from thc 
merry upheavals of horse and carriage. 

Had James Bond traveled in those 
days, he would have had a fme timc 
with the esoteric detail of those haulage 
at were changed at every 
romancing might 
run: “Fhe whole length of the 
great tcak-andiron snake shuddered. 
Bond felt the new, giant pull of the 
10410n Golsdorf Compound 2-10-0, 
which would take them across Servia. 
First, third and fifth axles allow one- 
inch side play, he mentally noted, and 
sniffed the pungent fumes of the thinner 
Slav coal through the snow-crisp window 
draft." Or: “He awoke with а start, A 
smell of burning wood! Fire? Bond 
turned peacefully over to his other side 
nd slept. They were in wood-burning 
The basin-shaped funnel of a 
Four-cylinder Compound would be curv- 
ing through the Balkan night and the 


have 


reassuring knowledge of a wire-mesh- 
work spark arrester quietened Bond's 
dreams." And might have 


had a go, too: "Now it was good. They 
were 


the mountains now. Be- 
5, they made it 
Bill fled the 


not in 


46 miles the hour. 
glasses. They felt fine." 

The real literature of the Or 
ys brings us to espionage 


nt Ex- 
d 


Grah; Greene's Stamboul 
stie’s Murder on the 
Orient Express and. in cinematic terms, 


Alfred Hitchcock's The Lady Vanishes 
set a tone not officially substantiated by 
the facts. Records, in fact, show only one 
unnatural death—when an American 
y attaché left the train in a tum- 
nel in the Austrian Alps: No one, it is 
said, yet knows how or why. However, 
much else might have occurred and gone 
unrecorded. After all—so many different 
countries, so many decades, so many 
different politics and police. Such an 
international train is an obvious milieu 
for keeping quiet about what might 
have happened—even supposing it wa 
ever discovered. Heaven knows how 
many near misses there might have 
been; or what tales the lonely lavatories 
could tell; or what torsos hed into 
whose trunks. “The gentleman has been 
taken ill,” so it is quite reasonable for 
him to be "helped" out by "friends" at 
some place sounding like Grch. And the 
geneman, he is never seen anywhere 
ever again. 
But such affairs 
civil passenger. And, as we know, spics 
these days spend all their time in parks 
and shopping centers, handing each oth 
er packages. Let us be more concerned 
that, as we book for the Orient today, 
we get the right express. The one that 
goes all the way to Istanbul has a new 
title—the Direct Orient. There are still 
other "Orient" expresses going only as 
far as Prague or Budapest. for the Orient 
to sian has always begun а 
Vienna—a reasonable assumption when 
one remembers that only a few hundred 
years ago Hungary and Rom were 
Turkish provinces. 

So now let us see what it 
travel on the Direct. Orient tod 

At 11:30 on either of only two sched- 
uled nights a week, passengers for Is- 
tanbul and stations en route begin to 
er at the Gare de Lyon in Paris for 
the moment of departure, 23 hours, 50. 
So—nearly midnight, and the great gray 
station already has a tired, deserted look. 
Café tables are piled up. Only groups of 
serious longdistance travelers are now 
left to sidestep the avaricious electr 
luggage trucks that have been trying all 
day to overtum the wary boulevardier 
of the platforms. 

Along the Direct Orient platform, one 
searches for the one sleep 


re no concern of the 


bears the word ISTANBUL. And there it ts, 
a dark-blue and yellow house on wheels 
bearing the momentous facia COMPAGNIE 
INTERNATIONALE DES WAGONS-LITS ET DES 
GRANDS EXPRESS EUROPÉENS and a white 
sign on its side defining the long route 
through Bern, Interlaken, Lausanne, 
Stresa Venice. Trieste, Za 
Belg nbul—e: 

arefully i 
npuage. 
Specia ate smoke belches from 
the roof of this one wagor-lit, One's 
immediate thought: Is the sleeping car- 
age on fire? Will this mean siting up 
for three nights somewhere else in the 
uain? No. It is only the coal fire t 
heats our private hot water and central 
heating. But the first of a number 
of private anxieties that invest this 
whole route, which is so long and crosses 
so many frontiers that each passenger, 
one may clearly read from his or her 
face, is sure that something somewhere 
must go wrong. Yet, the wagon-lit at 
tendant in his chocolate-brown uniform. 
and smart kepi is a 
He takes our “bullet or 
“billets” are infra-dig words on a sleep 

ng car) and. personally ushers each pas- 
senger to his allotted bunk. 

And who are these people who eschew 
the quicker way by air? First, there will 
always be people who hate flying: the 
there are those who, for some physic 
reason, cannot fly; and there are those 
taking too much luggage to fly. But only 
these—the cautious, the lame and the 
burdened? Add to them the mildly ad. 
venturous, the curious; and the occ 
sional philosopher who knows that here, 
close to the carth, lies the true sensation 
of travel, the passing of time and of dif- 
ferent landscapes. The original clientcle 
of hallowed memory—the rich, the lovely, 
the criminal, the diplomatic—areen avion 
above the clouds: butterflies, hornets, 
bees returned to their airy clement. 

Within immediate eve-view, we have a 
fierce-looking Balkan gentleman wearing 
the wide trousers of middle-aged com 
munism; an English family going to 
live in Turkey; elderly America 
couple on а roundabout trip to Russia; 
several French and Italians due for cas- 
ier stations on the way. And along the 
platform there buzzes a huge brown- 
skinned party of men and women with 
string bound lugga I speaking a 1 
guage difficult to define at first—possibly 
Turkish, possibly Serbo-Croatian—who 
turn out to be destined for a second. 
class upright night, for the train is 
mixed one of all classes and many non- 
sleeping carriages. 

Otherwise—subdued  partings It is 
late. None of the midday bustle. And 
last. as the hand of the electric clock 
whips round like a cane to 11:50, some 
body peeps a little whistle and, imper 
ceptibly, most casually for such a long 

(continued on page 182) 
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for the playboy jozz hall of fame 
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article By NAT HENTOFF 


THE 1969 
PLAYBOY ALL-STARS’ 
ALL-STARS 


CANNONBALL ADDERLEY alto sax, instrumental combo 


THE 1969 PLAYBOY ALL-STARS' ALL-STARS 1 ^ year of social and political upheaval—assassina- 
tions, growing racial polarization, the end of innocence 
lor the Eugene McCarthy crusaders—the young of all 
political persuasions, including none, found a center of 
emotional gravity in music. Only there, it often seemed, 
was direct, open communication possible—transcending 
race and class and politics. And the artists, themselves 
feeling the need for secure foundations as fissures deep- 


RAY BROWN BUDDY RICH 
bass drums 


MILT JACKSON 
vibes 
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ened in the outer world, devoted much of the year to 
getting back to roots. 
The Rolling Stones returned to the raw energy of hard 


rock in Beggars’ Banquet; the Beatles focused on lyric 
sin in Hey Jude; and Bob Dylan emerged from 


his Jong sabbatical with the spare, elemental John Wes- 
ley Harding. The vital urgency of soul music was also a 
primary force. Black soul powered the secularized Gospel 


of Aretha Franklin, the earthy conviction of Albert 
King and the electrified experience of Jimi Hendrix, 
Colleges and rock gathering places were increasingly 
visited by such soul bards as Howlin’ Wolf, Muddy 
Waters, Junior Wells, B. B. King, Buddy Guy and 
Chuck Berry. The Staple Singers found new audiences 
at Fillmore West in San ncisco and Fillmore East in 
New York. White soul music was also in. the ascendant 


FRANK SINATRA 


mole vocalist 


JIM HALL 
guitor 


ELLA FITZGERALD 
female vocalist 


GERRY MULLIGAN 
baritone sox 
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DIZZY GILLESPIE 
trumpet 


BUDDY DE FRANCO 


clorinet 


THE 1969 PLAYBOY ALL-STARS’ ALL-STARS 


STAN GETZ 
tenor sax 


1. J. JOHNSON 


trombone 


in the uninhibited sensuality of Janis Joplin (sce this 
month's On the Scene) and in the driving energy of such 
units as Step) penwolf and the Jett, Beck Group, a British 
import. As | put it, “I keep trying to tell 
people that whites have soul, too. There's no patent on 
soul. It's just feeling things." 

Along with the re-emphasis on “just feeling things" 
through blues and basic rock, Brother rising influence 


FIFTH DIMENSION 
vocol group 


was that of country music. Country sounds were part of 
John Wesley Harding and were incorporated by the 
Byrds, Moby Grape and many other rock units; and 
even Bully Sainte-Marie, a Cree Indian, found the need 
to go to Nashville for an album declaring т Gonna 
Be a Country Girl Again. The movement was in both 
directions. Country performers—Glen Campbell, Buck 
Owens, Jeannie C. Riley (Harper Valley P. T. 4.)— 


DUKE ELLINGTON 
leoder 


moved onto the pop charts; and Johnny Cash, already 
firmly established with both country and pop audiences, 
released the most compelling album of his carcer, 
Johnny Cash at Folsom Prison. 1t was Cash who ex- 
plained the appeal of country music in a time of 
troubles: "People go back to it to find the basic thing, 
the grass roots. People like my songs because they have 
true human emotions as well as being real stories." In 
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ass 
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Three years ago, the first trio of greats named to our 

Hall of Fame were Dave Brubeck, a titan of mainstream 
jazz, nonpareil vocalist Frank Sinatra, and Louis 
Armstrong, America's ageless musical ambassador. In 1967, 
they were joined by Duke Ellington, the incomparable 
conductor and composer, Ella Fitzgerald, reigning queen 
of songstresses, and Count Basie, whose band continues 

to spread jazz. joyous message. Last year, soul genius Ray 
Charles, saxophonist John Coltrane, who died in 1967 

at the age of 40, and Benny Goodman, the King of Swing, 
joined the honored group. And agam in 1969, artist Jack 
Gregory's sculptures depict our newest Hall of Fame 
inductees—two trumpeters, whose poll-winning sounds are 
poles apart, and a great jazz guitarist cut off in his prime. 


THE PLAYBO 
JAZZ HALL OF FAME 


Beginning in 1966, pLaywoy readers have cach year selected 
three of the jazz world's outstanding arlists- 


vocalists 
and instrumentalists alike—[or membership in 

our Jazz Hall of Fame. Counting 19695 charismatic 
contingent, the PLAYBOY musical pantheon now includes 
an even dozen performers who share the distinction of 
having achieved artistic eminence. Almost all forms of 
Jazz—from Dixieland to avant-garde, from swing to 
soul—are now represented in the Hall of Fame. 

And as our roster of greats grows annually, so does the 
music we honor. Jazz, despite the Cassandras who keep 
predicting its demise, continues to adapt itself to the 
country’s life style—adding the best from 

contemporary 1dioms, augmenting its basic structure and 
remaining America’s one truly indigenous art form. 


jazz, too, the expression of “true human emotions" 
preoccupied the avantgarde, as it always had the 
mainstream jazzmen. Albert Ayler, Ornette Coleman, 
Cecil Taylor, Pharoah Sanders—all, in their different 


Ways, were, involved in making contemporary the origi- 


nal * Technique, though increasingly so- 
phisticated, was useful only as a means of letting out 
and shaping the deepest of feelings. And the search for 


roots also characterized the vanguard of jazz. Black 
musicians in particular, through lorming such groups 
as SRP (“an organization of self-reliant musicians and 
artists") and through playing in schools, were intent 
on communicating with the black young. As Archie 
ized, "Jazz must return to the ghetto, 
n. We have to reach the kids and become 
part of the whole cultural experience, the whole history 


HERB ALPERT wo instrumental group in recent years has 
come close to building the kind of masstve following enjoyed 
by Herb Alpert and the Tijuana Brass. In 1962, Angeleno 
Alpert was an independent record producer who moonlighted 
s а drummer оп sound tracks for such films as “The Ten 
Commandments.” Tuned into and turned on by the bull-ring 
music of nearby Tijuana, Alpert blended mariachi, a swing 
ing beat and a dollop of jazz into a unique sound that has 
become internationally acclaimed: The Tijuana Brass’ first 
ten LPs—all recorded on the A&M label co-owned by Alpert 
—have sold more than 32,000,000 copies. A perfectionist 
Alpert sometimes spends three months in the studio before 
he’s ready to release an album. Herb is also an arranger par 
excellence who can ingeniously wed the Tijuana Brass beat 
to such diverse melodies as “A Taste of Honey,” "What Now. 
My Love?" and “Zorba the Greek.” Alpert debuted as а singer 
last year and, perhaps predictably, his recording of “This 
Guy's in Love with You" was America's top pop tune for 
At 33, leader-trumpeter-entrepreneur Alpert 
becomes the youngest member of the Playboy Hall of Fame 


two months. 


out of which jazz came." But Shepp went on to point 
out: "I wouldn't limit the experience of the music to 
gheuo children. White kids also need to know what jazz 
has to say, if they're going to live in a real world.” 

While work in jazz clubs declined this past year, 
the public schools did begin to show a way in which more 
and more jazz musicians may be able to reach and re- 
cruit a new generation of listeners. In New York City, 
drummer Horace Arnold and alto saxophonist Robin 
Kenyatta played 60 concerts in schools under the aegis 
of Young Audiences, which previously had been almost 
exclusively concerned with classical music. And under a 
grant to Jazz Interactions from the New York State 
Council on the Arts, combos led by, among others, Billy 
Taylor, Joe Newman, Roland Kirk and Benny Powell 
gave over 50 school concerts. On Long Island, in the high 


WES MONTGOMERY Last June, Montgomery 1ле most elec 
trifying jazz guitarist since Charlie Christian—died suddenly at 
his Indianapolis home of a heart attack at the age of 45. For eight 
consecutive years a Playboy All-Stars’ All-Star, he was also a high- 
ly popular performer: Near the end of the year, three of his LPs 
(“A Day in the Life,” “Down Here on the Ground” and “Best of 
Wes Montgomery”) were still among America’s top ten jazz best 
sellers. Wes, who bought his first guitar when he was 19, learned 
to strum with his thumb instead of a pick, which resulted in the 
full, rich tones that characterized his work. Montgomery toured 
with Lionel Hampton's band from 1948 to 1950; weary of one- 
night stands, Wes returned to his home town of Indianapolis, 
where he worked 15 hours a day—in a radio-parts factory and 
two night clubs—for six years. After that, he and his brothers— 
pianist Buddy and bassist Monk—were the mainstays of the 
Mastersounds quintet until 1960. Five years later, Montgomery, 
backed by a big band, recorded “Мошти Wes," an instant hit LP. 
The secret of his art? Wes told an interviewer a year before his 
“J found out a long time ago that you've got to appreciate 
” He will be missed. 


death, 
life first, before you can do anything else. 


SCULPTURES EY JACK GREGORY / PHOTOGRAPHY BY SEYMOUR MEONICK 


schools and junior highs of Huntington, Marian Mc 
Partland presented 28 concerts; and similar incorporation 
of jazz into the school experience took place in Los 
Angeles, Chicago and St. Louis. 

On the college level, trumpeter-composer Donald Byrd 
became the first Rutgers University jazz artist in resi- 
dence. In addition to composing, teaching and devel- 
oping curriculums, Donald's responsibilities include the 
recruitment of ghetto youngsters lor Rutgers’ new Living- 
ston College. “Jazz,” the university announced, “will per- 
form a al function in this recruitment drive,” with 
Donald functioning as a roving ambassador for Rutgers 
10 high schools in New Jersey. In developing a model for 
what may become a new kind of academic career for the 
jazz musician, Byrd also became a professor and head of 
the Institute of Jazz Studies at Howard Uniyersity—the 


MILES DAVIS тле distinctive, tautly disciplined sound that 
flows through the Davis horn has been described as jazzdom's 
most lyrical; certainly, it has influenced a whole generation ој 
aspiring trumpeters. Born in Alton, Illinois, Miles received his 
first trumpet when he was 13; while still a high school student in 
East St. Louis, he was blowing with Charlie Parker and Dizzy 
Gillespie during their appearances in the Gateway Спу. When 
Daviswas 19, he went to New York, where he studied at Juilliard, 
roomed with the legendary Parker and turned up as a sideman 
in a number of leading Manhattan jazz galleries. After experi- 
menting with a few small combos of his own—and following a 
self-imposed exile in Detroit, where he consolidated his sound— 
Miles formed a quintet in 1955, and has been a standout ever 
since. Much of the Miles mystique hinges on his apparent un- 
concern for show-business etiquette: The introspective 12-year 
old musician rarely seems aware of his audiences, eschews the 


amenities involved in the many awards that come his way and 
performs only infrequently he says. "I 
play music more for pleasure than for work." As his legions of 
fans know, one need not—and should not—ask more of an artist. 


“I never work steady,” 
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first jazz department at a black college. 

The rising emphasis on black culture 
on American campuses also indicated a 
new role for the jazz musician. In July, 
Byrd was co-organizer of The Quest for 
Black Identity in the Fine Arts, a festival- 
symposium at North Carolina College: 
and David Baker was set to head the first 
Institute of Black Music at Indiana Uni- 
versity. Funded by the Office of Educa- 
tion, the htweck seminar was to be 
based on four courses in black music and 
related cultural elements. Yet another au- 
gury of the future importance of jazz in 
the universities was the presence last 
spring of Cecil Taylor as “artist in resi- 
dence" at Stanford, on invita of the 
student body 

There were other signs of the legitimi- 
zation of jaz. Gil Evans and Jimny 
Giuffre were awarded Guggenheim Fel- 
lowships for composition (Ornette Cole- 
man had been the first jazzman to receive 
one). And following the Music Educa- 
tors’ National Conference in Seattle, 500 
school music teachers signed up as 
charter members of the new National Аз 
sociation of Jazz Educators. But, as vibist 
Gary Burton, whose audience spans jazz 
nd pop listeners, pointed ош during 
the year, the liberation of school music 
instruction has only begun. He and other 
voung musicians called for teaching that 
lakes into account the overlapping of cul- 
s the essence of today's music 
scene—the intertwining of rock, jazz, 
country and western, classical, blues and 
experimental electronic mu 

As it is now, with college music de- 
tments only starting to become 
re of jazz, studentdirected. campus 
concerts are an increasingly important 
booking circuit for thc vividly diverse 
pop and rock performers. During the cur- 
rent season, for example, fees range from 
$1500 (the Chambers Brothers, Richie 
Havens), $4500 (the Vanilla Fudge. 
Spanky and Our Gang), 56000-plus (Glen 
Campbell), $10.000-plus (the Supremes), 
to nearly $20,000 (Jimi Hendrix). But in 
terms of home-grown music, jazz is still 
a vital factor on many campuses. Again, 
there were wellattended regional jazz 
festivals and two climactic events, In 
March, 13 colleges and universities were 
represented at the tenth annual Collegi- 
ис Jazz al at Notre Dame. There, 
the University of Illinois Jazz Band, con- 
ducted by John Garvey, was selected as 
both the best big band and the best 
overall jazz group. In June, the national 
finals of the 1968 Intercollegiate Jazz 
ival were held in St. Louis. With an. 
original field of 750 colleges having been 
narrowed to 15 finalists, the Univer 
of Illinois Jazz Band again won та 
honors. The Hlini went on to triumph. 
among the professionals at the Newport. 
Jazz Festival in July before touring У 
goslavia, Romania, Ireland. 
Austria, Finland, Norway and Icel 


Sweden, 


апа, 


under the 
State Depa 

Newport, the diadem of the festi 
programed and directed by George 
Wein (the last of the big-time jazz pro 
moters), set attendance records, with more 
than 54,000 at the four evening and three 
afternoon performances. Among the other 
celebrations staged by the peripatetic Mr. 
Wein were events in Boston; Charlotte, 
North Carolina (sponsored by the city, as 
part of its bicentennial); Mexico City and 
Puebla, Mexico; Hampton Institue, Vir 
ginia (the first full-scale jazz fete at a 
black college); Austin, Texas (The Long- 
hom Jazz Festival); and Pittsburgh. Some 
of those datcs were incl an eight. 
week, 20-city tour th: packaged 
for a large brewing company, with such 
consumer attractions as Dionne War- 
nonball Adderley, Thelonious 
Monk and Herbie Mann, On the basis 
of his farflung experiences, Wein де. 
cried talk of the death of jazz pointing 
to larger festival audiences than the year 
before and to the significant fact that 
these audiences arc increasingly interra- 
cial. "We look to the black people for 
the future of jazz" Wein told syndi 
music columnis: Ralph Gleasoi 
attendance of Negroes at the festivals is 
up 60 percent to 70 percent over last 
year." 

Among other substantial festivals was 
Jazzfest “68, marking the 250th anniver- 
sary of the founding of New Orleans. 
Held in May, it began with a jazz Mass 
at St. Louis Cathedral, where the Most 
Reverend Phillip M. Hannan, Archbish- 
ор of New Orleans, declared that '* 
has been an open-end dialog for all 
men” and that its most important aspect 
“is its spirit of exultation.” There were 
parades, a jazz trip up the Mississippi in 
a riverboat, and concerts. At one of the 
concerts, Louis Armstrong came home to 
a standing ovation and a plaque from 
the state of Louisiana in recognition of 
his contributions to music. So successful. 
was this New Orleans tribute to the 


Monterey Jazz Festival, in late Septem 
ber, did well in attendance but was 
sharply criticized lor its too predictable 
and poorly coordinated programing, 
Once known as the musicians’ festival, 
Monterey would seem to be in need of 
iritual regeneratie 

Similar, though less vehement, charges 
were made by some concerning the New 
port Folk Festival; but even its critics 
iated that event's widc-rangi 
variety—from Roy Acuff and Pete Sce. 
ger through B. B. King and Junior 
Wells to The Kaleidoscope, a Los Ange- 
les rock group that not only fuses coun- 
(ry music and blues but is also fond of 
electronically flavored Turkish dances, 
Indicating the elasticity of the term 
“folk” in this time of ceaseless musical 


tion was the presence at Newport 
s Joplin, then still with Big 

and the Holding Comp: 
ting one of the year's 
n Baez performance 
icluded а set of country songs with ac 
compat a Bluegrass band. As 
for attendance, all records were broken. 
as more than 70,000 went to Newport 
during the five folk days in late July. 

Another festival that underlined the 
year’s expansion of musical definit 
and the blending of idioms was the third 
annual Memphis Blues Festival, also in 
July. There wi rural. black. country 
blues, Gospel, soul sounds of the city and 
the Electric Blue Watermelon—a ten- 
man combo that may le а portent 
of the freewheeling d y of the next 
generation of musicians. The full group 
plays modern clectrified rhythm and 
blues; a quartet occasionally breaks off 
from it to play contemporary free-for 
jazz; and yet another internal unit, The 
Insect Trust, creates new forms of pop 
music based on blues traditions. 

Of the numerous a 
festivals, among the more interesting 
were those in Montreux, Switzerland 
(June), and Pori. Finland (July). AL 
though such American notables as Bill 
Evans and Nina Simone app 
Montreux, its essential contribu 
the emphasis on European jazz with 
groups last summer [rom 13 countries— 
induding Yugoslavia, Hungary. Poland 
and East Germany. The Pori Interna 
tional [a |, started and sustained 
by young enthusiasts, mostly students, has. 
in three years become the main musical 
of the Finnish summer scene. 
There, too, addition to Amer 
guests, the concerts provide a valu 
forum for the best of European jazzmen. 
Elsewhere in Europe, there was hardly a 
country without а jazz festival, from Po- 
land (Wrodaw) in March through the 
U.S.S.R. (Tallin and Moscow). Yugo- 
slavia (Bled), France (Antibes Juan-les- 
Pins), Norway (Molde), Poland (the 1th 
nal festival in Warsaw) to the 
Berlin Jazz Days in November. And in an 
unprecedentedly ambitious promotional 
endeavor, the United States Travel Serv- 
ice of the Department of Commerce and 
Pan American World Airways sponsored 
a tour of 18 major European cities in 
October and November by Dave Brubeck, 
Gerry Mulligan, Count Basie, Dizzy Gil 
lespic and the Newport All-Sı At the 
organizing center , of course, the 
ubiquitous George Wein. 

The political overtones of both jazz 
and the new pop were also evident € 
past year in Europe and other cour 
n invasion of Czechoslo- 


Brother 


And further illustr 
strongest trends, Jc 


ries. 


„ for example, The New York 
Times reported from Moscow: “At the 
railwaymen's club on Komsomol 


Square, a ragtime, blues and spiritual 
group from Prague the Th 
ditional Jazz Studio, was pla 


called 


“You came highly recommended, but 1 had no idea... ! 
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concert. A gutsy Gospel singer had the 
final number. For the first and only time 
during the evening, she translated the 
English words for the audience. ‘I'm 
gonna lay down my sword and shield- 
down by the riverside,” the Czech girl 
id in Russian, slowly and with empha- 
in't gonna study war no mor 
а Czech 


"Ретћ 


In Octobe Times disp 
a disclosed that the year-old Austria 3, 
lio station, has enjoyed such 
h the young in Austria and her 
Communist neighbors that it has become 
a powerful influence in the popular cul- 
ture of this part of the world, helping to 
shape the way of life of the generation 
ings transmitted by 
nna station are taped by young- 
sters in Communist countries and re- 
played indefinitely. Austria 3, moreover, 
credited with having been one of the 
most important vehicles for the spread of 
American ‘soul’ music in the Communist 
world.” And from Cuba, toward the end 
of the year, came news of a growing num- 
ber of rebellious youths with long hair, 
wearing beads, who, according to an offi 
cial spokesman, had been “debauched by 
the Beatles and that other epileptic music, 
which is also perversion.” 

But American music as an expression 
of rebellion and resistance was not for 
export only. Early in the year, Joan 
Baez, having married draft resister Da- 
vid Harris, former president of the stu 
dent body at Stanford, went on a tour 
with her husband that included a series 
of lecturediscussions on the Vietnam 
and the draft. Meanwhile, Peter, 
Paul and Mary took a stand by being 
the most prominent of the pop groups 
п Gene McCarthy's campaign. In the 
ing, during the Columbia University 
bellion, the Grateful Dead gave а free 
concert on the ied" campus. Or- 
nette Coleman and his quartet appeared 
t Resurrection City in Washington dur- 
the Poor People's Campaign. And 
mong the founders of the Youth Inter- 
national Party (the Yippies) as it an- 
nounced it would stage a Youth Festival 
n Chicago during the Democratic Con- 
vention were County Joe а 
the Fugs, Arlo Guthrie and Phil Ochs. 
When the time came, between tear- 


Sy 


rock groups were, indeed, 
However, by the end of the year, music 
as a political instrument. lost—perhaps 
temporarily—its lure for many perform- 
ers. When the conventions were over, 
none of the candidates appeared likely 
to be responsive to Alice's Restaurant. 
To no one's surprise, for instance, Spi 
Agnew's favorite musicians turned out 
10 be Mantovani and Lawrence Welk. 
But ironic disent did continue to be 
part of the new music, along with i 
affirmation of doing ones own thi 
s that intrigued more 


and more film producers, particularly in 
iew of the ated by Simon 
funkel's score for The Graduate. 
Explaining the reasons for the incr 
ing use of rock in movies, Larry Tur- 
man, producer of The Graduate, noted: 
“First, there has been a tremendous cx- 
plosion of talent in this field; pop music 
is best suited to what a lot of kids are 
expressing. Second, there's a thing about 
the combi 


ion of this music and mov- 
ies; you find someone hip about Kurosa- 
wa or Fellini and he probably likes the 
Rolling Stones. And. third. the publicity 
from the radio play of songs from a film 
is a valuable lure.” 

It seemed logical, therefore, when 
Jean-Luc Godard began filming his One 
Plus One in London with the Rolling 
Stones as featured performers and later 
in the year focused on the Jefferson Air 
plane while shooting his One American 
Movie in New York. And Donovan, hay 
ing finished the script and score for a 
film, announced that discussions were 
taking place that might result in Ingmar 
Bergman's directing it. Released during 
the year was Revolution, a documentary 
on the hippies, with music by Country 
Joe and the Fish, Mother Earth, the 
Steve Miller Blues Band and the Quick- 
silver Messenger Service. Rock was also a 
prominent element in Wild in the Streets; 
and the musician-performers Peter 
Yarrow's You Ате What You Eat in- 
cluded Tiny Tim, the Band from Big 
Pink, the Paul Butterfield Blues Band 
and the Electric Flag. 

‘The Mothers of Inyention recorded 
the sound track for a documentary, 
Uncle Meat, and are planning to make 
their own films. Eric Clapton's next 
major project, following the final break- 
up of the Cream (if it is final), will be a 
movie that he intends to write, direct and. 
coproduce. Arthur (Bonnie and Clyde) 
Penn indicated his awareness of the 


traction of the new music by scheduling 
Alice's 


a film version of Arlo Guthri 
Restaurant. Arlo will also р 
pear in Bound for Glory, a forthcoming 
feature-length picture on the life of 
father, Woody. At the other end of the 
spectrum from Arlo Guthrie's quixoti 
life and musical style, Petula Clark, 
ing scored in Finian's Rainbow, has gone 
on to star in another movie musical, 
Goodbye, Mr. Chips, 


th Peter O'Toole. 

An important advance in the use of 
black soul music in films was Jules Das 
sin's commissioning of Booker T. Jones 
(Booker T. and the MG's) to write and 
arrange the score for Up Tight, a film on 
revolutionary black consdousness co 
starring Ruby Dee and Julian Mayfield. 
And Dionne Warwick turned actress 
in The Slaves, a picture about slavery in 
the South, with Ossie Davis and Stephen 
Boyd. 

Jazmen were also engaged in flm- 
work—as composers, performers and sub- 
jects. Marcel Camus, who directed Black 


Orpheus, assigned alto saxophonist- 
writer Marion Brown to write d 
play the music for his next film, Le 
Temps Fou. Charles Mingus was the 
subject cf a film portrait, Tom Reich 
man's widely discussed Mingus; and 
Shirley (The Connection, The Cool 
World, Jason) Clarke was working on 
90-minute documentary on Ornette 
Coleman. Elvin Jones, for a long time 
the late John Coltrane's drummer, was 
further proof this past year that jazz and 
jazmen are likely to become more in- 
volved in films, particularly as the num- 
bers of young, independent film makers 
inevitably increase. Jones scored and 
yed the music for The Long Stripe; 
and he will add acting to those two 
functions in The Third Bird. Mean- 
while, in Hollywood, composer gradu- 
ates of the jazz scene continued to be 
prominent in writing for movies, Lalo 
Schifrin was represented during the year 
with the scores for Cool Hand Luke and 
The Fox; and his 1969 credits will in. 
clude Hell in the Расте and The 
Brotherhood, starring Kirk Douglas. 
Quincy Jones, who created the memora- 
ble theme for In the Heat of the Night, 
induded among his projects the music 
for Mackenna's Gold. 

In the theater, jazz has appropriately 
been designated the musical foundation 
for Lenny, a stage kaleidoscope of the 
essential Lenny Bruce. Jazzman Charles 
Lloyd was appointed the production's 
musical director. After Lenny tours the 
college circuit, its Broadway opening is 
scheduled for late spring of this year. 
The big news in theater. however, 
been the revolution in expectations of 
the musical stage as a result of the rock 
invasion. Hair, which set directions for 
musicals to come, continued its long 
Broadway run and triumphed as well 
in London, Copenhagen, Stockholm. 
Munich and Los Angeles. By year’s end. 
additional companies were being re- 
hearsed for Acapulco. San Francisco and 
Tokyo. Your Own Thing, a rock adapta 
tion of Twelfth Night, was set for pro- 
duction 12 countries; and a film 
version will be shot in London and New 
York in 1969. John Sebastian, formerly 
of the Lovin’ Spoonful, also moved the 
new music onto the stage by writing the 
score for Murray Schisgal’s Jimmy Shine, 
starring Dustin Hoffman, Meanwhile, 
Burt Bacharach and Hal David were writ- 
ing the score for Promises, Promises, a 
version of the 1960 Academy 


Award-winning film The Apartment, In 
describing his plans for the show, Bacha 
h revealed how basically the Broad 
ical was going to change: "The 


sound I want to get in the theater is 
the one we achieve in the recording 
studio. I'll probably use a sprinkling of 
electrical instruments and I plan to use 
a variety of mikes, as well as different 
groupings of шу musici 

(continued on page 154) 
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ТНАТ СОНРОНАТЕ 
STEREOTYPE OF THE BLAND 
LEADING THE BLAND 
DOESN'T EXIST-AND FOR 
GOOD REASON 


ARTICLE BY J. PAUL GETTY › ах that almost everyone is 


familiar with the age-old, perennially popular game “Bait the Businessman.” But for the 
benefit of those who, by some freak of fate, have remained ignorant of the game, permit 
me to describe its rudimentary form. 

Any number—from one to millions—can play. There are no rules—or, rather, as long 
as the player remembers to derogate businessmen for selfishness, misdeeds and effronteries, 
the player can ma 
the effu: of professional coaches, such a 
19th Century handbook recommends such c 
business is swindling. 

1 do not intend to topple the towers of Bebel or to battle other aftcionados of the game. 
My immediate concern is with а much-refined version of the original sport that has gained 


с his own rules. Beginners may improve their technique by studying 
the German socialist August Bebel, whose 
ssic opening gambits as: "The nature of all 


favor in recent years. Unlike the parent pastime, the objective of this variant is not to tar 
and feather businessmen but to dress them in the drab cloak of conformity. There are two 
ways to score points. One is by maintaining that a business career is a deadly bore, a rat 
race or a soul destroyer (select one or coin your own). The other is by steadfastly 


verrir 


that businessmen are dull, achromatic creatures devoid of initiative, creativity and courage. 
racterizations couched in the heliotrope 


Bonus points are awarded for negative cha 
prose of the dead gray-flannel-suit days. For example, a player would be assured of an 
upper-division rating if he declared, “Businessmen are faceless automatons plodding seria- 
tim through the deepest grooves of organization, constantly glancing over their shoulde 
in fear, unfeelingly trampling the bodies of their fellows who fall by the wayside.” 

ОГ course, I reject the contention that business is boring. For those who enthusiz 
tically decide to make it thei offers challenge, excitement and risks 
galore—as much of each as any man could desire or handle. “Business is an adventure,” 
John Brooks has written, and the emphasis is his. 

Take, for example, the romance of the oil business—which is the business I know best. 
Its romance is reflected even in the normally dry-as-dust legal precedents that govern the 
industry. Many years ago, American courts established the legal concept of the "law of cap- 
turc," ruling that oil is like the wild animal in the jungle: It belongs to the man who finds 
and captures it. The analogy between oil and jungle beast can be carried considerably fur 
ther. Both are elusive, unpredictable—and frequently dangerous. Although it is possible 
on rare occasions to stumble across either unwittingly, in the vast majority of instances, 
both must be hunted down with patience, brought to bay with caution and subdued swift- 
ly. Furthermore, both oilmen and big-game hunters are likely to range over remote and for 
bidding regions in search of their prey, facing great hardships in the process 

Excitement in business? 1 remember one incident—by no means unique in my 
experience—when, in 1923, my father's Nordstrom well, located (continued on page 164) 
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ANXTOAATBEOARRIBRIN 


jet-set cinema star pamela tiffin pauses between overseas movies for an exclusive—and revealing—playboy pictorial 


ST ENDURING MYTHS in the mythmakers in each instance happens to be the exception that 


poradise of Hollywood hold that every star should be 
discovered by accident and that any girl who gets typecast 
as а scatterbrain is really an intellectucl. Pamela Tiffin 


proves that myths aren't always untrue. On a Thanksgiving 


trip to Hollywood in 1960, Pamela took a tour 
of the Paramount Studios with friends, was approached 


in the commissary by lieutenants of producer Hal Wallis and on two more films—Billy Wilder's One, Two, Three and 
that afternoon found herself reading for the role of Nellie 20% Century-Fox’ State Fair. And she got the Hollywood 


in Tennessee Willioms’ Summer and Smoke. She got the port, superbuild-up: “Pamela is the greatest film discovery 


of course, and within the year had finished work since Audrey Hepburn,” said Wilder. "She learns so quickly, 


1 can't understand why she isn’t on the Supreme Court bench." as For Those Who Think Young ond The Lively Set, 


None of her eight subsequent Americon films revealed she also appeared in The Hallelujah Trail with Burt Loncoster 
Pamelo's acknowledged broininess, though not all were and in Horper with Paul Newmon. Now 26, o veteron 


mindless: Besides such forgettoble beach-and-surf epics of art-history courses at Columbia and languoge courses of 


Berlitz—she's fluent in French, Italian and Pamela reluctantly bleached her brunette locks—but loved 


Sponish—Pamela has spent the past few years filming in the results: "Go blonde, gain weight and lose your 
Rome. For Kiss the Other Sheik, in which she became the first inhibitions,” she told her fons through a reparter soon 


American actress to play opposite Marcella Mastroianni, after the change. Herewith, then, the uninhibited Pamela 


SYNOPSIS: The little fat man was а 
born loser and, after his last disastrous 
venture in roulette, he took poison. in 
the night. Neal Forrester, who happened 
to be staying in the next hotel room in 
that Sicilian resort town, was left with 
the job of dealing with the police on 
behalf of Inger, the lovely and bewil- 
dered blonde companion the fat man 
had left behind. 

En route by car to Palermo on their 
way home to England and Norway, For 
rester and Inger were kidnaped by a sin- 
ister pair of Sicilian brothers and taken 
to a lonely mountain hut, where their 
uncle Saluatore was awaiting the broth- 
ers’ delivery of а rich couple named 
Russell, for whom they had been mis- 
taken. The ransom was to provide the 
5,000,000 lire needed to spring neph- 
ew Angelo from the local jail. For- 
rester and Inger were not only the wrong 
couple, they weren't rich, Salvatore 
soon discovered, however, that Forrester 
was an explosives expert. If you couldn't 
bribe Angclo's way out of jail, you could 
always spring him by blowing up the 
main gate, Salvatore figured. Forrester 
was oulvaged by this proposed use of his 
expertise; but, cooled off by Salvatore’s 
threats of the horrible things that could 
happen to Inger should he refuse, he 
finally agreed to instruct the gang in 
dynamiting. Under the eye of Marghe- 
nita, the jailed man's pretty wife, Forrester 
reconnoitered. He tested the stolen ex- 
plosives, prepared the fuse assembly and 
returned to the hut. 


INGER HAD TAKEN a candle into their 
room. Forrester went in alter her and 
shut the door. He sat on the side of the 
bed and began making up the 12 plaster 
gelatin charges, using one and a half 
slabs for each. Candlelight was good 


when the prison gates 
were blown, forrester had 
fulfilled his end of the bargain— 
but he still had no guarantee 
his kidnapers would keep theirs 


Conclusion of a Novel 
By FRANCIS CLIFFORD 


ANOTHER WAY OF 


but not for grafting fuse. 
Inger was lying dawn: the damp chill 
was rising again and soon she pulled the 
blanket across her legs, 


Outside the window, the pines stood 


motionless 
One of the men left the 
presently one came back—Lu 
of his stint; his accent was less marked 
than any of the others. A chair scraped, 
а boule clinked against glass, footsteps 
sounded about the room and the various 
voices mingled, clashed, bridged the si- 
lences оп their own. 

He heard Salvatore say, "Come, ra- 
ваза, you have worked enough, and 
tomorrow night you will need your 
strength. The last hours are always the 
longest"—and, as usual, there was that 
rare affection in his tone, a genuine con- 
cern, as if he knew from the past what 
it was to have been softened by a woman. 

Forrester slid his feet under the 
blanket, not tired so much as weakened. 
by everything the past two days had 
done to him. He lay with his hands be- 
hind his head, gazing at the mildewed 
ceiling in the dim yellow glow of the 
single candle, deliberately distracting 
self from the pathways in the shad- 
ows of his mind 

“The other day," Inge 
said you had been marries 

“That's right.” 

"Were you divorced: 

*She died in a car crash." 
1 am sorry. 


spoke, "you 


“Seven years аро, We were in Portu- 
gal" For E felt 
impelled to go on; even this was a dis- 


traction. “There was no other car—i 
wasn't that sort of accident. Diana w; 
driving and she misjudged her speed as 
we came into a corner. She braked and 
we skidded through the posts and over 


the top. Both of us were flung out as the 
car somersaulted. About fifty feet from 
the road, the hillside plunged s 
down—a sheer di 
after the first bo nd 1 thought for a 
moment Diana had gone with it—until 
she called, that is. All I could see were 
her head and arms; she was literally 
clinging to the edge of the cliff. E started 
down and got very near .. . very near. 
Bur there was a lot of loose stone and 
the edge kept crumbling away. 
Our fingers must have been within a 
foot of touching.” He broke off for a few 
seconds, then added: "She was an excel- 
lent driver normally. 

“You песа not hav 
said. "I didn't mean to- 

"It's all right.” 

He in't one of those who found it 
easy to unburden himself, to expose the 
secret places, the lost hopes, the shat- 
tered dreams. Only twice in his life had 
he been overwhelmed by the need to 
speak of what was buried in him, and 
both times he had just arrived home— 
once from Korea and once from Portu- 
once to an enthusiastic welcome, 
once to shocked commiserations. Home 
was the place where you went and they 
took you in; yet it was also where what 
he had tried to squecze out of himself 
never came when it mattered. Inside, 
he'd been crying for help—both times, 
desperate to let someone share every 
numbing gun-flash cameo of that rear- 
guard action, or how Diana's eyes had 
stared at him when her grip started to 
go and the slithering sound of the slid- 

ng shale as it swept her 
poral Dunbars scream, „зг! 
Jesus, my legs!” as the blood pumped 
onto the mud from the jagged stumps of 
his thighs. All that and more, more. 


е told me, 


Inger 


Sharing it would have helped, but each 141 
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attempt had been a failure. Instead, 
there was his father at the party and the 
rassing little speech, champagne 
ther on the telephone, 
ing his cronies ("Yes, Neal's home. 
In very good shape, thanks, none the 
worse for wear, from the look of him. 
his father alone with him and sayin 
The M. C/s a damned fine deco: 
Well done, Neal. I'm proud of you 
help there, no ability to pierce the stift- 


lipped barriers between them, neither 
then nor after Portugal and Diana's 
funeral, walking together between the 
pruned roses, their collars turned 
against the wind—“You did everything a 
man could, Neal. My God, you almost 


went, too. Now you've got to be practi 
cal and think of the future, only the fu- 
ture, "There's no other way. believe me.” 
t the table. There 
were fewer of th п him now; two, 
at least, had gone to the other rooms, 
and по one went on watch after Carlo. 
Salvatore had. muttered 
around nine o'clock. Some minutes car- 
lier, Forrester had heard a scratching 
sound at the door and guessed that they 
were being locked in. He accepted it 
without bothering to make swe; there 


were no options open to him and never 
really had been. 

"What kind of place is Peter 
borough?” 


Inger's face was profiled by the can- 
dle glow. He said lightly: “Do you hon- 
ему want to know, or are you just 
filling in time?’ 

Salvatore belched and shoved away 
his chair. The sliver of light under the 
door angled and vanished as he passed 
along the room. He must have bee 
lone, for as soon us he went, the soft 
g of the waterfall was the only 
d in the silence of the night 
Monday, Palermo," Forester 


splasl 
so 


“Tuesday or Wednesday, Oslo and Pete 
that, 


borough. Just think of 
све" 
She reached out 
if in gratitude. And all 
flooded him. And suddenly he was lost 
in the sensation of his mouth aud body 
inst hers, dumsily, painfully; it had 
been a long time. For a lew seconds, a 
them: then 
she pushed him away, partially releasing 
herself to twist round and extinguish the 
le on the floor beside the bed. The 
Ж swallowed them and the room van 
ished. “Neal,” she whispered. 

The skill of her lips and, fumbling, 


nothing 


the coolness of her breasts. A glimmer 
of starlight touched her spread ha 


guilty child when the rusty 
bedsprings creaked. And when the frenzy 
came, a tiny corner of Forrester's mind 
was prepared to stifle her cry. But there 
was only the smallest whimper from he 

Presently she curled away, and he lay 
on his back, the blood-red darkness beat- 


his br 


ing behind his closed eyes, 
wonderfully at а standstill. 

He was the first to go outside nes 
morning. Pinned to their door was a 
scrap of paper on which was scrawled in 
Capitals NON паугокваке. Angrily, he tore 
it away. 

When he came back from the falls a 
few minutes later, Margherita had the 
coffee on the table, The sketch of Mon- 
teliana was smudged by the passige of 
hands and the movement of elbows but 
remained perfectly distina. Forrester 
studied it; a few arrows pointed crypti- 
d clear of the north wall, Salv 
d placed a cross and ringed it 
but a worthwhile interpret 

le 
. friend? You sur 
Forrester looked up; Salvatore 
emerged. from the end room, buckling 
his belt. “How are the explosivo? We 
leave here lite afternoon." 

“TIL have them for you by noon. And 
this afternoon, I can give detailed 
struction to whichever one you m 
nate. 

One by опе, they all came into the 
big room as Salvatore downed the last 
of his coffee and began darkening the 
lines of the sketch with a new piece of 
charcoal, whistling tunelessly between 
his teeth. He continued like this for sev- 
eral minutes, sometimes glancing at one 
the other almost as if he were delib- 
tely provoking an opening question. 

Eventually. he succeeded; from the 
window, Giuseppe grumbled rebelliously: 
"When are we to be let into the secret?" 

alvatore said. "Sit down 
you. You, too, Mar- 
a. Each of you has à part to play. 
s you have never listened. be- 
And remember ——" 
"Who remains here?" Giuseppe ag; 
“Do you hope it will be you? Montel 
na will be no place for boys.” 
Giuseppe Mushed. "I would 
that from anyone else. 
Г." Salvatore. 


Tound, 
ж 


er 


fore. 


t take 


id casily. 


Luigi protested, 


nds spreading. 

“You мау, and that is final. 

Standing by the wall, Forrester was 
relieved: anyone but Giuseppe. 

Salvatore bent his shoulders over the 
outline on the table. "Everything will 
depend on timing—so I begin with the 
timing. At dusk, we leave and travel by 
the back roads. By five in the morning, 
all must be ready—and this is why, At 
five, the priest will be roused at his 
house; at half past, entrance will be 
made through the side gate.” He 
cated the small gate in the southwest 
er of the west wall. пег 
to six, Angelo will confess through the 
speaking hole in his cell door." 


taq 


Carlo broke in uneasily 


“Where is this 


leading?” 

nstead of the priest at the door, it 
will be one of us. Angelo will confess 
nothing, but he will learn everything." 
Salvatore stared at them, the pale cyes 
bloodshot. There was a long pause. “Are 
you suddenly saints? Are you all so 


anything. 
ll of you— 
n? You know 


You 1 expect not to liki 
Salvatore flared, “But liste 
how else can we warn 1 
about the letter Margherita delivered. It 
E ng the priest to say а Mass for 
your morher on the anniversary of her 
Angelo to be— 

not the anniversary.” 
You know it and Angelo 
Wasn't she his mother, too? 


s asl 


Monday 
“Esatto! 
knows it. 


waiting for something from us 
a hint. We promised him, remembei 
tore paused, looking across at M. 
gherita. More gently, he said: "Does 


it offend you, ragazza?" And when she 
ined from raising her eyes to him, 


n tapping his chest with both 
If there is a sin, it will be mine 
nd mine alone. I am dealing with the 
priest. T shall be wearing his clothes. He 
comes and goes without restraint and so 
1I. Te is still dark at that hour. The 
morning Mass is ter to seven, 
but there will be no Mass. Other things 
will have happened before Angelo is es- 
corted to the chapel.” He paused. "Very 
well Now we come to the bulldozer. 
That surprises you, ch? The driver en- 
ters the service gate a little before sev- 
en; but tomorrow moming, Giuseppe 
will be inside before him. Giuseppe, you 
will come through the priest’s gate with 
me and wait in the chapel enclosure- 
Salvatore pinpointed the place with a 
blackened fingernail. “At six-thitty, you 
climb. the l and start the 
bulldoze: 
‘And—" Giuseppe prompted. 


nclosure w; 


"You don't like it, do you? Your face 
is as good as a second tongue.” 
Giuseppe. Luigi, Salvatore. That 


meant Carlo would place and detonate 
the charges: not an encou 

"уоште the mechanic," Salvatore said. 
“That is why 1 chose you for this. You 
are the onc to get the bulldozer worki 


have seen it when looking into Monteli- 
ana from the cliff. You will hook it to 
the bars of Angelo's cell and rip them 
e watched grilles removed 
during clearance work in Agrigento and 
they come away like dead wood from a 
tree.” 

"Grilles, maybe. 
These ba will be no different. 
Within two minutes of starting the 

(continued on page 115) 


NO PARTICULAR REASON. I have late- 
(e been thinking of the female elbow. 
Perhaps I have been thi 
elbow out of perverseness. By this I do 
not mean that I am perverted or that I 
have an elbow fetish or anything of the 
sort. It is merely that so few have given 
ny thought to the elbow that it seems 
high time to give this important part of 
the body its due. 

The female breast has been widely 
photographed and highly praised. Some- 
times, indeed, it has been highly photo- 
pr: d. Аг any rate, 
both height and breadth have entered 
The female leg. too. has been 


king of the 


would | 
the elbow rema 
ignored. 

One reason may be that the female 
elbow is so much like the male elbow. It 
is not so diflerent, for instance, as the 
malc chest and the female breast, no 
matter how you look 
little softer and, when т 


ve been used also.) But 
s unsung and largely 


pletely overlooked the elbow. So. also, 
have Albert Ellis, Havelock Ellis and 
Krafft-Ebing. If there is anything dirty 
about the elbow, I am sorry to say, it ca 
usually be washed off. 
Discouraging as this is, the female 
elbow is with us to stay. It is part of the 
whole package. You can't take it or 
ou have to take it. Perhaps 1 
am especially mindful of the elbow be- 
cause the German word [or elbow is 
Ellbogen or, 
gen. What 
] knew a girl in high school whose name 
сп Bogen. М anyone were to have 
naive elbows, comparable with a 
inch bust, it should have been Ellen. 
Her elbows ought to have been especial- 
ly large or firm or well shaped or some- 
th But as I think back on it, or 
them, they were just ordinary elbows; 


LOOKING OVER 
THE 
OVERLOOKED 
ELBOW 


humor. 

BY RICHARD ARMOUR 
for cons man has rejoiced at a 
well-turned leg, a saucy derrière, 
a full-bloomed, proud bosom— 
the time has come to savor 
a sadly neglected corner of 
the female anatomy! 


ned to look at 


and if any of the boys tu 


their eye. I w: 
and looked, 
peculiar but attractive wiggle a 
walked; and by the time I had finished 
looking at this, she was too far away for 
me to notice anything special about her 
elbows. 

If anyone who reads this is named 
Ellen Bogen, she should not feel unduly 


self-conscious. After an clbow in 
French is un coude: and though 1 have 
never known anyone named Un Coude, 


or Anne Coude, the word has a salacious 
sound. Of cou t takes а little of the 
thrill out of it when you realize thc 
word is masculine. This means, I sup- 
pose, that Frenchwomen have male cl- 
bows, which is a somewhat unsettling 
thought to anyone who had thought of 
Frenchwomen as being especially femi- 
nine. On the other hand, this shows how 
dangerous it is ever to say of some 
luscious creature, “She is every inch a 
woman.” Remember those elbows, at 
least when you are in France. 


ILLUSTRATION BY ROY MOODY: 


Elbows, in case you have never mo- 
ticed, are much like knees, except that 
they work backward. That is, they bend 
in the opposite d . If you are 
despondent about something, just think 
how much worse a fix you would be in 
if your knees bent the way your elbows 
did and your elbows bent the 
knees did. Walking woukl be difficult. 
though you would be able to scratch 
your stomach with your toes, should you 
wish to. Shaving oneself would be almost 
impossible, and this would be a boon to 
business in barbershops, though a barber 
would have to d with his b to the 
client in the cl d shave him while 
looking into a Tor. 

Elbows and knees have one thing in 
common: They are both joints. It w; 
y Astor. I believe, who once said, 
t to а hamburgerstand, a woman's 
knee is the ugliest joint in the world." 
But this is the opinion of a woman, or a 
lady. Actually, the fen сє is some- 
thing the normal man, and perhaps 
even the abnormal an gaze upon 
with pleasure. Women know this, and 
that is why they keep rà 


of now-yousscc-ita a 
The female knee is attractive in itself. 
being smooth, sometimes dimpled and 
pleasing not only to the eye but to the 


touch. The knee is also p. be- 
cause when you get as far as the knee, 
you think vou beginning to get 


somewhere. W er Lady Astor may 
have thought, Lord Astor probably had 
other ideas. Indeed, it may have been 
because of Lady Astor that he never said. 
publicly what might have made an even. 
more interesting. quotation. than his 
wife's. 

But what of the knee's fellow joint, 
the elbow? The elbow is, after all, high- 
cr placed than the knee and perhaps has 
been unduly demeaned. Though I must 
confess that my inspection of the female 
elbow has had little or no effect on my 
libido, I think a few good words can be 
said for this 
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GIRLS" LEATHER OUTFITS BY (L TO Я) MALLORY, PIERRE CARDIN FOR BONWIT TELLER ANO PHILIP SILLS. LEATHER SCULPTURES BY KALINOWSKI FROM LEFEBRE GALLERY. 


LEATHERS 
NEW LOOK 


the latest sartorial 
skin game—elegantly 
tailored hide- 
and-sleck trappings 


attire BY ROBERTL. GREEN 


Within the past year, ac- 
knowledgment of leather 
as a fashionable male 
trapping has inspired а 
plenitude of sophisticoted 
new wearables. Smartly tai- 
lored adaptations of classic 
trench- and greatcoats in 
calfskin have the urban 
scene snugly wrcpped up, 
while supple kid-leather 
suits and sporls jackets are 
being warmly received by 
elegantly togged indoor 
spartsmen. Here, our artful 
gallerygoers stand ready 
for leather weather—ofter 
having wisely added slick 
new items to their word- 
robes. From left to right: 
lad favors an imported 
French calfskin double- 
breasted jacket with hock- 
ing pockets, by De Noyer, 
$225. Tall chap in turtleneck 
stonds out in an import- 
ed antiqued-glove-leather 
double-breasted greatcoat 
with a fox fur collar and a 
deep center vent, by Evra- 
philia, $275. The next pol- 
ished gentleman. prefers a 
grained kid-leather double- 
breasted shoped suit with 
wide lapels, deep center 
vent and flared legs, by 
Ericson of Sweden, $195. 
Our end man also sports a 
stylish hide; hes donned 
а soft glove-leather double- 
breasted coat with notched 
lapels, а half belt and а 
yoke Боск, by Pierre Cor- 
din for Bonwit Teller, $375. 
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“Cranston, it’s time we faced facts about Inez. 
Nobody, but nobody, makes two hundred dollars a night 
selling cosmetics door to door.” 


a story from the Turkish 


the meek wolf among the savage lambs 


IN THE REIGN of our Sultan Abdul Hamid, 
it suddenly became very fashionable 
among the infidels to visit our glorious 
capital. Overnight, great trains, real cara- 
vansaries on wheels, with bedrooms, bath- 
rooms and restaurants installed in their 
lroad carriages, seemed to have unload- 
ed, on the platforms of Sirkeji station, 
the oddest assortment of monocled and 
side-whiskered gentlemen accompanied by 
their unveiled women, who wore dead 
birds on their heads and had the voices 
of petulant screech owls. All of them 
were intent, with an indecent curiosity, 
on violating what they believed to be the 
mysteries of our enigmatic Orient. 

Тһе news of this still relatively peace- 
ful invasion soon penetrated the harems 
of the more elegant yalis, or w 
villas, inhabited by the great Ottoman 
families. along the shores of the Bosporus. 
In the absence of their husbands, most 
of whom now played poker all day in the 
halls of the Pera Palace Hotel in the 
Beyoglu quarter of Istanbul, these idle 
ladies of our harems began to organize 
tea parties, known in French as "le five- 
o'clock," at which they entertained, with 
such outlandish delicacies as ham sand- 
wiches, foreign ladics who wore mon- 
strous artificial bottoms that could fool 
the eye of no reasonable man. Recruited 
by tourist agencies that promised to ar- 
range that they be admitted 10 the most 
inaccessible of our harems, these impu- 
dent unveiled creatures paid substantial 
fees, shared by the touts of the tourist in- 
dustry with their equally impudent host- 
esses, for the privilege of then swapping 
dothes all alternoon with Turkish ladies, 
who were just as fascinated when they 
preened themselves in front of а mirror 
as they tried on a Paris hat or a Viennese 
corset brutal as the assorted foreign visi- 
tors were when they discarded their 
lorgnettes and feather boas for veils or 
their artificial bottoms for harem robes. 

Up to a point, all this was still inno- 
cent fun, though it heralded worse to 
come—I mean the excesses of the present 
age, when a Turkish gentleman who re 
sponds to his country's call and presents 
himself for a medical examination before 
joining the armed forces may suddenly 
find himself fully undressed in the pres- 
ence of a bevy of shameless women, who 
daim to have medical degrees from for- 
cign universities with unpronounceable 
names, while male film stars run around 
our streets heavily veiled, to protect their 
insured complexions from the rays of our 
relatively mild sun. 

Be th may, it came one day to 
pass, in those innocent days of the reign 
of Sultan Abdul Hamid, tha French 
poet reached Istanbul with an assignment, 
from the editors of La Vie Parisienne, to 
enter one of our harems under false pre- 
tenses in order to reveal to ribald 
siam readers the secrets of our modest 
family life. Sacrificing his waxed mustache 
and goatee to the cause of what is now 
known the free flow of information 
this poet dolled himself up, in his Pera 
Palace Hotel apartment, as a rather 
athleticlooking English lady, all tweeds 
and tobacco-stained finger tips, and then 


arranged, through the touts who swarm 
around the entrance of the Thomas Cook 
and Son travel service, to be included 
in one of their organized tea parties, 
together with a Muscovite princess, two 
wives of Jewish bankers from Berlin, the 
late Mrs. Potter Palmer from Chicago, a 
French cocotte who was traveling as the 
Comtesse de Mirabelle with a drunken 
American millionaire from the Barbary 
coast, wherever that may be, and a tight- 
lipped English suffragette who already 
planned to distribute leaflets, specially 
printed in Turkish, among her unfortu- 
nate sisters, her ignominiously secluded 
hostesses. 

The French cocotte, 


e many ladies 


of her profession in that culturally en- 
lightened age, happened to be quite a 
patroness of the arts and of letters, a 


ћ 


end of Pierre Loti and others of his 
ind. She recognized our distinguished 
rench poet, in spite of his hairless chin 
and upper lip and odd disguise, at the 
first glance. But she was a woman of 
some wit, endowed with a curious mind, 
and decided to say nothing and to wait 
and see. 

So it came to pass that our party of 
ladies proceeded, in an assortment of 
arabas, victorias, barouches, landaus and 
other carriages, all the way from the Pera 
Palace Hotel to a yali, situated on the 


Ribald Classic 


shores of the Bosporus just beyond the 
Jewish suburb of Ortakóy, where they 
were all expected that day by one of the 
more conservative harems of our Ouo- 
man aristocracy. The ladies of this very 
proper household had, indeed, decided 
but recently, under the pressure of their 
lord and master’s gambling debts, to vio- 
late their cherished privacy by entertain- 
ing, for a considerable fee, only the most 
carefully selected groups of foreign 
women. 

Tt was a warm day and the drive was 
longer than our poet had expected, The 
carriage where he sat was crowded and 
he was ill at ease in the tight corset to 
which he was quite unaccustomed. When 
the party reached the yali of its hostesses, 
he was dy suffering from brief dizzy 
atmosphere of the party 
became more relaxed, informal and inti. 
mate, the ladies began to exchange 
clothes with delighted squeals, Terrified 
of being unmasked, our poet sat bolt up- 
right on a divan, the beads of cold sw: 
trickling down his face and smearing his 
carefully contrived make-up. The Com- 
tesse de Mirabelle watched him with 
malicious glee. Suddenly, he swooned. 

When he came to the next day, he was 
surprised by the obsolete pitch of his own 
voice that rang in his ears like a memory 
of his almost forgotren and innocent boy- 
hood. With a shock, he realized that he 
was already an integrated inmate of this 
harem into which he had been unwise 
enough to venture. His hostesses, he then 
learned, had kindly rushed to his rescue, 
when they saw him swoon, and promptly 
unlaced his corset. To their horror, they 
had then discovered that a man was in 
their midst. Only one thing could now 
be done to save their honor. The chief 
eunuch had been hastily summoned and 
instructed to make our poet immediately 

ple as a harem guest. 

he finally recovered from his 
n, a few weeks later, our poet 
was entrusted, as a kind of French made- 
moiselle, with the education of the young 
girls of the harem, teaching them to 
recite par coeur the pocms of Lamartine 
and of Eugene Manuel. To his editor at 
La Vie Parisienne, he explained, in a 
somewhat evasive letter, that he had 
fallen in love with the Turkish way of 
life and would probably never return to 
his old haunts on the Paris boulevards. 

Far from ever violating, for ribald 
French readers, the secrets of our myster- 
ious Orient, he remained content, in the 
ensuing years, with writing every once in 
awh book describing Turkish fam 
life in the most glowing but decorous 
terms. Several such manuscripts went the. 
rounds of the Paris publishing houses 
before one could be found with enough 
courage to risk publishing such unusually 
decent accounts of the secluded life of 
our harems. Unfortunately, our росе died 
relatively young, but his works are now 
cherished in France as veritable classics 
of a rare kind of exoticism that concen- 
trates on the virtues rather than the vices 
of an alien civilization. 

—Adapted by 


омау4 Roditi ED 147 


~ 


РЕАУ_ 


148 


ANOTHER WAY continued fron page 142) 


bulldozer, Angelo will be out of his cell. 
You will have at least that amount of 
time before anyone raises the alarm; you 
re hidden from the reception block and 
the inner guard on the ate and по 
one will immediately question the bull- 
dozers going into action half an hour 
early.” 

This had all the makings of a sham- 
bles, one gamble precariously balancing 
another: it was a house of cards of a 
plan. 
Then Angelo rides with you across 
here." Salvatore traced а confident. line 
from the punishment block. "When you 
are halfway to the gates. the dynamite 
wil be se off and vou can crash 
through. what remains of them." 

“The wall at Monteliana is as high as 
three men.” Carlo protested. "If I am to 
blow the gates. how will 1 know exactly 
where the bulldozer is?” 

Salvatore shook his head. Su 
ening. he said: “You will be on top of 
the diff The sun will have risen and 
you will flash a hand mirror when the 
bulldozer is hallway to the gates. That 
s your job. Carlo, that and по more.” 
He looked at Forre ‘Our friend will 
be outside the walls, wailing for your 


You are the expert, you see,” Forres- 
ter heard Salvatore saying. “The special- 
t. We are all incompetents. not to he 
relied upon—vou have made that very 
plain. I am being wise and acting on 
ar advice.” 
Forrester’s voice shook 
no advice. 

“It was implied. You stu 
dillicultics, the technicaliti 

“I can still teach someone precisely 
what to do. In an hour. In detail. The 
assembly will have been made ready, 
everything. prepared." 
We have risks enough without tak- 
ing on anothe 

"E am a risk.” Desper 
stepped. forward. "You've gone back on 
your word. You said vou would have no 
crest in us after а certain stage. I've 
id enough." He could feel their eyes 
m. "Ho pagato abbastanza.” With 
age of the deceived, he bawled at 
ore: “L won't do more. 

"Bur you will. 1 have already warned 
you of the consequences." 

“Warn away—ind be damned. Two 
can play at this game.” He turned, un- 
ware that Inger had come out of their 
room. cannoning into her. He caught 
her by the elbow. meaning to recat 
with her, lock themselves in, find safety 
of a sort—-God knows. His mind was 
spinning. 
What's happening? 
цей. Giuseppe blocked the way, his flick 
knife like an extension of his right hand. 
"Lasciami passare," Forrester gritted. 
Without warning, Salvatore gripped 


gave you 


seed the 


him from behind, one arm round his 
throat; he must have moved like a cat. 
Inger let out a cry as Forrester was 
snatched from ће 
e more than 
une, amico. Ў 
аке her outside, 
Forrester. shouted. 

“Outside,” Salvatore com led. 
“Who cares?" Giuseppe prodded the 
knife into the small of Inger's back. 

"Neal. Oh, God, Neal!" She was wide- 
eyed as she passed Forrester. 

Stop id” he appealed to Salvatore. 
“Call him off. Call him off, d'you hea 
You understand now?” The gri 


two. 


—to Gi 


tell you this is not a game?" 

Coughing, Forrester leaned ар; 
the wall. atcring eyes, he saw 
Inger come like a blur 
and he took her in h 
belonged to him. 

“You understand now?” Salvatore re- 
peated. 

No one was moving. Forrester 
bitterly to Margherita: “Is this what you 
lit your candles for?” Then to Inger 
It's all right. It won't happen again, I'm 
ig to do as they say." 

s trembling. 

“Blow the gates for them.” He wasn't 
able to decipher what was in her look. 
Reliel, was it Nothing more? A part of 
him wanted more. “At first 1 refused. It 
was never part of the deal. They lied to 
m 


ross the room. 
ns as if she 


said. 


Or 
and ther 


had he deceived himself? There 
he couldn't make sense of his 
thoughts. АП he knew for sure was that 
he would never forget this place, this 
lousy room. the dark cynical faces of 
these people and what they had brought 
him to: and he feared what he might be 
brought to yet. 


Forrester gazed at the outline of the 
lockup in a state of dismay. Technical 


know-how was not enough. In his 
nd’s eye, he could picture the gates 
and the culvert and the distance be 


tween and the patrolling gu 
going 10 be dangerously 
need of all the luck there w 


luck ran out for any single one of them, 
it would run out for him, too. All he 
could visualize was disaster. 
Alterward," he asked Salvatore wood- 
enly, “where do 1 pick you up?” 
“Ас 


fork 
me 
came through 
Margherita——" 
Forrester echoed her name in aston- 
ishment. 
“You s 


outside the 
Giuseppe and 
the gate, you 


the 
and 


town— 
Angelo 
and 


il the dynamite would need 
two pairs of hands. She will be your 
отет pair" Salvatore measured him 
with his bloodshot stare. “It is her wish. 


She won't fail you, if that is what you're 
thinking. She is not that kind. 


Twice more they covered the details. 


leaning over the table. pointing, gesticu- 
m guing nervously. Only Marghe 


rita took no part. And Forrester soon 
left them: he knew enough. With a kind 
of heartbreak, he went into the small 
room and set to work on finishing the 
fuse assembly. 

The girl's coming with us; 
Inger. "But it could have been worse. 
Luigi stays with you. At least he's got 
little English." Dapper, pigeon-tocd Lui 
gi. almost а boy still, the least dangerous 
of them all. "It won't be so bad." 

"The fuses were already cut to length. 
hega he detonators to 
branch le Somehow, moth 
seemed quite real aguin, He м: 
removed from the sharp end of danger, 

npracticed. unprepared. In a way that 
he couldirt explain, he wanted Inger to 
him; and as he bound the first 
leads to the main stem of instantaneous 


he told 


the 


fuse. he wondered whether she really 
understood the situation. She seemed. 
withdrawn, calmer again but remote, 


very quiet ais she watched him, as if she 
couldn't vet grapple with the turn of 
events. And he wondered for a moment 
whether she had watched Nolan spin 
himself to ruin with the same lack of 
awareness, Yet she had been warm and 
fierce and generous when she gave her- 
self; did she kuow по other way? 

"It goes on and on.” Inger said, the 
curious accent suggesting blame. "And 
every rime, they ask more.” 

Forrester's retort was sharper than һе 
realized. “Theyre warped and bitter 
ad empty-handed, but they've got what 
they want out of u 

“If the raid fa 
raid failed. 
ou шизиг talk that way." Vicious 
ly. he snapped off some binding tape. 
“Tl be here by nine tomorrow mori 
Somehow, 111 make i 
You wouldn't be interested in 
terward.” 
owre wrong.” he said. “You don 
know how wrong you are. More than 
nything else, 1 want time in Palermo 
with vou when this is finished. 

He bent over the snaking assembly of 
fuses, trying to give all of his mind to it 
The world beyond here was a different 
place; he could cope with its demands 
nothing there would be as extreme 
this. But he could see a continuing need 
for her when they were safe again and 


now 
"They told you 


f the 


me 


his present strained version of himseli 
could be shed like a second skin. A 
longing like an ache mingled with the 


raw, prickling anxiety over what lay 
between and had to be accomplished 
first. 


He had the assembly finished by 11 
(continued on page 167) 


ON HIS WAY TO EPLEY'S BIKE SHOP CHARLEY MEETS A GIRL WITH TWELVE DOGS 


lying there in only her miniskirt and 
calf-high moccasins, she asks him: 
‘ “will you sort of dump those puppies 
fiction BY JAMES D. HOUSTON all over my chest and stomach?” 


TEN O'CLOCK ON A SATURDAY MORNING and here comes Charley in his big VW bus, red white and 
blue like a mail truck. He's crossing town to a bike shop to have his gear cable fixed, exhilarated 
by the brand-new feel of this day, thinking how rain has rinsed it clean and vaguely watching the 
road for hitchhikers. He likes to pick up hitchhikers on such a day. Неа like to pick up a 
high school girl. He sees so many on the roads now, wrinkled boots, ranch coats, straight long hair. 
Something about the long hair gets him, some flash of recklessness. He'd like to flirt a little, seduce 
one, maybe, if he could figure out a way. He stretches to sce his face in the rearview, pushes back his 
forelock. Charley is 31; his wife and two kids are out of town for the weekend. His bus is equipped 
for random outings, mattress in back, tin skillet, kerosene stove and, at the moment, one bicyde 
with cable wires dangling. As he rounds a corner ten blocks from home, he sees the girl he might 
be looking for sitting on a curb. 

She hovers over a box full of puppies, arranging them and reaching out to stroke the hair of 
a white, black-spotted Dalmatian mother. As Charley passes, the girl extends one pale and leisurely 
thumb, without looking up. This in itself attracts him. He stops. The Dalmatian climbs in back 
onto the mattress, among spokes and handle bars; the box of puppies is squirming on the seat 
between Charley and the girl. 

She's around 17, maybe 16, wears calf-high moccasins and а skirt (continued on page 187) цз 


: Soul 
Satis£ying 
«from the slave quarters 
of the old south to 
today's dinner tables 

all over america, 
arewarding array of 
simple yet savory dishes 


food By THOMAS MARIO унг cooxisc in some of the poshest kitchens 
across this land? Soul food. More and more gourmet chefs arè doing it gustatori- 
ally with ribs, black-eyed peas, collards and spoon bread—and the reaction of 
first-time delvers into soul cuisine is usually total delight. Once denigratéd as little 
more than sustenance for the poor, soul food is coming into its own, and justly so: 
its imaginative variety and hearty robustness appeal to all except the most con-- 
firmed calorie counter. The dishes that today fall under the soul umbrella (trying 


Negro cooks who, after frying fish, would make small 
corn-meal fritters. They would then throw some of them 
to the hungry hounds begging around the frying kettle, 
to keep them from baying. Thus—hush puppies. 

It's been argued that soul food is really Southern 
food and should not be ascribed to one race; but inas- 
much as most of the cooks in the pre-Civil War South 
were Negro, the point is almost academic. Back in those 
days, the “good and proper" slave was one who obeyed 
but didn't think. One of the few places on the estate 
where slaves were allowed to kindle their imaginations 
was the kitchen of the great house. There, an ingenious 
and improvisational spray of hot African pepper or 
ground thyme or Indian sassafras leaves would trans- 
form a nondescript gumbo into the most luscious of 
seafood stews. When the mammy in the kitchen decided 
to lay on the sugar in the sweet-potato pie, the mistress, 
who probably never cooked a whole meal in her life, 
wouldn't dream of crossing the таптуз path. 

Nowhere was the black man’s culinary ingenuity 
more apparent than in his ability to transcend the basic 
foodstuffs with which he had to work. Chitterlings, 
almost always called by their colloquial sobriquet, chit- 
lins, make an excellent case in point. The intestines of 
the swine, chitlins rarely found their way to the master’s 
table, even though the English at one time considered 
them a delicacy. (Thomas Hardy wrote of the “tender 
links of chitterling” served at an English wedding 
party.) But in America, it remained the lot of the black 
man to give the dish its proper due. He spent endless 
hours scrubbing, scalding and scraping, to get chitlins 
ready for the pot. Nowadays, most of the time-consum- 
ing effort can be bypassed by finding a pork specialty 
shop that can supply chitlins that have already been 
cleaned and scraped and are ready for boiling. They 
should then be simmered for about two hours in salted 
water, flavored with onion, thyme, vinegar and hot 
pepper. Once this step is out of the way, the chitlins 
are split, cut into small pieces, dipped into a fritter 
batter and deep fried. The crisp, lightly fried morsels 
that emerge from the kettle will quickly overcome any 
preconceived notions about the inelegant status of chit- 
lins. Other staples have come in for upgrading in recent 
years. The once lowly grits are now grist for the party 
table. Spoon bread has become a delectable corn-meal 
зошће, rich with eggs, to be eaten with mountainous 
applications of fresh butter. 

There's a distinctive soul approach to commonplace 
dishes. Chicken can be fried innumerable ways, but 
if it's done soul style, it will have been dipped in flour 
—with almost indecipherable flavors of paprika, cin- 
namon, pepper, salt and sugar—fried in transparent 
fat two fingers high and taken off the fire only at the 
moment of tender truth. 

Soul fare features its own particular set of gustatory 
ground rules. The best of the country hams, the Smith- 
field from Virginia, should be served either ice cold, 
sliced paper thin, or warm, combined with the mildest 
of fresh cream sauces, to balance the intense saltiness 


152 of the meat. Light biscuits should never be eaten later 


than ten minutes after they've been snatched from the 
oven. As with biscuits, spoon bread should be taken 
to the table posthaste. To delay in the serving of this 
feathery deification of the corn god is to court disaster. 
And speaking of corn meal, soul cooks prefer the white 
variety over yellow meal. The best corn meal is known 
as “stone ground,” an old process that results in a fluffy 
meal, less refined than the yellow kind but rich with 
the sharply etched country flavor of dried corn. 
Bachelors who need fresh crab meat but who haven't 
the time to cook them and extract the meat should buy 
freshly cooked iced crab lump in screw-top cans—not 
the hermetically sealed cans. Ask for the grade called 
deluxe, which means big lumps; the smaller flakes аге 
usually commingled with countless pieces of crab shell. 
Any chef who's captain of his soul food must know 
his spices and face the rewarding fire of cayenne and 
"Tabasco sauce. Unused gumbo filé will not languish on 
his shelf for years. Pepper will be freshly ground, nut- 
meg freshly grated. Whenever possible, fresh rather than 
dried tarragon, chives and parsley will be procured. 
Since all dried herbs and leat spices begin to lose their 
bloom the first time the stopper bottle is unstopped, 
one should go through his spice shelf and promptly dis- 
card those spices that have lost their pungency. Finally, 
soul cooks must learn how to work quickly, as in frying. 
hush puppies, but also must have the patience to pro- 
ceed at a deliberate pace when slow cooking is the success 
secret of dishes such as gumbo or barbecued spareribs. 
The following recipes are designed for six hungry 


soul seekers. 
SEAFOOD GUMBO 


2 dozen large oysters, freshly shucked 

1 Ib. deluxe fresh crab lump 

1 Ib. medium-size shrimps 

% cup shortening 

1 cup onion, small dice 

% cup celery, small dice 

Y, cup green pepper, small dice 

V, cup sweet red pepper, small dice 

2 large bay leaves, chopped fine 

% teaspoon leaf thyme 

14 cup finely minced fresh parsley 

14 cup flour 

Ту quarts chicken broth, fresh or canned 

1-Ib. can tomatoes 

1 cup long-grain rice 

Salt 

% teaspoon freshly ground black pepper 

3% teaspoon Tabasco sauce 

% teaspoon curry powder 

2 teaspoons gumbo filé 

Examine crab meat very carefully, lump by lump, 
and remove any pieces of shell or cartilage. Store in 
refrigerator. Place shrimps in a saucepan with 1 quart 
cold water and 1⁄4 teaspoon salt. Bring water to a boil; 
turn off flame and let shrimps remain in water 5 min- 
utes, Drain shrimps, reserving liquid. Peel shrimps and 
return shells to cooking liquid. Store shrimps in refriger- 
ator. Simmer liquid and shells (continued on page 196) 
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“See here, Carstairs—il’s my turn to give her a shot!” 
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JAZZ & POP '69 


While rock sounds were made mani- 
fest frequently on television throughout 
network 


the year—via guest shots on 
programs and the growing number of 
local music shows—there was still no 


major, regular, prime-time forum devot- 
ed entirely to the scope of the new 
sounds. There were a number of spe. 
ls. among 

and 


them Soul (with Lou 
Rawls Martha & the Vandellas), 
which w so intended as a pilot Гог 
a possible NBC series. Also slotted were 
Arctha's World of Soul on NBG and а 
Motown collage starring Diana Ross and 
the Supremes along with The Tempt 
tions. On the jazz front. National Educa- 
tional Television showed four one-hour 
programs shot at the 1967 Montercy 
tival, in addition to four new seg- 
ments in Ralph Gleason's Jazz Casual 
The mos deeply affecting jazz 
television program of the year was a 
hastily assembled threnody for Robert F. 
Kennedy on New York's WCBS-TV the 
day after his funeral. For two and а half 
hours, with Father Norman O'Connor 
introducing the artists, and readings 
from poems, novels and plays. A Con- 
temporary Memorial comprised. among 
others, Duke Ellington, Woody Herman, 
the Thad Jones-Mel Lewis Orchestra, 
Joe Williams, Bill Evans, the Modern 
Jazz Quartet and. Horace Silver. 


(continued from page 130) 


y list of musicians during 
the year included guitarist and new 
Playboy Hall of Fame member Wes 
Montgomery; composerleader Johnny 
Richards; pianists Luckey Roberts, Hank 
Duncan and Cy Walter; drummer George 
Werning; trumpeters Ziggy Elman and 
Dick Кепдеђихћ; alto saxophonist 
Hilton Jefferson; clarinetist Bill Steg- 
meyer; trombonists Earl Swope and Cutty 
Cutshall: singer-harmonica player Mari- 
on “Little Walter" Jacobs; entertainer- 
songwriter “Lite” Willie John; Ernest 
“Pop” Stoneman, a patriarch of coun 
try music: bandleader Willard Robison: 
and, in New Orleans, ban! 


The obitu: 


mond Souchon IL, a jazz enthusiast, 
string player and vocalist. 

In the churches, not only prz 
the dead were heard but also increasing- 
ly the lifeatirming sounds of contempo- 
y music. For many Sundays, the most 
crowded church service in Rome was the 
“beat Mass" at a seminary close to the 
Vatican. There, teenage boys accompa- 
nied the Mass with electric guitars, 
drums and organ. In this country, jazz 
and rock resounded in churches [rom 
Greenwich Village to El Cajon, Califor- 
nia, where, in April, a Roman Catholic 
priest celebrated a Mass in a Protestant 
church to the beat of electric guitars 


rs for 


and drums—a fusing of musical and 
nicism. And Dave Brubeck 
completed what he considers his most 
important work so far, a religious orato- 
rio, The Light in the Wilderness, After 
its world premiere in Cincinnati in 
y S. Humphreys, music crit- 
ic of the Cincinnali Enquirer, called the 
Brubeck composition ^a very brilliant 
highlight of modern mans earnest 
search for an answer to the riddle of a 
20th Century torn asunder by two world 
wars. . 

On the sccular scene, the Beatles, hav- 
ing lost spir touch with Maharishi 
Mahesh Yogi, established their own 
kingdom on earth, Apple Corps, Ltd., 
world 
visions for films, electronics, merchandis- 
ing and music. The music principality 
includes recordings, music publishing, 
the management of artists and recording 


religious есип 


lc group of companies with di 


studios. In process was а London studio 
intended to be the most comprehensive- 
ly modern in the world. In the first 
batch of Apple Corps record releases in 
August was a hit, Mary Hopkin's Those 
Were the Days. Toward the end of the 
year, other releases included a double LP. 
by the Beatles themselves, George Har- 
rison's film score for Wonderwall, and 
the first album by the Modem Jazz 
Quartet in its new affiliation with the 
Beatles’ empire. 

The setting up of that empire did not 


appear to have changed the Beatles" 
impatience with the ordinary and the 
predictable. Having cstablished, for in- 
stance, an Apple Boutique in London, 
the Beatles closed it down after seven 
months. Paul McCartney explained: 
he shop was to have been a beautiful 
place where you could buy beautiful 
things, but it was in danger of becoming 
an ordinary chain store.” And instead of 
holding a closing sale, the Beatles simply 
gave away all the beautiful things left in 
stock. “We didn’t want people to 
think" McCartney added, “we had be- 
come mercenary.” Also im character, the 
Beatles turned down a Command Per- 
formance belore Queen Elizabeth in 
April. The reason: ‘They were not yet 
ready to appear again in live perform- 
ance; and, said Ringo, "It's better to say 
то to all than yes to one and no to 99 
others." 

Among the Beatles’ recent ventures 
was a feature-length animated cartoon, 
Yellow Submarine, which, along with 
their movie A Magical Mystery Tour, 
was released in the United States late 
in the year. A play by John Lennon, 
In His Own Write, was staged in London 
by the National Theater. He also ap- 
peared in a movie made by his close 
friend Yoko Ono, in which he simply 
smiles for 90 minutes. But although a 
magnate and an artist, John Lennon 


was not entirely immune to the sudden 
reverses that afflict other mortals. In 
October, he and Miss Ono were busted 
in London on charges of possessing 
marijuana. 

While the Beatles forged ahead in 
many directions, there was also con- 
tinuous expansion and experimentation 
elsewhere. As many of the lines between 
jazz and rock blurred, so did those be- 
tween rock and classical music The 
Who, for instance, announced plans to 
perform and record a rock'n'roll opera; 
and in October, at New York's Phil- 
harmonic Hall, Leonard Bernstein соп. 
ducted the premiere performance of 
Lucano Berio’s Sinfonia, which con- 
tained electronic music and the Swingle 
Singers as vocalists. Avantgarde classi- 
cal composer Earle Brown prepared to 
do a piece in London with the rock 
group the Soft Machine; and, along 
with Brown, many other composers be- 
gan to investigate rock and free-form 
jazz during the year. Harold Schonberg, 
chief music critic for The New York 
Times, prophesied the eventual result 
of what Brown calls interpenetrating 
exchanges: “The new generation of com- 
posers is taking some elements of the 
serial school, some elements of the Cage 
group, some elements of traditional music 
...a great dollop of electronic music, 
huge washes of jazz, and [is] blending 


them into something that quite literally 
is a new entertainment form.” 

And the interpenetrating exchanges 
between jazz and rock themselves were 
intensified during the year. The vintage 
jazz concept of a jam session combining 
stars of different groups took оп a rock 
cast in Al Kooper's album Super Session, 
in which he was joined by blues guitar- 
ist Mike Bloomfield and rock-a-billy gui- 
tarist Steve Stills, a key member of the 
now-disbanded Buffalo Springfield. Re 
sponding to the added spontaneity 
afforded by the date, other rock per- 
formers have set up future “superses- 
sions." And within such rock groups as 
the Grateful Dead, the Jefferson Air- 
plane, the Cream and Steppenwolf, 
there were increasingly extended blues- 
based solos that would be called jazz i 
present categories could be transcended. 
And the signs are that barriers are com- 
ing down. In the fall, tenor saxophonist 
Albert Ayler recorded with an electri- 
fied rock rhythm section (as Steve Mar- 
cus, a Woody Herman and Stan Kenton 
alumnus, had done before); and a grow- 
ing number of jazzinflected horns were 
appearing in rock groups. As Mick 
Jagger, of the Rolling Stones, put it: 
"Really. one shouldn't get into the 
habit of talking about music in cate- 
Бопез. I suppose people think they 
know what they are talking about if 
they say, ‘Oh, he's blues, and. he's jazz, 
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and this bloke's classical.’ But usually. 
they don't know what they are talking 
about. .. . What am I talking about? 
Just groove! Play another. record!" 
Obviously, not all distinctions are di 
appearing. Louis Armstrong, Dizzy 
lespie. Miles Davis and Duke Ellington, 
among other jazzmen, continued to 
flourish during the year on their own 
musical terms. Dave Brubeck was re- 
nergized by joining forces with Gerry 
Mulligan in à thoroughly jazz contest: 
and such younger players as Robi 
yatta, Marion Brown, Roswell 
arles Tolliver, 
Chicago's Asso 
ment of Creative Musicians 
g the jazz language. But as both the 
zz and the pop streams expand, with 
even younger pla nd listeners draw- 
ing from each with lessening concern for 
categories, jazz and pop will increasingly 
meet in ways not yet conceived. Ferment 
nd change are, more than ever, the 
tal characteristics of indigenous 


Rudd, 
and the members of 
ion for the Adv: 


ahead, the unexpected 


will continue to be the norm, as another 
wave of performers and composers joins 
and challenges such already established 
influences as Jimi Hendrix, Richie 
Havens, the Byrds, The Doors, Dono- 
van, Country Joe and the Fish. Mam 
s. Janis Joplin. Aretha Franklin. Si- 
mon and Garfunkel and the Jefferson 
Airplane. Among the names and sounds 
that should figure prominently in 1969 
e those of Joni Mitchell. Randy New 
man, the emerging Tim Hardin, Van 
Dyke Parks, the Quicksilver Messenger 
Service, Jerry Jeff Walker, Trallic. Sly 
and the Family Stone, Pearls Belore 
Swine, the Incredible String Band, The 
Kaleidoscope, and Bob Dylan's friends 
and associates, the band from Big 
a house near Dylan's Woodstock, New 
York. home. Signi ntly, the mus 
from Big Pink is a distinctive mixture of. 
blues, rhythm and blues, country and 
rock, 

If any one credo is shared by all these 
heterogeneous forces in the new music, 
s their adherence to what jazz used to 
called—and still is- he sound of 


be 


“Can I stop taking the pill now?” 


surprise.” It is the surprise that comes 
from continuous exploration of your 
own capacities, without worrying about 
labels for what you find. Bob Dylan, in 
an interview during the year, summed it 
up when he was asked if he thought hc 
could keep contact with the young audi- 
ence that buys most of his records. 
"Thats a vague notion,” Dylan an- 
swered, "that one must keep contact 
with a certain illusion of people that are 
sort of undefinable. The most you 
do is satisfy yourself. . . . If you don't 
satisfy yourself and if you don't know 
why youre doing what you do, you 
begin to lose contact. If you're doing it 
for them instead of you, уоште likely 
not to be in contact with them 

Above all, then, the best of those creat- 
ing todays unprecedentedly diversified 
nge of sonic and emotional surprises 
are most concerned with being in con- 
tact with. themselves. Accordingly, they 
are concerned with than 
just existing. Asked whether she was 
worried that her voice might go because 
she hurls all of it into each performance, 
Janis Joplin revealed why the new music 
has such impact: "Maybe I won't last 
as long as other singers, but I think y 
n destroy your now by worrying about 
tomorrow. If I hold back, I'm no good 
now. I'm twenty-five and, like others of 
my generation, and younger, we look 
back at our parents and sec how they 
grew up and compromised 
up with very little. So the kids want a lot 
of something now rather than a little 
Чу anything spread over seventy 


being rather 


эч 


nd wound 


And t 
was all about, 


t the jazzand-pop yem 


ALL-STAR MUSICIANS' POLL 


Each у All-Stars 
asked AllStar 
. The 1968 medal winners eligible 
to participate in the voting were Can- 
nonball Adderley, Herb Alpert, Louis 
Armstrong, Chet Atkins, Bob Brook- 
meyer, Ray Brown, Dave Brubeck, Petula 
Clark, Bill Comstock (Four 
Miles Davis, Buddy DeFranco, Paul Des- 
mond, Duke Ellington, Ella Firzge 
Pete Four a Getz. Dizzy Gilles- 
ie, Al Hirt, Milt Jackson, J. J. Jobn- 
Henry Mancini, Paul McCartney 


to select 


own 


Freshine 


(Beatles), Charles Mingus, Сету Mulli- 
gan, Oscar Pererson, Boots Randolph, 
Buddy Rich, Ravi Shankar, Frank Sin. 


Kai Winding and Si Zentner. 
ALL-STARS” ALL-STAR LEADER: Duke Е 
ston and Count Basie held onto their 
number-one and number-two rankings, 
respectively, this year, with Don Ellis 
ousting Woody Herman for third. 1. Duke 
Ellington; 2. Count Basic; 3. Don Ellis; 4. 
Buddy Rich; 5. Thad Jones-Mel Lewi 


ALL-STARS’ ALLSTAR ‘TRUMPET: Dizzy 
Gillespie again gained the top spot over 
Miles Dav ad Tonight show band- 
leader Doc Severinsen supplanted Art 
rmer in the top five. 1. Dizzy Gillespie: 
Miles Davis; 3. Freddie Hubbard; 4. 
Clark Terry; 5. Doc Severinsen. 
ALL-STARS’ ALL-STAR TROMBONE: J. J. 
Johnson continued to far outpace the 
competition, with Bob Brookmeyer head- 
g the alsorans. 1. J, J. Johnson; 2. Bob 
Brookmeyer; 3. Carl Fontana, Kai Wind- 
ing; 5. Urbie Green. 

ALL-STARS’ ALI AK ALIO SAX: 
change in the two leaders from last y 
but Johnny Hodges and Phil Woods 
traded positions, and Ornette Coleman 
replaced Sonny Stitt in filth place. 1. Con- 
nonball Adderley; Paul Desmond; 3. 
Johnny Hodges; 4. Phil Woods; 5. Or- 
neue Coleman. 

ALL-STARS’ ALL-STAR TENOR SAX: The 
medal winner in '69 was а Stan 
Getz, with two-way ties for third and 
fifth places. 1, Ston Getz; 2. Paul Gon- 
salves; 3. Sonny Rollins, Ben Webste 
5. Boots Randolph, Wayne Shorter. 

ALL-STARS’ ALL-STAR BARITONE SAX: 
the second year in a row, the fourth 
fifth rankings changed hands, with Cccil 


Payne and Charles Davis reclaiming the 
niches taken from them last year by 
Bud Shank and CI 1. Gerry 


3. Pepper 
les Davis. 
Buddy 
ahead of the 
al cyclash separat- 
ed the next four finishers. 1. Buddy De- 
Franco; 2. Benny Goodman; 3. Pete 
Fountain; 4. Jimmy Giuffre, Tony Scott. 

ALL-STARS’ ALL-STAR PIANO: Erroll Gar- 
ner jumped back into the Ss in 
third place, while the z О remained 
the расеѕецег. 1. Osor Peterson; 2. Bill 
Evans; 3. Errol] Garner; 4. Herbie Han- 
cock; 5. Hank Jones. 

ALL-STARS’ ALL-STAR GUITAR: Perennial 
leader Wes Montgomery's untimely death 
last year resulted in Jim Hall's being 
crowned guitar king. Y. Jim Hell; 2. Herb 
Ellis; 3. Kenny Burrell, Tal Farlow; 
5. Larry Coryell. 

ALLSTARS’ ALLSTAR Bass: Ray Brown, 
Richard Davis and Ron Carter repeated 
their one-two-three placings of last year. 
iE Richard Davis; 3. Ron 
Carter; 4. Charles Mingus 5. Andrew 
Simpl 

ALLSTARS' ALL-STAR DRUMS: 1968's top 
threesome were dittocd this year, but 
and Grady Tate replaced Joe 
Morello and Shelly Manne in the ballot- 
ing. 1. Buddy ; 2. Elvin Jones; 3. Tony 
ms; 4. Mel Lewis; 5. Grady Tate. 

ALLSTARS’ ALL-STAR MISCELLANEOUS IN- 
STRUMENT: Milt Jackson dominated the 
division once more, with Gary Burton, 
unranked last year, making a strong 
second-place showing. 1. Milt Jackson, 


DeFranco reni 
ficld, but the proverb 


“I can’t, Al, I just can’t!” 


vibes; 2. Gary Burton, vibes; 3. Ravi 
Shankar, sitar; Jimmy Smith, organ; 5. 
Roland Kirk, manzello, stritch. 
ALL-STARS’ ALLSTAR MALE VOCALIST? 
Ray Charles moved up from fourth 
place to second this year but was still far 
from presenting a serious challenge to 
the Chairman of the Board. 1. Frenk 
Sinatra; 2. Ray Ch: 3. Tony Bennett, 
Mel Tormé; 5. Joe Williams. 
ALL-STARS’ ALL-STAR FEMALE VOCALIST: 
а Fitzgerald has owned the award 
since its inception, but in the future she 
may have to keep an cyc on Dionne 
Warwick, who broke into the big five 
for the first time this year. 1. Ele Fitze 
. Carmen McRae; 3. Peggy Lee; 


во: The Cannonball Adderley Qi 
moved up from second spot to 
top billing this year, while 1968's winner, 
the Oscar Peterson Trio, dropped to 
third. 1. Connenboll Adderley Quintet; 2. 
Modern Jazz Quartet; 3. Oscar Peterson 
io: 4. Gary Burton Quartet, Miles 
Quintet. 
STARS’ ALL-STAR 


ALL 
Third-place finishers in their first ap- 


VOCAL GROUP: 


pearance on our charts year, the 
5th Dimension comfortably carried away 
1969's laurels. 1. 5th Dimension; 2. Four 
Freshmen; 3. Double Six of Paris; 4. 


Sergio Mendes and Brasil '66, Simon and 
Garfunkel. 


RECORDS OF THE YEAR 


Voting for the best LPs of the year is 
а wide-open affair; no albums are по! 
nated, and any record in each of three 
categories—best LP by a big band, best 
LP by a small combo (fewer than eight 
pieces) and best vocal LP— le. 
BEST BIG BAND Lr: Blooming Hits / Poul 
x) The lush  petal-smooth 
Mauriat sound, crystallized in the LP's 


t to the top of the pop charts. 
SMALL COMBO Lr: The Beat of the 
Bross/ Herb Alpert and the Tijuana Brass 
(A&M). The inimitable Mr. A. and his 
gringo amigos copped our smallcombo 
LP award in 1969 for the third straight 
year. The medal-winning album featured 
а handful of hits—This Guy's in Love 
with You, Cabaret, Monday, Monday, She 
Touched Me and Talk to the Animals. 

BEST VOCAL LP: Bookends / Simon ond Gar- 
funkel (Columbia). The innovative and 
pressionistic duo's prize-winning disc 
demonstrated why S.& С. were still the 
best interpreters of Paul Simon's mean- 
inglul lyrics. Al the Zoo and A Hazy 
Shade of Winter showed the trouper- 
troubadours at their very best. Obviously, 
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other records that 
n. Following are the top 
Ty. 


there were m: 
merited attent 
25 in each ca 


BEST BIG BAND LP 


1. Blooming Hits / Paul Mauriat (Philips) 

lectric Bath | Don Ellis Orchestra 

(Columbia) 

. Big Swing Face | Buddy Rich (Pacific 
» 

The Good, the Bad and the Ugly— 

Sound Track (United Artists) 

5. The New Onc! | Buddy Rich (Pacific 

azz 

3 And His Mother Called. Him 

Bill” | Duke Ellington (Victor) 

7. Music from The Good, the Bad and 
the Ugly [ Hugo Montenegro (Viaor) 

8. A Day in the Life | Wes Montgom- 
сту (A&M) 

9. The Great Arrival | Doc Severinsen 
(Command) 

10. Reach Out | Burt Bacharach (A&M) 

11. 2001: A Space Odyssey—Sound Track 
(MGM) 

12. Child Is Father to the Man | Blood, 

иса! and Tears (Columbia) 

. Big Band Shout | Buddy Rich (Verve) 

. Encore! | Henry Mancini (Victor) 

. Mauriat Magic (Philips) 

. A Long Time Comin’ [ Electric Flag 

(Col 

17. Lumpy Gravy | Mothers of Invention 
(Verve) 

18. Far East Suite | Duke Ellington 
(Victor) 

19. The Mason 
Record (W: 

20. Music from М 

hifrin (Dot) 

20. The Resurrection of Pighoy Crab- 
shaw /Bulterfield Blues Band (Elektra) 

. Stan Kenton Conducts the Jazz Com- 
positions of Dee Barton (Capitol) 

22. Wave | Antonio Carlos Jobim 
(AX M) 

24. Thad Jones | Mel Lewis Live at the 
Village Vanguard (Solid State) 

25. К. & J. J: Israel | Kai Winding © 
J. J. Johnson (АКМ) 


ы 


Williams Phonograph 
er Bros.) 
sion Impossible | Lalo 


BEST SMALL COMBO LP 


1. The Beat of the Brass / Herb Alpert and 

the Tijana Brass (A & М) 

Wheels of Fire | Cream (Atco) 

Super Session | Mike Bloomfield, Al 

Kooper, Steve Stills (Columbia) 

4. Look Around | Sergio Mendes and 
Brasil "66 (A&M) 

5. Herb Alpert’s Ninth | Herb Alpert 
and the Tijuana Brass (A& M) 

6. Doin’ Our Thing | Booker T. and 
the MG's (5 

7. Down Here on the Ground | Wes 
Montgomery (A&M) 

7. Up Pops Ramsey Lewis (Cadet) 

9. The Electrifying Eddie Harris (At 
Jantic) 

10. S. К.О. | Herb Alpert and the Tr 
juana Brass (АЖ M) 


тю 


ax) 


11. Hip Hug-Her | Booker T. and the 
MG's (Stax) 

12. Lofty Fake Anagram [ Gary Burton 
Quartet (Victor 

12. Nefertiti | Miles Davis (Columbia) 

14. Wow / Grape Jam | Moby Grape 
(Columbia) 

15, Maiden Voyage | Rumsey 
de) 

16. Mercy, Mercy, Mercy! | The Cannon- 
ball Adderley Quintet (Capitol) 

17. $1,000,000 Weekend | Ventures (Lib- 
erty) 

18. The Promise of a Future | Hugh 

Masekela (Uni) 

Disraeli Gears | Cream (Atco) 

Glory of Love | Herbie Mann 

(A&M) 

Respect | Jimmy Smith ( €) 

74 Miles | Walk Tall | The Cannon- 

ball Adderley Quintet (Capitol) 

23. Sorcerer | Miles Davis (Columbia) 

24. Duster | Сату Burton Quartet (Vic- 
tor 

24 Whipped Cream and Other Delights | 
Herb Alpert and the Tijuana Brass 
(A&M) 


Lewis (Ca- 


BEST VOCAL LP 


1. Bookends / Simon and Garfunkel (Co- 
lumbic) 

2. Wheels of Fire | Cream (Atco) 

3. The Graduate—Sound Track (Co- 

ibi 

4. Disrac i Gears | Cream (Atco) 

5. Cheap Thrills | Big Brother and the 
Holding Company (Colum 

6. Look Around | Sergio Mendes and 
Brasil %6 (A&M) 

7. Feliciano! | José Feliciano (Victor) 

8. A Tramp Shining | Richard Harris 
(Dunhill 


] Pe dis Lonely Hearls Club 
Band | Beatles. (Capitol) 

10. Orpheus Ascending | Orpheus 

M) 

^ You Experienced? | The Jimi 
Hendrix Experience (Reprise) 

12. Magical Mystery Tour | Beatles 


( 

13. walk Wesley Harding | Bob Dylan 
(Colum 

14. Francis А & Edward K | Frank Si- 
natra and Duke Ellington (Reprise) 

15. By the Time I Get to Phoenix f Glen 
Campbell (C: 

16. Lady Soul | Aretha Franklin (Av 
lantic) 

17. After Bathing at Baxter's | Jefferson 
Airplane (Victor) 

17. Simply Streisand. | Barbra. Streisand 
(Columbia) 

19. Valley of the Dolls | Dionne War- 
wick (Scepter) 

90. Sergio Mendes and Brasil ’66 (А & M) 

Aretha Now (Atlantic) 

Strange Days |. Doors (Elektra) 

Their Satanic Majesties Request | 

The Rolling Stones (London) 

24. Johnny Gash at Folsom Prison (Co- 
lumbia) 


25. Hickory Holler Revisited | О. C. 
Smith (Columbia) 


JAZZ HALL OF FAME 


in a 
Aretha 
and 


their initi “ а 
of Fame poll. Previous winners—Louis 
Armstrong, Frank S 


atra, Dave Brubeck, 
. Duke ЕШ 


Ella Fitzger 


а les, John Coltr 
е gible, 
Towing are this year's 25 top favorites: 
Wes Montgomery 
Herb Alpert 


Dizzy Gillespie 
3. Buddy Ridi 
Aretha F 


CD apa 
onball Adderley 
ing” Cole 
Mann 

n Kenton 

21. Ramsey Lewis 

Tony Bennett 

23. Sammy Davis Jr. 

24. Eric Cl 
25, Nancy W 


ALL-STAR READERS’ POLL 


While the majority of last year’s jazz 
winners held their favored spots in the 
°69 poll, the complexion of pop musi 
continues to depend on the ra 


Remark- 


changing tastes of its audience. 
able shifts occuned in areas, 
due to the pop influence of the 


most noteworthy changes occurred in the 
leader. category. 


Although Henry 


continued 
the Tonight 


mong 
number 
changes were noted as well— 
e Ellington slipping from second to 
third and Ray Charles advancing from 
sixth to fourth. 

Herb Alpert still headed the trumpet 
. with AI Hirt, Miles Davis and 
5 Armstrong following in the same 
ons they held a year ago. Hugh 
Masekela climbed from 15th to. 
most other changes involved 
опе or two places, 

J- J- Johnson, Si Zentner, 


shifts of 


Kai Winding, 


“It’s like they s say, Miss Marchbanks. 
can't beat them, join them!" 


If you 
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Bob Brookmeyer and Slide Hampton 
myone to horn in on their 


didn't allow 
top five trombone spots, but J. C. Hi 
botham and Jimmy Cleveland tr 
sixth and seventh places. 
The three first alto 
ained occupied by Cannonball Adder- 
Paul Desmond and Bud Shank, 
while Ornetie Coleman and Zoor Sims 
both moved up. pushing Johnny Hodges 
back from fourth to sixth. 

Stan Getz, Boots Randolph and King 
imis repeated top honors on tenor sax 
but Charles Lloyd and Sonny Rollins 
swapped the fourth and sixth. places, 
with Coleman Hawkins holding his own 
in the fifth spot. Electronically inclined 
Eddie Harris came on strong to take 
eighth position. behind “Fathead” New- 
in the '68 


aded 


positions re 


man, after failing 10 apy 
poll. 


Mulligan continued. his long 
ion of rhe baritone sax 
res Davis made а significant. move 
from seventh to third. while Frank. Capi 
appeared from nowhere to gurner the 
cighth spot. 

‘There were no surprises in the cl 
section, save Herbie Mann's phenom 
» instrument seklom used 
med second, behind Pete 


spite of the breakup of his lo 
tet, Dave Brubeck still reigned. 
ion, fol- 


lowed again by Ramsey Lewis, However, 
climbed in 


Sergio Mendes 
from ninth to 


popularity 
Neo 
third to sixth, while Rog- 
er Williams surged from nineteenth to 
fine fifth-place finish this year. 

Riding the crest of his new-found pop 
prestige. J Irix made first 
poll top gn fol- 


avist, 


Eric € d for the now- 
defunct move from 
twelfth to third, which moved jazz great 
Charlie Byrd back to fourth, The un- 
timely death of Wes Montgomery. du 
g the peak of his career left the jazz 
world and our poll minus опе of its 
finest solo guitarists. 


Charles Mingus and Ray 
Brown rated onetwo honors on bass, 
Monk Monigomery edged into third po- 


sition from his eighth spot in 768, while 
lus year’s third man. ex-Brubeck aide 
Gene Wright, moved buck to sixth. Paul 
Chambers dimbed from thirteenth 10 
fourth and Buddy Clark was fi 
choice. 

The Gream’s Ginger Baker drummed 
way from 12th last 
2nd behind Buddy Rich 
tentate of the skin trade. Be 
Starr moved up one notch to 
while some other worthies suffered se 
backs. Art Blakey and Chico Ha 
in Лам ye pped to fou 
teenth and fifteenth, respectively. 


year to а solid. 


s top ten, d 


“They want me to salivate, but ГЇЇ be damned 
i| ГИ give them the satisfaction.” 


instrument, Ravi 


and flurisi Her- 
Jimmy Smith 
lvanced one place, to pull down 
the second and third spot. Notable, 
however, were the first. poll appearances 
of several insrumentalists: Bob Dylan, 
ica work, Jack Br 
electric bassist for the Cream, Rz 
. The Doors organist, 
Scruggs, regarded. as ihe count 


The poll for m vealed а 
great number of changes, but Frank 
Sinatra remained the undisputed favor 
e of PLAYBOY readers. followed by Glen 


as did 
Bennett 


respectable. fifth. 
Jimi Hendrix, twelfth. Тог 
and Dean Martin suffered 
backs, while Paul. McCartney 
van advanced several places 

Soulful Aretha Franklin jumped from 
sixth to first among female vocalists, and 
the s Joplin. of Big Brother 
and the Holding Company, made 


ficant set- 
1 Da 


1o- 


tre- 


mendous advance from twenty-second to 
third, behind Dionne Warwick. Barbra 
Streisind continued to hold down 


v's 
also 


fourth position, followed by last y 
favorite, Pet Clink. Nancy W. 
moved back. from second to sixth; but 
the Supremes’ Diana Ross took ninth, 
for her first showing the top 
finishers. 


among. 


g the 


year was Herh Alpe the 

1 Brass, followed in the rela- 
tive order by last y Я 
Herbie Mann. Quintet. m: 


псе seven places to sevent 
ahead of the Hugh Masckela Qu 
making its first show the strength 
of recent. popular hits. 

The les. still changing with the 
| 


g ог 


strong second. However, Simon and 
rfunkel. rock pocis, moved " 
tenth to third nd de 
Cream made their first and proba 
appearance on the poll. in fo 
Doors э scored for the first 
sixth, as did the Jimi Hendrix. Experi- 
псе, in ninth, Based on the setbacks 
suffered by The Mamas and the Papas. 
The Associa . the Rolling Stones and 
the Jeferson Airplane. it appears 
though amy pop group will find it dif- 
ficult to maintain dominance in that 
constantly shifting scene. 

Opposite arc the most popular artists 
h category, with the m 
ed All-Star status listed in. boldface 
All will receive silver medals, 
ners of the Hall of Fame | 
Mists who—in the opinio 
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w 

and the 
талувоу readers—produced the top rec 
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RECALLING THE OLD DAYS at Jack Daniel's brings to mind the 


time the new tax man discovered Tennessee whiskey. 


In his first day with us, the new 
he expected it to be barreled the 


about the extra step we take 
| that other distillers don't. 
"That's charcoal mellowing, a 
iiè time-consuming process that 
smooths our whiskey through ten feet of charcoal 
before it’s barreled. When he understood this, he 
realized what sets Tennessee whiskey apart from 
all others. Just a sip of Jack Daniel’s, we believe, 
and you'll make the same pleasant discovery. 


1 


e 
TENNESSEE WHISKEY « 90 PROOF BY CHOICE • DISTILLED AND BOTTLED BY JACK DANIEL DISTILLI 


tax man had 


seen some Jack Daniel’s being made. So, of course, 


next day. When 


it wasn't, he was confused. You see, he didn’t know 


CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 


б 


DROP 


б 


BY DROP 


1968, Jack Daniel Distillery, Lem Notlow, Prop., Inc. 
ERY » LYNCHBURG (POP. 384), TENN. 
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Model A-2050 is our new опе. 
You'll like its bi-directional recording, 
you'll like its performance specs, 
you'll certainly like its price. 

The pleasure machine means the end 
of a big tape recording headache 
reel changing. This ingenious deck 
reverses the reels automatically and 
lets you record in both tape directions 
without ever touching the tape. 


pleasure 


There are very few other tape decks 
made anywhere that have this feature, 
and all of them are much more 
expensive than the A-2050. 

The A-2050 also has four heads, 
made by TEAC exclusively for TEAC 
tape decks. It has a center capstan 
Powered by an exclusive TEAC 
hysteresis synchronous motor. 

Plus two stereo channels, 


ће — 
machine. 


Who could have thought 
that a TEAC tape deck could be so good 
and yet cost so little? 


Please send a coupon to either one of: 
TEAC Corporation, Shinjuku Bldg., 2 
947, Tsunohazu, Shinjuku-ku, Tokyo 


NAAFEXCO Corporation, Free Fort, Madea friend. Please rush more ri 

Р.О. Box 27, CH-6830, Chiasso 3, р information. information. 

Switzerland Name: Name: 

(For U.S. Military personnel only) Address: Address. — = 
APO: — 


CERES Ceca 
r Dear TEAC: 


If you've finally made a medi 
um-priced tape deck, you've also 


PB2 | Dear TEAC: 


It you've finally made э medi 
um-priced tape deck, you've also 
made a friend. Flease rush more 


two big VU meters and three speeds. 
But what really makes this TEAC 
50 outstanding аге its performance 
specifications. Look here: 
Wow and flutter: 7341р: 0.12%, 
334 ips: 0.15%, 1% ips: 0.2%. 
Frequency response: 74 ips: 
30-20,000 Hz (50-15.000 Hz+3dB) 
334 ips: 30-15,000 Hz. 
1% ips: 40-7,000 Hz. SN ratio: 50 dB. 
Crosstalk: channel to channel 
50 dB (1,000 Hz). Input: MIC 600 ohm, 
LINE 100 K ohm, 0.1 V minimum. 
Output: 0.5 V (50 K ohm or more). 
And all this in a tape deck 
that fits into a limited hi-fi budget. 
Your's, maybe? 
In this age of tape recording 
ingenuity, it still might surprise you 
to see what TEAC is doing. 


TEAC 


T Service is available throughout 


782 ithe U.S.A..Europe and Southeast Asia. 


(please print clearly) 


e 


Why miss 


the International Auto Show? 


T 555 Fifth Ave.. N.Y. 17. 
Send my new, FREE 
1968 CTE Catalog 
of Imported Cars. 

Jam particularlyinterested in: 


COPEUGEOT OMG [PORSCHE 
Осол RENAULT FIAT 
Сима ganw _ ПАЈА 
AUSTIN C MERCEDES [O LANCIA 
[FORD oorl COSAAB 

О TRIUMPH омо aw 


‘APPROX. DELIVERY DATE, 
PLACE (iF ANY) 


PHO 


555 Fifth Ave., N.Y. 17 


We'll send 


1 
1 
1 
1 
І 
1 
1 
D 
i 
1 
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1 
i 
І 
1 
1 
i 
D 
i 
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102 import cars. 
Savings to 30%. 
Stateside or in Europe. 


Inspect them all 
in the free CTE catalog. 


itto you...by air. 


555 FifthAve. МЛ? 1 


Send my new, FREE 

1968 CTE Catalog 

ot Imported Cars. 
Jam particularly interested in: 


COPEUGECT OMG [PORSCHE 
Guacuak RENAULT D FIAT 
Ово C]BMW Па 
[AUSTIN Г] MERCEDES [LANCIA 
Droo Поры — []SM8 
COTRIUMPH Сомо [ун 
КАМЕ 

"ADORESS 


APPROX. OELIVERY DATE, 
PLACE (iF ANY] 


555 FifthAve.. МУ. 17. 


H eE An international auto show in full color. Fnglish Sendmynew FREE | 
Catalo 6 atao 
H а cars. French, German, Italian, Swedish, Japanese. pcc 
1 tamparticularlyinterested in: Every one on display. The very latest makes and Пат particularly interested in: H 
1 y P 1 
COPEUGEOT CMG [PORSCHE models . . . at the special price you rate because DiPtUcECT OMG ——— ПОРОВЗСНЕ 
B pu ЈЕ RENAUETANTSL FIATI you're overseas. And, by ordering now, you're sure a E ERAS Е i 
йя Пенн Олға ч Е Я Ж је J 
C]AUSTIN C] MERCEDES ['] LANCIA to get the exact car—with the new Us. safety re- L)AUSTIN 2) MERCEDES ГІ LANCIA 
1 groo moel Г1$ААВ quirements, with exact accessories, waiting for you Fo — ПОРЕ L]SA^B. 
| Omu gvavo Ow the day you step stateside—or in Europe. Insurance, TRUN EL VOLO ру 
Haa delivery, garage—even financing; all details are mE 
1 covered by CTE in New York, California, the 
| я Mid-West, even Paris. CTE is big. International. DDRESS 
1 2: 
—— 1 — There are CTE garages, а trans-oceanic shipping —— 
т Ponce iran 5 | department, even CTE port facilities. One thing PLACE (ir ANY) : prie 1 
4z-------------------- ^ more. Want to change your mind? Be our вше. Е 
| 1 Your payment will be returned from our special 1 
' Sesfithave.N¥.17 f Bankers’ Trust account—with interest, You'll save — ! pe uu 
Send my ni nd my new, 
1 ceu ES ЫП at СТЕ. No matter what you do. i 1968 CTE Catalog 
d of Imported Cars 1 и of Imported Cars. 
1 lamparticularly interested in: i | lamparticularlyinterested i 
J шей вик Юс | | coreuceor cime PORSCHE 
1 ГЈАСИАВ RENAULT FIAT H Y  CIJAGUAR DRENAU D FIAT 
1 DROVER  (;8NW ПАРА i 1 кои  []8MW ALA 
| пати QWmcorspumcA — d | Dos MERCEDES LANCIA 
1 Gforo ope Osas 1 | oroo pro Osag 
| ümuwem Qvowo Ow | Omrume будур Ow 
| | CAR-TOURS IN EUROPE | 
1 WANE INCORPORATED. р MME 
1 
Т зона 555 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 10017 d mem 
1 1 LOS ANGELES: Century City, 1901 Ave. of the Stars H H 
1 APPROX SELNERY DATE, H | HIRDSGEUNERY OTE, H 
i PLACE (IF ANY) > г PARIS: 10 Rue Pergolese | PLACE (IF ANY) А 1 
1 Р112 | PG 
ф--------------------4---------------------у-------------------+Ь—------------------—-] 
1 sssriftnAve.NY17 | 555 Fifth Ave. N.Y. 17 555 Fifth Ave.. N.Y. 17 555 FifthAve. №.ү.17 1 
1 H 1 
i Send my new, FREE 1 Send my new, FREE. Send my new, FREE Send my new, FREE. | 
i 1968 CTE Catalog H 1968 CTE Catalog 1968 CTE Catalog | 1968 CTE Catalog 1 
1 of Imported Cars. of Imported Cars. of Imported Cars. 1 о! Imported Cars. 1 
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We make fine cameras... 
to shoot beautiful girls 


We don't make just one model, but many. And among our many high 
performance, high quality cameras, PETRI FT is one of the more sophis- 
licated single-lens reflex cameras. It's very popular among discrim- 
inating camera fans because of its through-the-lens exposure system, 
incorporating a cross-coupled CdS exposure meter. This system takes 
guesswork out of photography. That's why you get superb color pictures 
with every shot... with absolutely no exposure failures. Available at 
your nearest U.S. Army, Air Force, Navy or Marine Corps Exchanges. 


nstisat 106A, The Hague, Holland / PETRI INTERNATIONAL (USA) CORP. 432 Park Ave. 
90046, U.S.A./PETRI CAMERA CORP. OF OKINAWA 25, 1-chone, Matsushite-cho, Naha, Okinawa. 
'CIRIC CO., LTD. 1625-1629, Prince's Building, Hong Kong 


M PETRI CAMERA CO., INC. 25-12, Umeda 7-сћоте, Acachi-ku, Toky 
14 South, New York, N.Y. 10016, U 5A. (Mesi Cont Seice Statien) 240 
/singupre: RUBY PHOTO CO, LTD. 103, North Bridge Read, 


Systems analysis 


may be out of your line, but analyzing this system will pay off for anyone: hear how Pioneer combines the 
finest broadcast quality turntable with the powerful (130 watts IHF music power) and sensitive (1.7pVIHF) 
SX-1000TD stereo receiver. And hear what this combination does when played WORLD FAMOUS BRANO IN HI FI REPRODUCTION 


through a pair of CS-77 stereo speakers (superbly smooth response from (PIONEER 


35-25,000Hz). Hear the system and test its versatility right now. 


PIONEER ELECTRONIC CORPORATION 


Service and maintenance facilities are available in the U.S.A, and Europe. 

PIONEER ELECTRONICS U.S.A. CORPORATION 140 Smith Street, Farmingdale, N.Y. 11735, U.S.A. @ PIONEER ELECTRONICS 
EUROPE A.G. 59 Forch Strasse, 8032 Zurich, Switzerland. 

Pioneer equipment is available in Asia at Army & Air Force Exchanges, PACEX MAIL ORDER SECTION 
APO U.S. FORCES 96323 and the Navy Exchange. In Europe, it is available at Audio Clubs, through 
QUALEX INC.. Postfach. 4015. Basel, Switzerland. 

AUTHORIZED AGENTS IN SOUTHEAST ASIA: Щ WO KEE ENGINEERING LTO. Shop “Т” Hong Kong Mansion Causeway Bay, 
Hong Kong Tel: 766815 І CENTRAL TRADING CO., LTO. P.O. Box 471 Bangkok Tet: 24922 Ш НМЕЕ SENG Б CO. 259, Beach 


Road, Singapore 7 Tel: 35348/46, Jalan Raja Laut, Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia Щ АТОМА ELECTRONICS 1131-1 Ameku Маећага, 
Naha, Okinawa BI ACE INTERNATIONAL CORP. P.O. Box 891 Agana, Guam 


For additional information and brochure, fiin and return the coupon below. 


PIONEER ELECTRONIC CORPORATION _ рИ-2 РН 
15-5, Ohmori-Nishi, 4-chome, Onta-hu, Tokyo, Japan 
Please send me literature on the Pioneer equipment. 


HowlIstayed in the Army a day longer than I had to 
because I didn't have a Caravelle Day/Date Watch. 


Of course, | really love the Army and am very grateful 
for what | learned there. Useful skills like pot scraping and 
garbage can hosing are sure to stand me in good stead in 
later life. 

And yet, while | was a soldier, my thoughts somehow 
turned to the time when I'd be a civilian again. Yes, though 
I know it's hard to believe, | even scratched a mark for each 
passing day in my helmet. 

Now, men, scratching marks in your helmet is not a 
dignified way for a member of the U.S. Military to keep 
track of time. (Besides, it doesn't work. | counted the 
marks wrong.) 

The way to get out of the Army on time is togo by 


a Caravelle"Day/Date watch by Bulova. It keeps 
itself and you up to date. 


—PFC Norman Muchnick 


You don't have to wind it. It just lies there on your wrist 
looking great, and ticking. 

You don't have to worry about it. It's got a fine 17-jewel 
movement in a water-resistant, shock-resistant case. (This 
is very good when you're on exciting maneuvers in the mud.) 

The only time you have to pay attention to it is when 
you want to know the time of day. Or the day. Or the date. 

And if you want to know how a watch with a small price 
tag like the Caravelle can be so big on quality, remember 
it's by Bulova. 

And so, men, let's all get in there and wear Caravelle 

Day/Date watches by Bulova. No man who has 
achieved the rank of Private First Class should 


rex. Caravelle by Bulova 


anything less. 
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PETER MAX creativity, inc. 


EARLY JN 1903, Peter Max was "the wonder boy of Madison 
Avenue,” by his own account. His designs for everything from 
posters to soap boxes were sought by every hip ad agency in 
Manhatt. id had garnered 68 awards in two years. Then, 
acting on intuition, Max suddenly quit, shut himself in his 
huge Riverside Drive apartment and indulged in a disciplined 
orgy of creativity. Working 18-hour days, he produced 4500 
fresh ideas—all of them, character lly, mixing nostalgia, 
cosmology and psychedelia, and somehow epitomizing youth. 
“And,” says Max, who is now 29, “I met myself. 1 figured out 
what I wanted to do and how.” What he wanted to do was 
turn the world on to hi: ions, and he decided big business 
could help him do so. He was right. Today, close to 1000 prod- 
ucts are getting the Мах treatment—from a series of wild 
patterns for the ок пе Iroquois China Company to a clock 
whose hands emanate from the tip of W. C. Fields’ nose. The 
artis's own dozen small companies and his tie-ins with 
such corporate giants as Gene) Electric earned him more 
than $1,000,000 last year. Recently, he closed a deal with New 
York's Kane-Miller Corporation, which appointed him de- 
signer for the company's new chain of 60 restaurants. “I assume 
that by 1970, we'll be taking in quite a few million every year, 
but all that's superfluous,” says Max, a yoga-oriented. vege- 
tarian with philosophical convictions as inal as his work. 
“My designs produce a relaxing, harmonic feeling. I'm trying 
to bring order to the planet. 1 want the whole world to be a 
gallery.” At his current pace, much of it soon will be, with 
many of the pieces bearing Max’ own sought-after signature. 
да v 


WENDELL PHILLIPS rocks £o riches 


EXPLORER, ARCHAEOLOGIST, paleontologist, author and perhaps 
the West's leading authority on southern Arabia, Wendell 
Phillips is all of these and more. “As a hobby,” he says, “I 
also dabble in oil.” Some hobby. Phillips (no relation to 
Phillips 66) is the world’s biggest private oil concessionaire, 
with rights to more than 100,000,000 acres of land in all parts 
of the globe, and is worth, by his own estimate, nearly a 
half-billion dollars. California born Phillips worked his way 


expeditior 
ncient kingdoms of 
and Sheba, Phillips and his expedition were attacked by Уст- 
cnite bandits, He fled to the neighboring sultanate of Oman 
and there was befriended by—and appointed economic ad- 
d bin Taimur. In recognition of his efforts, 
the sultan named Phillips the first American sheik in history, 
a laurel he values more than his 11 honorary degrees. Oman 
at the time was that geological rarity—an Arabian sheikdom 
in which oil had not been discovered. But one day the sultan 
told Phillips, “By the will of God, we shall have oil, for I am 
granting you the oil concession for Dhol 
ency about the size of Ohio. “Overnight 
sultan had made me a though his home 
lavish penthouse overlooking Wa Beach, the 47-year-old 
dynamo spends most of the year traveling the world to lecture 
on archaeology and the Middle East, the subjects of his three 
critically acclaimed books. If he keeps up his hegiras on behalf 
of Islam, Wendell may soon be known as Phillips of Arabia. 


JANIS JOPLIN //ucs-blooded 


“an need... а man to love me," she sings in an an- 
guished whine that turns into an earthy whisper and then 
roars into a heady blues shout that's all her own. She is Janis 
Joplin, а wild-haired 25-year-old blend of little girl and truck 
driver whose number-three rating in our annual Jazz and Pop 
Poll proves she’s the finest and funkiest white singer of rock 
blues around. For the past two years, she's bettered the fortunes 
of Big Brother and the Holding Comp: 

icisco group that made it mainly by adding her 
ergy to its repertoire—hurtling them from hou 
at the Avalon to a million-dollar LP called Cheap Thrills. 
Though she's got a voice that can split single notes into elec- 
trifying polyphonics, Janis has never formally studied music. 
Born and raised in Port Arthur, Texas, she got tuned in to 
blues in high school. mebody played me Leadbelly 
record when I was about fifteen and I freaked,” she says. After 
that, she made a steady diet of blues, dropped in and out of 
three colleges ("That's just not where ту head’s at"), 
casually with a small group (“Just for fun and free beer" 
led the entire country and became a self-professed beat- 
nik. “Hippies believe they're going to change things—but 
beatniks know they're not. They just try to get through the best 
they can under the circumstances,” she explains, For Janis these 
days, that means splitting from Big Brother (“New directions 
and all that shit") and putting together a group of her own 
so she can groove with her first love: sod 
"p try to come on so strong they can't even th 
more. Just Gars and scream—that's what this d is for. 
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in a Southern California field, blew out. 
For days, every effort had to be concen 
trated on extinguishing the roaring blaze 
—which melted structural steel as though 
it were butter—before the flames spread. 
to adjacent wells and storage tanks. This 
could have caused a major disaster. Be- 
lieve me, once you fight a few сопНарта- 
tions like that. you ve tasted high 
adventure. 

Parenthetically, there's an amusing. 
side light to this story. The Nordstrom 
well was situated only 150 yards or so 
from the Santa Fe railroad tracks. When 
the well blew and it became obvious 
that we had a serious fire on our hands, 
1 hastened to telephone the traffic super- 
intendent of the Santa Fe in Los Ange- 
les. 1 told him what had happened and 
warned him to stop all rail traffic along 
the line. Any trains passing through 
would be in grave danger. 

The Santa Fe official—possibly think- 


hackles up and refused to halt or re- 
route trafic on my ѕау-ѕо. Fortunately, 
however, he decided to make i 
pendent check. One of the 
employees made a quick visit to the 
scene. I called the superintendent back a 
Не while later—for the fire was get- 
ting worse—and repeated my urgent 
request. 

“Yeah, I know," he growled dourly. 
‘ou really do have a fire—traflic's been 
stopped all along the line.” With that, 
he hung up—a very unhappy tra 
superintendent. 

"There may or may not be close paral- 
lels to emergencies such as oil-well fires 


in other industrial and commercial 
spheres; nonetheless, the drama of busi- 
ness extends across а very broad spec 


trum. I shall have more to say on this 
later; but for the moment, let us turn 
our attention to the businessman and 
seck to determine whether he is as drab 
as some hold him to be. 

Now, I do not deny that there are 
archconformists, yes men and Caspar 
Milquetoasts to be found in the business 
community. You will find these types in 
any community. Such men do not re- 
quire others to dress them in the 1969 
equivalent of a gray-flannel suit; they 
don the cloak of conformity voluntarily, 
camouflage, hoping to blend into a 
background of mediocrity, because they 
are insecure, incompetent—and in the 
wrong field. Decades of observation and 
experience have led me to believe they 
are the persons least likely to succeed in 
the business world. 

Interviewed not long ago by Nation's 
Business, Walter E. Heller, head of the 
e ial finance company 
bears his name, was asked: “What do you 
think are the major skills and qualities 
that today's manager needs: 

“The two things he has to have or he 


(continued from page 131) 


doesn't make the grade are courage and 
vision,” Heller replied. “Those are the 
sheer essentials.” 


id the 
ng to Paul Н. Kierna 
managing director of the international 
recruiting firm of Kiernan & Company, it 
will not be the bland conformist but 
man with vision and enough guts to 
nge things." 

These are only two samplings from 
the vast number of similar : 
made by individuals who, hi 
the summit the hard w 


Who will get the promotions 


best jobs? Accord 


imously, the qualities they cite as “musts” 
for success are the absolute antitheses of 
those implied by the Milquetoast cliché. 
And the higher the individua nbs up. 
the slopes of the business world’s Anna- 
purnas, the headier is the atmosphere— 
and the greater the attendant risks and. 
tant needs for creativity and 
individuality. 

In their incisive and valuable study 
The Managers, Roy Lewis and Rose- 
mary Stewart argue that “the man who 
founds a successful business is still likely 
to be .. . aggressive" and will see “his 
company as a tangible projection of 
himself. He seldom wears the mask of 
modesty that is standard for the corpora- 
tion man." 

Dissecting successful businessmen 
his book The Mulümillionaires, Goron 
wy Rees contends that the man who 
passes the magic million ma addi- 
tion to being a calculator, patient, thoi 


ough and scrupulous in his regard for 
fact, however distasteful, [is] a gambler 
оп a colossal scale. 

Rees continues: “It is the willingness 


to accept . . . huge risks that psychologi 
cally distinguishes the multimillionaire, 
in his cl: al form as an individual 
entrepreneur backing his judgment with 
his own resources, from his fellow men 
and even from those very rich men 
whose abilities are employed within the 
framework of great joint-stock compa- 
nies and corporations.” 

Rees provides many illustrative exam- 
ples to support his theorems, including 
an anecdote about my good friend and 
recent headline maker Aristotle On. 
When Mr. Onassis first proposed to 
build a tanker of 60,000 tons, he was 
regarded by the banks . . . as a dreamer 
of the most impractical kind; and, in 
deed, he says he was able to do it only 
by concealing from everyone the size of 
the giant he proposed to build 

Of course, Ari's dream has long since 
proved thoroughly practical. Oil tankers 
much larger than 60.000 tons are now 
sliding down the w rds all 
over the world. Nevertheless, Rees ren- 
ders Ап Onassis a well-deserved salute 
by commenting: "Such actions might 
hot provoke surprise if car 


vs of ship 


ed ош by 


huge corporations: [but] on the part of 
an individual, they involve a degree of 
risk that can affect his entire fortune.” 

1 myself am hardly a stranger to such 
isks. Like many other businessmen, I 
have frequently found it advisable to 
take them during the course of my ca- 
reer. Such was the case when 1 began my 
campaign to gain contol of the Tide 
Water Associated Oil Company in the 
Depression years of the 1930s. It was 
unquestionably a gamble and, by my 
standards, it was an enormous one. I was 
then a relatively small wildcatting oper- 
ator setting my sights on one of the 
nation’s major oil companies. My stock 
purchases were financed by every dollar 
І possessed and every cent of credit 1 
could obtain. Had 1 lost the campaign 
(and 1 was defeated in several prelimi- 
nary skirmishes and came within heart- 
stopping hairbreadths of total failure on 
several occasions), I would have been 
left personally penniless and very deeply 
in debt. However, the campaign was a 
success. By 1940, Getty interests held 
1.734.577 shares of Tide Water—about 
onc fourth of the voting stock. "The com- 
pany was recently merged into the Getty 
Oil Company, The market value of this 
holding is now well over one billion 
dollars 

At least an equal degree of risk was 
involved when I authorized the pur- 
chase of a Middle Eastern oil concession 
for $12,500,000—cash in advance—be- 
fore anyone was certain there was a 
drop of oil to be found anywhere in the 
ea covered by the concession. Years 
would pass and many more millions of 
dollars would be invested before the first 
producing well would come in. Had 
there not been oil in the area—well, I'd 
just as soon not ev 

ssibility. 

АП in all, it is my opinion that the 
Dullsville image of the businessman fits 
only a very small, notably unsuccessful 
segment of the business community. I 
have observed that the suave, supercon- 
formist éminence grise of the exccutive 
suite is mainly a mythical creature. As I 
noted, I will grant that the species does 
exist, but its members are few and they 
seldom attain suiteworthy rank. If they 
enter the board room at all, the chances 
are it is only to set out the writing pads 
or to empty the ashtrays. 

I contend that the individualist—the 
man who risks unmarked roads and 
takes a great many hard knocks en route 
—possesses an immense advantage over 
any conformist, organization type. My 
views on this subject began to form as 
r back as 1914, when I started my own 
career as a businessman in the oil fields 
of Oklahoma. 

In those days, I lived at the Cordova 
Hotel in Tulsa (rent: six dollars per 
weck) and took my meals at a boar 
house close by (weekly board bill 
other six dollars). Several men destined 


to become millionaires shared the table 
at the boardinghouse. Among them was 
my dose friend R. A. Josey, whose na- 
ture and personality were the opposite 
of what would be considered standard 
for the typical organization man. “Jo- 
sie," as he was predictably nicknamed 
was a complete individualist; and. al- 
though he later became a very wealthy 
тап, he remained the same person— 
good-natured, sell-reliant and -tesilient, 
as far a cry as one could imagine from 
the achromatic stereotype 

Many other friends and acquaintances 
of that period preveniently refuted the 
myth of the bland businessman and, in 
fact, seemed to demonstrate that the 
more multihued an individual's charac- 
ter, the better his chances for achieving 
success. Certainly, their careers proved 
that imagination, initiative and resilien- 
cy are infinitely more valuable assets than 
the ability to fit into а mold. to move 
with the crowd or to allow the judgment 
of others to influence one’s own actions. 

For instance, I am sure that many 
people would have insisted that В. M. 
McFarlin was finished when he failed in 
the cattle business; they would have 
doubtless advised him to seck safe and 
steady employment and to forget about 
trying to make a fortune. Bu 
ed by failure. McFarlin went to Okla- 
homa and started over—and became 
the multimillionaire part owner of the 


undaunt- 


McMan Oil Company, one of the coun- 
try's most successful oil-producing enter- 
prises. 

Then there was Bill Roeser, who, 
though then not yet 30, had made—and 
lost—two or thice fortunes. In 1914, he 
was in the process of making yet another 
fortune. He habitually sported a $10,000 
bill as a boutonniere, to advertise that 
he was on his way up again. Marion L. 
Travis, then only 28, had started on the 
slenderest shoestring only a few years 
before and made millions. John Mark- 
ignoring the advice of the "ex- 

followed his own instincts and 
took what the consensus held to be a 
sure step to bankruptcy by buying the 
unproved Sarah Rector Lease on the 
northern edge of the Cushing Field in 
Oklahoma. John knew it was а gamble. 
but he won. After the first well м; 
drilled—it came in а gusher—the prop- 
erty proved to be one of the richest in 
the state. It made John Markham a 
multimillionaire. 

Oddly enough, | had an experience 
almost identical to Markham’s a short 
me later. Throughout Oklahoma, it 
was virtually an article of faith that no 
oil could exist in the so-called red-beds 
area. Without exception, geologists, m: 
jor oilcompany experts and wildcatting 
operators agreed that the region 
bone-dry. | wasn't so sure. In fact. I had 
a strong hunch that the unanimous 


opinion was based on nothing more 
than superstition and guesswork. The 
hunch was bolstered by the information 
that only the most haphazard and desul- 
tory exploration had been carried out in 
the red beds. E therefore decided to 
take a very big risk. I obtained a lease in 
the region, began drilling and opened up 
а new producing arca. Thenceforth—to 
put it mildly—I no longer needed to live 
at the Cordova or to cat at the boarding- 
house. 

The roster of colorful, individualistic 
—and notably successful—businessmen I 
have known throughout the years could 
be extended far beyond the space of this 
article, Suffice it to say that these men 
achieved their successes in many differ 
spheres of industry and commerce and 
that all had traits that set them apart 
from the herd. Foremost among these 
qualities was that each was a distinctive 
personality—each was fearlessly himself, 
not what he thought others might want 
him to be. Almost all had taken many 
hard knocks on their way to the top— 
and each and every one possessed the 
courage and vision that Walter Heller 
called the sheer essentials [or success. 

Notwithstanding cant and claptrap to 
the cont 


ry, the operative human fac- 
tors haven't changed. The same charac- 
teristics that proved decisive in the past 
re still adding that extra thrust that 
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distinguish a moderate achievement from 
an outstanding business success. 
There is more challenge, adventure 


4 opportunity than ever before in the 
ess world for young men who have 


bu 
courage and vision, who are able to roll 
with the punches and recover from them 
quickly—and who are willing to disre- 
gard all they have ever heard about the 
organization-man myth. One needs only 


to glance over published reports to sense 


the climate of unparalleled opportunity 
and to realize the exhilaration (to say 


ds) that 
т chances. 

‚ the Internal Revenue Serv- 

there were 100,000 

in the United States—an 

astounding 150-percent increase over 
1958, when there were 40000 in the 


millionaire category. (A millionaire, of 
course, is a person whose possessions 
would realize $1,000,000 or more if they 
were sold.) However one studies the 
IRS figures, they are phenomenal—and 
extremely heartening to anyone who 


argues, as 1 have been doing for decades, 
that the American free-enterprise system 
is neither dying nor ailing and that its 
future is more promising than its past 
or its present. What I find especially en- 
couraging about the multiplication of 
millionaires is that a very considerable 
percentage of the new arrivals is com- 
prised of young men. 

The successes achieved by individuals 
in their early 40s, their 30s or even their 
20s has been widely publicized. For ex 
ample, when Time devoted a cover story 
to the younger generation of million- 
aires in America, it profiled 
who began with little or no capital but 
managed to become millionaires before 
they reached 40. These successful busi- 
nessmen of the 19605 had amassed thcir 
fortunes in a wide range of enterprises 
—from real estate and electronics to 
show business and presqueczed orange 


juice. All, said Time, "built produc- 
tive wealth by creating jobs, purchas- 
ing power and useful ideas. . . . [They] 


realize t ar idea is 


“Think of it, gentlemen—not only do we 
cease polluting our lakes and rivers but we produce 
eighty-million gallons a year of the best darn soft 
drink you've ever tasted!” 


useless unless the man who has it knows 
how to put it to work and has the cour- 
age to take risks.” 

There are hundreds, even thousands, 
of such young men among America's 
60,000 new millionaires. 

How did they do i? The answer is 
simple: in precisely the same way as 
their predecessors. They had the visi 
to recognize the commerc 
for certain products or services and, hav- 
ing the courage of their convictions, 
ddressed themselves to the task of real- 
izing that potential. 

A definitive summation can be found 
in the published statement of youthful 
entreprencur Robert K. Lifton, who, 
speaking of businessmen and their drive 
to succeed, declared: “This is our form 
of creating. If artists give up the world’s 
pleasures to pursue their calling, people 
understand it, What they don't unde 
stand is that many businessmen have the 
same creative drives and derive the same 
satisfactions artists—but what they 
are doing is translated into dollars and 
cents. When I come up with а good deal, 
that's creative. Successfully merchandis- 
ing a produc is creative. 1 
business idea and па it 
creative. 

Young men who want to mak 
reer of business will find nothing d 
or boring about. industry and commerci 
They will find their work as invigorat- 
g and as exhilarating as any they 
could imagine, They will confront the 
challenge of the market place and feel 
the thrill and the satisfaction that come 
from business creativity. 

Despite all the efforts of their detrac- 
tors, it is simply not possible to color 
such men gr ny other shade of 
drabness, Exceptionally successhul busi- 
nessmen are not men who have been 
fitted in standardized slots: each is а 
man unique unto himself. The dowdy 
vestments of conformity and mediocrity 
can never be tailored to fit such men or 
their philosophies, no matter how their 
critics may tug in their efforts to shape 
the cloth. 

І anticipate—indeed, I confidently 
prophesy—that there will be an even 
greater multiplication of young million- 
the next few And it 
would not surprise me in the least if, as 
their number increases, their average 
age decreases. 

Yes, by all means: Let him who—for 
whatever reason—scorns a business с; 
сег go in peace to find his rightful 
place wherever else he wishes. І most 
sincerely wish him good fortune in 
whatever field he chooses. On the other 
hand, if he wants to be a businessman, 
he should not permit the businessman 
baiters to discourage him. He should 
on and 


aires in years. 


take his priceless assets of 
and head for the peak. 


ANOTHER WAY continued from page 148) 


For once, Margherita was not at the 
stove or the sink; she was sitting on the 
steps, repairing the hem of her s 

Forrester went to her and said: "Un- 
less you intend to be a passenger to- 
night, there are one or two things you'd 
better learn. 

She followed him in and watched 
while he roughed out on the table a 
diagram of the main gate and the cul 
vert. In the simplest possible terms, he 
then explained what had to be done, 
drawing in the instantaneous [use 
branches that would lead to each of the 
six hinges. They fanned left and right 
in pairs, the second pair longer than the 
first and the third longer n, in order 


to reach the higher hinges: the over-all 
assembly had the look of a squidlike 
body with enormous ten aching 


head. and each tendril then 
split to form a kind of claw. When they 
got to Monteliana, Forrester told her, he 
would tip each of these ends with a 
detonator and one prefabricated charge; 
then, too, he would tape to the base of 
the central stem the short ten-second 
piece of safety fuse and the initiating 
detonators. Not before, not with the 
kind of roads they'd meet on the way. 
You needn't cona yourself with 
is" he said, "but it will take time, 
perhaps half an hour. ГИ need you from 
then on, though. Salvatore says the 
guard circles cvery hour. 
There is another one who patrols 
inside the wall. We have not been able 
to check his movements, but he comes 
and goes from the reception block." 
Forrester ran а hand over his mouth. 
How much more would he learn—and 
perhaps too late? "Are you certain 
about the outside guard?" 
Quite certain. We have watched him 
from the cliff. On several nights. He is 
away from ihe gates Гог about fifty min- 
utes at a time, in front of them for ten.” 
ook.” he said, indicating the dia- 
gram. “The fuses will lead out of the 
culvert, on either side, and stretch across 
the ground to the bottom of the gates. 
They've got to be buried, covered over; 
otherwise, the guard will see them. They 
needn't go decp—a couple of centime- 
ters will do—but it means we'll have to 
score the ground flanking the surfaced 
drive-in.” It was baked weed-sown earth, 
as he remembered it, iron hard, proba- 
bly. “There's a tire lever in the boot of 
the : we'll see if it’s of any use in a 
moment. If not, we'll find something 
that is... . Now, tonight, covering the 
fuse is a job you can put your hands to. 
If you're correct about the guard, we'll 
have three quarters of an hour or so. 
“The next problem will be the upper 
hinges. They're too high to reach, unless 
you climb to them, but I doubt if there 
are any easy footholds." He'd thought of 


out from 


getting to them by inserting himself 
between the pivot end of the gate and 
the recessed angle of wall, forcing him- 
self up like a rock-climber in a chimney, 
with knees and shoulders wedging him 
in position, But with help, there was a 
better way, quicker and quiet So, for 
the top hinge in each gate, you can 
stand on my shoulders. 

Carlo had come to listen. "Mind how 
he holds your legs" he grinned at 
Marghe 

“Lasciami sola! Go away and practice 
with your bit of glass.” 

“Phweee,” Carlo said, raising hi 
hands as if to ward off a blow. ‘ou 
should hear yourself—dynaritei 

Carlo was tense, despite the show of 
teeth; they all were. keeping clear of 


one another—Giuseppe cleaning the 
shotgun at the other end of the room, 
Salvatore somewhere outside, Lui at 


the door, where Inger was. "You want to 
play checkers, signorina? Pass the time 
І will beat you today, you sec... No? 
Sure?" The sense of unreality swept 
rrester again and, with it, there was 
something like а momentary touch of 
htening in the belly and the 


thighs. 
"Come," he said to Margherita. “TI 


show you how to lay а charge 

At five, Salvatore called everyone to- 
gether and held what passed for a final 
briefing session. Forrester didn't wait for 


him to finish. He started loading the 
explosives into the car. Very carefully, 
he coiled the [use assembly and wrapped 
it in a blanket that he had obtained 
from Margherita. The gelatin slabs he 
packed into their original rope-handled 
box; they were harmless 
enough, no matter how much jolting 
they received. Spare detonators and a 
fresh roll of tape he carried on his 
person. The wrapped assembly fitted 
comfortably into the boot and the box 
of explosives he loaded separately, wedg- 
ing it on the floor in front of the 
driver's seat. 

It was soon done. When he went back 
in, Margherita was clearing the table Гог 
a meal They ate soup, bread and 
cheese, in silence. The dusk was thicken- 
ing, but they sat there in the gloom. 
Only when they had finished did Marghe- 
rita drag the sacking across the windows. 

When the time came, Forrester wh 
pered to Inger, “Wish me luck.” He 
couldn't bring himself to say more. 
‘There was a feeling like lead in his 
heart. His smile, he knew, was a failure 
He squeezed her on both arms, then 
turned away; and as he walked to the 
door, he remembered he had first seen 
that lost look on her face when Nolan 
had abandoned her and left her to lend 
for herself. 

He clattered down the sagging steps 
into the dark blue of the evening. Lu 
followed them out. nervous. trying to 
joke. Salvatore got in beside Forrester; 
по, Giuseppe and Margherita, into 


unarmed, 


“Gee, І, too, want to ‘stroll through life enjoying it to 
its fullest, but so far it’s been grab, grab, grab!” 
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the rear. The doors slammed. Forrester 
switched the headlights on and fired the 
engine. 
Ciao," Luigi was calling, tapping the 
glass. "Safe and sound. 

"Then Carlo, winding the window 
down: "Look after the Englishwoma 

Forrester turned the Fiat in the cle: 
ing, the tires not gripping well in the 
yielding ground, pine needles spitting 
out behind them. The door of the hut 
was shut as they rocked slowly by, and 
Forrester threaded through the trees, 
dismayed for Inger as never before and 
filled with a sense of deprivation that 
seemed to choke his mind. 


"There was no moon, only the stars. 


Twenty past six and they were pricking 
through. The landscape was even more 
forbidding in the silvered darkness, 


even more lonely. When they even- 
tually struck the highway that lay 
across their front, Forrester made his 
turn without prompting. He drove with 
dipped beams, not fast, taking no risks; 
and two or three times they wcre over- 
aken, once by a low-slung 
t and away 
ges Forrester. remembered: 
they loomed up out of the night and 
trapped them for a while in their na 
row slots of streets. Figures silhouetted 
п lighted doorwa few shadowy 
people on the pavements, singly or in 
pairs, and the same hot, ancient smells 
that seemed to reck of deca 

Then the dog-legging began, the end- 
less changes of direction through the 
wilderness. For perhaps 20 minutes, al- 
most the only words spoken came from 
jore—"Alla destra. . . . Alla sinistra. 
. Dritto, drito." He sat forward, 
hunched. watching the road as it bucked 


The hills r 


the headlight 
fell sheer away; the warm night air came 
licking in through the vents. 

A ‘T-junction ahead; vaguely, 
Forrester recalled it. He swung right, 
onto a paved sur nd all at once, 
his heart missed a beat, A truck was 
askew across the road, half in the ditch, 
and someone flashed a torch at them in 
warning. 

“Carabiniere,” Salvatore hissed. “Keep 
moving." 

Forrester cut the headlights and nosed 
forward. The torch kept flashing at 
them. “It’s а br 


Half bl shielded his 
eves. All this moments. They drew 
level with the carabiniere, who stepped 
aside, waving them on. He bent for- 
ward, looking in at them as they went 
past. Then they were clear, drawing 
away, and everyone started jabbering at 
once, gesticulating with relief. АП ex- 
cept Forrester; he hadn't these safety 
valves; but the sweat seemed to chill on 


168 hisskin as his pulse thudded. 


“You should have blessed him, Salva- 
tore.” Carlo laughed, high pitched, “You 
are the priest. 

And Salvatore erupted: “Enough of 
that!” 

Forrester glanced at him hurriedly, 
seeing him in profile—the hooked nose, 
the crinkled ha There were other 
fears—sins as well as crimes. But to cach 
his own. Forrester drove on. An animal's 
eyes glowed in the headlights and he 
dabbed the brake; God, he was jumpy. 

A few kilometers more showed on the 
clock. His eyes and ns ached from the 
concentration. Seven twenty-five. A car 
passed in the other direction, опе of the 
few they'd met. “Watch out for the 
sign," Salvatore said. 

A minute later, it showed in the 
lights, as if in obedience to his will 
MONIELIANA—3 км. Then the zigzags 
met them, plunging them into and rais- 
ing them out of a trough, the road 
finally leveling off, the drop to one side, 
the namow plateau appearing on the 
ht. 

Fermi, fermi. Now, Carlo, out. 

Carlo opened the ncarside door and 
dropped stiffly onto the shoulder. His 
face looked star-green in. the dimness. 

Margherita pulled the door to. Forres- 
ter headed p the fork and along the 
road that curved down to where Monte- 
y on the hill shelf at the base of. 
the dif. Halfway down, four men 
walked toward them in file, wheeling 
bicycles, and their stares seemed to im- 
ply knowledge. 

Slowly into the town,” Salvatore said. 
"The lights of the place came at them as 
if a curtain were being drawn aside; a 
sprinkling first and then the main con- 
centration, topped by the illuminated 
dome of the church, They were into the 
fringes. wasteland scattered with single- 
story buildings and dumps of prickly 

hoardings and rubble. Salvatore 

ed, exercising his authority, before 
saying: “Here.” Forrester braked. 
“Do what you have to do, 
id as a parting shot. "and you will 
ave no regrets. If it should enter your 
head to abandon us and drive to the hut 
alone, I warn you it will do you and the 
woman no good. Luigi has been told. 
Either we return there together or you 
сату a written message from me. Which 
will happen I shall decide tomorrow. 

Standing on the edge of the road with 
Giuseppe beside him in his cloth cap. 
Salvatore seemed to have shrunk. Forres- 
ter glared one last time at these awful 
allies, who had bungled and lost once 
before. 


Music blared from a bar in the main 
street. A Franciscan fi рей in san- 
dals along the pavement. Forrester 
nosed the Fiat carefully through the 
evening strollers who spilled onto the 
carriageway. In the small square, a 
crowd watched а puppet show and lov- 


ers sat in pairs on the public benches. 
Sunday night: normality was every- 
where. He drove on through and out of 
the center of things, on the alert for 
uniforms. Не made the two remembered 
turns, right and left, and the town be- 
gan to bre: igain as the road to the 
lockup т; icl to the rising cliff 
face. 

He was hard under the cliff, perhaps 
50 yards from the strip of road, when he 
braked and switched off. As the engine 
died, the silence came flooding in, un- 
nerving, more intense than he could 
remember, no waterfall, nothing except 
the stillness and the continuing sensa 
tion of movement after the drive. 

He lifted the box of explosives after 
a and put it on the ground; рос 
eted the car keys. Action eased the grip 
on his nerves. As quietly as he could, he 
pushed the door to. Then he went to 
the boot, pulled the blanket away and 
removed the fuse assembly and the tire 
lever. The dirt-streaked white Fiat 
looked dreadfully conspicuous, the wind- 
screen’s pale reflection a giveaway, а 
he made an effort to camouflage it. He 
scavenged round with Margherita. until 
they found a couple of sheets of rusted 
corrugated iron, and these they propped 
across the front of the bonnet and 
tially along one side; the coarse bl 
ket, spread out and weighted down, 
covered most of the glass. 

They kept close to the АНЕ and stag- 
gered over the rough ground. As they 
reached the crest, the lockup became 
visible, its great sandstone walls gra 
under the stars. Two hundred yards. 
They must have taken five minutes to 
reach halfway. Every few paces, Forres- 
ter paused, searching for а 
guard, but in vain 
icked against а stone and it dislodged 
others, freezing them between strides un- 
til the rattling ended. 

‘They covered perhaps 30 yards more. 
They were slightly less exposed than if 
they'd been out in the open, yet they 
were casting pale shadows; the stars 
were strong and there wasn't a sign of a 
doud. Obliquely, the main gates were 
edging into view now. Just ahead, there 
was а very slight concave depression in 
the base of the cliff; and when they 
reached it, Forrester indicated to Mar- 
а 10 go to ground. He laid the 
weighty fuse assembly flat, then sat 
down, back to the rock. 

Something throbbed in the distance, 
faint to begin with, growing louder. A 
plane? Yes. Presently, Forrester saw it, 
not too high, a fixed pattern of lights 
plowing through the quivering Sky, 
slow-whecling toward Palermo, he reck- 
And he thought, with an im- 
mense envy, of the people up there, 
agining them with their final duty- 
free drinks, their traveler’s checks and 
lire, their cameras and baggage. Who- 
ever they were, they were his kind, Inger's 


опей. 


d nothing as nightmarish as this 
would happen to them. 

Six minutes past eight. He could fcel 
his heart beating against his drawn-up 
knees. 


А dry cough was Ше first indication of 
the guard's arrival. Margherita nudged 
Forrester and pointed to the far corner 
of the lockup wall, near the observation 
point. Forrester soon picked him out; he 
patrolled clockwise, then, The guard 
ambled along the length of the wall and 
cach gritty step on the gravel traveled as 
it 1 by the silence. He took his 
tin nly. As he neared the gates, he 
coughed again, then cursed quictly. At 
that range—60, 70 yards, say—he seemed 
to lack menace. But when he reached 
the gates, he stopped and pulled a cha 
from an angle in the wall, grunted and 
sat down, And, as he did so, Forrester 
saw that he unslung а rifle from his 
shoulder. 

Eight twelve. The guard lit a ciga- 
теце. They sat watching, not moving. 
and they the red glow fade 
d brighten and the smoke swirl in the 
r. Every minute seemed to stretch 
to distortions of Now 


self, At 8:20, he flipped the cigarewe 
end toward the culvert. At 8:23, he got 
up and pushed the chair into the angle 
of the wall. Then he opened a slot in the 
wicket door in the righthand gate 
poked his head inside and called, in a 
bored voice that suggested he'd done it 
a million times before: "Leaving now 

Was he speaking to the other gu 
to someone on duty in the reception 
block? 

ight twenty-five. The guard slung his 
vrille and proceeded on his round. Hed 
ишпей into view at 
and 


—or 


now he reached 
ly 8:97: they would therefore be 
exposed to him for anything up to 20 
minutes at a stretch, 20 minutes in every 
hou; 
Forrester uncoiled the fuse assembly 
id spread it out; from end to end, it 
suetched all of 50 feet, The deto: 
were in his shirt pockets, wrapped in 
handkerchiefs, and he put these on the 
ground also, together with the binding 
Ihen he opened the box and 
the (им of the 12 made-up 
herita watched him intent 
ly. With expert care, he began arming 
the fuse ends—a detonator first, aimp- 
it with his teeth until the open cnd 
bit into the fuse, then inserung the 
detonator into the explosive, sandwich- 
ing it between the double slabs, finally 
taping it firmly into position, The stu 
light was wonderfully strong; too strong. 


corner at 


ex 


ors 


The guard veapp scly five 
past nine, So his tour took less than an 
hour; he wasn’t as like clockwork а 


Margherita had made out. But his ritual 
was much the same—the leisurely ap- 
proach, the break to rest his feet, the 
cigarette, He was younger than Forrester 
ud supposed; he sang quietly to himself 
5 he lolled on the chair, and it wasn't 
n old voice. This time, instead of open- 
ing the slot in the wicket door, he twice 
rapped the rifle butt against the gate 
and called: “Going round." All in all, 
he remained in view for 21 minutes. 

Reluctantly, Forrester got to his feet 
He couldn't reasonably delay anymore. 
‘The fuse assembly was completely armed, 
ready, but he wouldn't move ic until 
later. The culvert had to be inspected 
first, and it was up to him to do it. "You 
stay here," he said. 

He took the tire lever from her. T 
stinctively, he crouched as he went for- 
The stunted bushes dotting th 
4, stony soil were no more than knee- 


at a walk, skipping 
ghost of his shadow, eyes darting left 
and right. The ditch was deceptively 
deep and he staggered down its bank to 
the open end of the culvert, the gates 
dly more than 20 feet away, the walls 
a brick culvert, square 
shaped, wide enough t take them both 
but silted. partially blocked with dead 
thorn wood and heaps of detritus, a 
faint glimmer showing through Irom the 
other end. 


He squirmed in and the tire lever 
struck against the brickwork with а 
hard, ringing sound. It was pitch. black 
inside: something springy brushed his 
face and he clawed ir away. He could 
just about crouch on hands and knees 
under the low roof. Moss-covered sides, 
dried slush and muck beneath him. As 
а refuge, it would serve, but the 
foul and for a few cl 
onds he struggled for breath. With diff 
culty, he managed to turn himself round. 
so that he faced outward; the small noises 
as he did so seemed to megaphone past 
him into the open 

Looking back under his right a 
he could see a bush partly screeni 
other end. All to the good. He 
bout, finger: 
establish shape 
the сиет of 
might rattle and betray them; it was 
going to be a tight fit with Margherita in 
there as well, 

He scrambled out of the ditch, tiptoed 
across the road and headed through the 
scrub, aud with every step, his nerves 
were braced for а shout from behind, а 
challenge. He came along the base of 
the cliff to where Margher and 
squatted beside her, br g hard, his 
face glistening, 

Then Forester began looping the as- 
sembly into manageable size, careful nor 
to disturb the junctions or tingle the 
leads. The dark of the culvert wa 


rmpit, 
ig the 
groped 


no 


“Sure you’ 


e never mei him—but it's not like you're 


going oul with a total stranger. Don't forget, 


he ha 


been living with us for the past three weeks." 
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place for repairs or involved unraveling. 
With the charges taped оп, it was con- 
siderably heavier and more unwieldy 


than before. 
Once aga 


he looked at his watch; 
they had just about long enough before 
the guard's return. He lifted the end 
where the charges were bundled and 
Margherita took the other. “Ready?” he 
whispered. 

She nodded. They went side by side, 
cradling the assembly between them, 
moving slower than when Forrester had 
been alone. A tiny part of his mind 
istered the fact that a flock of small 
clouds had gathered low in the south- 
west, but this was only a fleeting, almost 
unconscious distraction. He was k ii 
a no man's land where stealth and ten- 
sion were the measure. They reached the 
road without incident. He thought they 
were going to be all right then; but as 
they made for the ditch, they heard the 
guard's dry cough and for onc awful 
moment Forrester almost panicked. 

They all but lost thcir balance in the 
frantic stumble down the slope to the cul- 
vert, Anyone on the alert inside the gates 
could hardly have missed the disturbance, 
Whether the guard had turned the cor- 
Forrester didn't know, and he wasn't. 
ing to check. Crouching, he hissed: 
“Get in! Get in! 

Margherita didn't need telling; she 
disappeared headfirst, dragging the as 
sembly after her. As soon as her legs 
vanished, Forrester followed, sculling on 
his elbows, the two of them creating an 
almost coi jous resonance. Her feet 
struck him in the face and he bit his lip 
to seal the grunt of pain. But he was in, 
desperately sliding the last of the fuse 
alongside—or trying to. Suddenly, it 
went taut in his hands and wouldn't 
move. 

Stuck, the charges caught on something. 

He started to swivel round, contorting 
himself in the narrow tunnel, hoping to 
release them; but the guard coughed 


again, from along the wall now, and 
Forrester knew it could be to move 
another inch. And he dared not tug the 


fuse any more, in case he damaged the 
connections. Peering through the blood- 
beat in his eyes, he could just discern 
the darkish bundle of charges protrud- 
ing into the starlit ditch. 

The guard's footsteps crunched on the 
path below the wall. "Where is he?” he 
anted to ask; Margherita could proba- 
bly see him. Then, as if she read his 
mind, he felt the pressure of a shoe 
against his neck. Close, very close, a 
stone’s throw. In despair, he made one 
more furtive attempt to {тсе the charges, 
twisti he thought the muscles in 
his back would snap, reaching as far as 
he possibly could, but in vain. 

“Ayee,” they heard the guard sigh, and 
the sound funneled in to them. Foot- 
steps, the scrape of the chair being shift- 
ed, an unintelli 


g ши 


cough, then the strike of a match. They 
y motionless. 
At last the guard moved again. Yawn- 
ing, he stood up. And all at once, a 
shower of sparks cascaded over Forres- 
ters end of the culvert, dying as they 
drifted down to the explosives. The 
guard swore quietly and walked for- 
ward, his footsteps vibrating through the 
brickwork. Immediately above them, he 
stopped, hecling out the lighted ciga- 
rette stub; and it was beyond Forrester's 
understanding how it was that he didn't 
notice the dull glint of the aluminum 
detonators jutting from the charges or 
the charges themselves 
A rough, grating sound, and the butt 
was swept over into the ditch. Then, 
after an age, the footsteps retreated. 
Thump. thump on the gate. "On my 


And relief broke through Forrester 
like a dam bursting, dribbles of sweat 
salting his lips. 

He edged to the culvert's. entrance 
and released the charges: they were 
caught behind tufts of weed, but the 
junctions were intact, as far as he could 
tell. 

His eyes had adjusted to the darkne: 
no longer was he groping. He brought 
the thick central stem of the assembly to 
the center of the culvert and began 
fanning the leads left and right, six to 
ide, six to the other, moving them 
with great care. It was enormously dif- 
ficult, the space too cramped, the leads 
too long. But eventually he was satisfied. 

“This way,” he breathed to Margheri- 
ta. "Don't ever use that side—the bush 
there's good camouflag 

She followed him, bringing the tire 
lever, crossing herself as she emerged. 
They crouched in the ditch, the massive 
ironstudded gates seeming to rise sheer 

bove them, the wicket door like a tra 
that could spring them to disaster. To 
test the ground, he took the lever and 
showed her where to score a shallow 
trench up the side of the ditch—half an 
inch or so deep, half an inch wide. 

He left her and cept out of the ditch. 
‘Twelve to fourteen feet separated him 
from the gates—four io five strides—yet 
it must have taken him all of a minute 
to reach them. He kept to the rough 
shoulder beside the tarmac strip, trans- 
fering his weight from leg to leg with 
the caution of someone moving on thin 
ice. 

The gates were set slightly back from 
the end pillars of the wall and the chair 
the guard used stood in the recess on the 
right. Forrester slid into the one on the 
kft and began to examine the heavy 
strap hinges; with relief, he that 
they presented no unexpected difficulties. 
Through the narrow gap between wall 
and gate, he could just make out the 
squat shape of the reception block: it 
was about ten yards away. A light glowed 


in the end window, but there was no 
n of occupation; nor could Forrester 
see or hear anything of the guard who 
was said to patrol the lockup grounds 
Inside, everything was deathly quiet; but 
twice behind him, Margherita struck 
stone; and to him, the tiny sound seemed 
enormous, making him wince with alarm 

He studied the hinges once more, pro- 
fessionally satisfied that he hadn't under- 
estimated the weight of explosive; they 
were old and rusted and would shear 
through without trouble. This was a 
gamble that could be—and had be 
calculated. But the long«lrawn business 
of placing the charges and burying the 
fuses could not; and then, in the last 


was observa 
what was 
fuses bra 


t enough to notice either 
ped to the hinges or the 
ching up the recessed sections 


clear and stepped 
ack, searching the sky beyond the sand- 
stone arch for the clouds he had seen an. 
hour ago, willing them to thicken, drift, 
kill the telltale brightness There was 
time yet, though not too much; he 
couldn't delay beyond one o'clock, and 
already it was nearing cleven. He went 
tocs to the ditch and hurried 
igherita was bent like a reaper 
at the other end of culvert, 

ard's due back in a matter of 
he whispered. “According to 
you, he's relieved at midnight, So, to be 
on the safe side, we won't move until the 
new man has made his first circuit. The 
new one may have a different routine." 

“But that means we must wait here for 
two hours!” Margherita's whisper was 
aggressive. "No. It is madness.” Small 
echoes of her voice seemed to snap in 
the culvert. 

"You are all ." Forrester a 
swered. "None of you knows how to 
wait. Just think, if you can't айога a 
little patience right now, Angelo will 
have to be patient in prion many 
years." He waited and at last she sighed 
and settled back quietly. It was his only 
lever of control and he hoped he 
wouldn't have to use it too often. 


‘The guard reached the gate soon after 
Forrester didn't check the exact 
lay doubled up in the cul 
vert, listening to every move he made, 
every sound he uttered. "Ihe air seemed 


more stifling, more dustladen, as the 
minutes crawled by, and Forrester 
dreaded that he would sneeze or re- 


flexively clear his throat. He tried to 
calm himself by letting his thoughts go 
‚ away from here and the pulsing 
of his heart’s measurement of time. 
Had Carlo had them under observ 
ion from the cliff top? What were the 
others doing? and Inger? . . . Most of 
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“Аз you know, Miss Delmon, in matters of dress, we 
generally allow a good deal of latitude." 


ears. Mystified, he looked down the 
ditch and, to his horror, he saw a dog 
loping along its bank. He caught 
Margherita by the arm and drew her 
dose, lips pressed into her hair, mouth- 
ing the warning. "Cane." 

A bitch, skin and bone, likc a grcy- 
hound, teats swinging. Jesus, if it came 
to the culvert. . . . As if mesmerized, 
Forester watched it sniff hungrily about 
among the weeds, pause, urinate and 
move nearer, Then the guard saved 
them. 

“Go away! Hey! Hey! Off with you!” 

The bitch halted, ears _ flattened. 
There was a scraping noise by the gates, 
as if the guard had jumped to his fect 
A stone clipped into the ground. The 
bitch spun round and scurried away, 
bounded over the ditch and vanished. 
"Yaaah," the guard growled, settling 
back onto his chair. "Filth, you." 

Relief scesawed down through Forres- 
ter again; under the skin, his flesh tin- 
gled. Their luck was holding. He 
touched Margherita, conveying that the 
danger had passed. Long, spun-out min- 
utes elapsed. When he shifted his weight 
from one bent arm to the other, the el- 
bow seemed to crack like a pistol shot. 
The guard was in no hurry to get going. 
And when, at last, he chose to dispense 
with the chair, he didn't stray far from 
the gates. He patrolled the front wall 
only, back and forth a couple of times, 
cap askew, yawning frequently, covered 
all the way by either Forrester or 
Margherita, according to which side of 
the gates he was on. Toward 12, Forrester 
saw the leading edge of packed cloud 
beginning imperceptibly to push north- 


172 ward above the lockup wall and he 


stared up at it in thankfulness. It was 
coming at the right time, but when it 
had spread over and the worst of the 
light had gone, the worry would be that 
the cloud wouldn't last. The starshine 
had reached a peak now; he could make 
out details of the guard’s shabby un 
form and the narrow, lopsided features. 

At midnight sharp, the wicket door 
opened. They heard the bolt pulled, the 


door aeak and someone step Што! 
"Ciro, Silvio," th 
without enthusiasm. 


Older, this one; gruff. 

As usual.” 
cheer up. It’s a living.” The door 
стсакса to and the bolt was rammed 
home. Without waiting, the new guard 
t off on patrol clockwise again. his 
pace a shade quicker than the others. 
Forrester followed him with his eyes— 
short, fat, with a sailor's roll. And at last, 
he and Margherita could relax, stretch 
their numbed limbs, speak. 

“In an hour, or as soon after as possi- 
ble, we tackle the righthand set of 
hinges. You can complete the channel 
all the way to the recess in the wall, lay 
the leads in and bury them. By the time 
you've done that, ТИ be ready for your 
help on the top hinge. We'll need to 
work fast. There ought to be some cloud 
cover, which will help, but twenty to 
twenty-five minutes should be about 
long enough." 

He crawled into the ditch with the 
tire lever. The pinkish sky glow over 
the town had dimmed a little, but the 
mottled clouds hardly seemed to have 
shifted. For a second or two before 
clambering out of the ditch, Forrester was 
tempted by the comparative neamess 


of the car, the keys in his pocket. Mar- 
i powerless; she wasn't armed 
was; and whether he could 


cope with him, surprise him at the 
hut, was really all that stood between 
his breaking – 
start. Sa 


l had from the 
ad foreseen this pap in 
nd had warned Luigi, 
purposely left him the shotgun. 

For a long moment, the choice swung 
like a pendulum, before Forrester 
turned and made his way cautiously 
across the tarmac strip to the ditch at 
the culvert's other end. Better the risks 
you knew; at least they carried what 
passed for a guarantee. 


The light began to thicken not long 
before the new guard completed his first 
tour. They heard his gritty approach 
from the far corner of the wall at three 
minutes after the hour; he was more of 
a schedule keeper. When he reached the 
gates, he made use of the chair, but only 
briefly: he was soon on his feet again, 
circling aimlessly, idly kicking at stones, 
as if he found moving about lessened 
the inevitable tedium 
еп from inside the culvert, Forres- 
ter could perceive that the clouds were 
hazing the moon at last. Not too early; 
the luck was lasting like a dream. So far. 
All the way, for Christ’s sake, all the 


way. 

The chair was pushed aside. One 
fifteen. . .. Now the worst was coming. 
The guard shuffled. off, head and shoul- 
ders rolling as he passed along the wall. 
Forrester waited until he had turned the 
corner. 
~Yes?”—almost inaudibly. 

“Yes,” he answered u 
on." 

He crept immediately to the far side 
of the culvert, where the bush was, and 
pulled out the righthand leads of the 
fuse assembly. They came freely, like well- 
coiled cord, the main lead a single stem 
of fuse that branched into six only 
over the last quarter of its length. He 
backed up the bank and then went 
sideway toward the gates, stepping as if 
his feet pained him. It was decidedly 
darker, the clouds like ice floes. He 
moved the guard's chair, eased into 
the wall recess and squinted through the 
gap, getting a direct view of the lighted 
window in the reception block; it 
framed a shirtsleeved man reading a 
newspaper. Roughly, Forrester measured 
the fuse branches against the distance 
between hinges d found he'd estimat- 
ed well; not too little, only a shade too 
much. Glancing round, he then saw that 
Margherita was first scraping a guideline 
across the level ground and the path the 
guard used. 

For hours. the binding tape had 
pressed against Forrester’s left thigh. 
Now he crouched in the recess and 
started taping the two lowest charges. 


kly. “Come 


‘The straps of the hinges joined as they 
left the wood, angling sharply from back 
and front of the gate, narrowing down, 
metal to metal. The light seemed to be 
going all the time, but he could just 
about sce; and ny case, he was 
skilled enough to have done this blind- 
folded. The charges fitted snugly against 
the hinge and there was an adequate 
gap to put his hands through when 
stinging the tape round, Again and 
again, he lifted his eyes nervously to the 
lighted window: it was half open; and 
when the man turned the newspaper, 
the tle sounded crisp and clear. In 
places, Margherita was having to chip 
gently at the ground and the noise, 
small though it was, undermined Forres 
ter's hard-held control. Was he deaf 
there? 

He straightened: the middle hinge he 
could manage standing, reaching up. He 
guided the second pair of fuse branches 
up the wall by way of fissures betwi 
the worn sandstone blocks, doing hi 
best to hide their presence. The black 
таре and the chocolate brown slabs 
merged well with the rusted metal—at 
least while the clouds dulled everything 
down—but the fuses would be there for 
anyone with eyes to sec, At dawn, too. 

‘The first of the second two charges was 
in position when the man on duty 
tossed the paper aside, stood up and 
came to the window. For an appalled 
moment, Forrester believed the funzio- 
nario had heard something; lips parted, 
stock-still, he squinted through the gap. 
But the man pulled the window to and 
shut it, as i ight air was now too 
sharp for him. For Forrester, there was 
no such chill; a sweaty fever seemed to 
be on him. He sucked in ai d taped 
the other charge into position on the 
reverse side of the hinge, separating 
them by about half an inch to produce a 
shearing effect, fingers shaking as he ran 
the tape over. 

Margherita had worked to within a 
yard or so of him. One thirty-five. ... Не 
left the last two charges dangling and 
edged out of the recess to give her room, 
everything in him urging her to hurry, 
and every strike on stone, every granular 
crunch as she moved, made him want to 
tear the lever from her and complete 
the job himself. 

At last, she finished, In dumb show, he 
instructed her to prop the lever against 
the wall and climb onto his shoulders, 
"The chair wouldn't give him the neces- 
sary height, He stooped to receive her, 
hauling her up until her fect straddled 

neck. Awkwardly, using the wall to 
keep balanced, he sidled into the recess 
and passed up the tape, then the first of 
the remaining leads, relying on her now, 
wishing he could repeat his instructions, 
yet not daring to, eying the man in the 
window ten bare yards aw 
ta's legs against his ears, раги 
ing his hearing. 


n 


He scemed to bear her weight for an 
impossibly long time before she kicked 
him gently on the shoulder to indicate 
that she needed the second charge. He 
pased it up and waited, fretting the 
minutes through. Quarter to? Ten to? 
Come on, his mind said. Come on. . .. 
Then she kicked h n and, bend- 
ing, reached down with the tape. He 
backed out of the recess and leaned, so 
that she could scramble off his back. 

Forrester gazed up at the charges she 
had placed; they looked all right. Here 
and there, he was again able to bend а 
fuse lead into a | стемсе, but some 
were at impossible angles, so he licked 
his fingers, ran the wet along the leads 
and showcred them with dust scooped 
rom the recess, doing this repeatedly, 
masticating spittle onto his tongue, trans- 
ferring the taste of the explosive to his 
mouth until he could bcar it no more. 

Gently, he lifted the chair back into 
the recess. For the last time, he tiptocd. 
away from the gate. The 
man in the window was drinking from. 
an enamel mug. Margherita had by now 
channeled two thirds of the way to the 
ditch. Forrester picked up the tire lever 
and moved behind her, treading the 
repacked earth a shade firmer. When she 
reached the ditch, he went past her and 
roughly buried the fuse into the shallow 
not so carefully here, where weeds 
and an uneven surface made natural 
camouflage. 

Once again, they went back into the 
culvert, where his heart hammered as if 


ht-hand 


it were in an ccho chamber and the 
bittersweet stench from his hands made 
him want to retch. Seven minutes to 
two. They'd taken longer than he had 
bargained for; but now that it was done, 
it seemed like a miracle that they should 
have got away with it without a hitch. 

“That was good, eh?" There was 
something like elation in Margherita's 
voice. “All right? 

“АП right, yes" Forrester swallowed, 
mouth dry, sweat running in greasy 
streams. "Now there's just опе more 
time.” 


Again, they waited for the guard. 
There had been so much wa and 
there was plenty still to come; but from 
there was a difference. From 
now on, with hourly regularity, they had 
to trust in the guard's blindness, instinc- 
tive and otherwise, to the fact that some- 
thing might be wrong. 

He was round at five minutes after 
two. There must be other stopping 
points, Forrester decided; if this one 
kept to his rolling pace for three q 
ters of an hour, he would circle the 
lockup at least twice. 

They heard him drag the chair for- 
ward and subside, the thump of his rifle 
butt. Five times now, they had strained 
and listened, deciphering the meaning 
of sounds; but, as always, the silences 
prickled the nerves. Was he sniffing, 
having caught the very slightest whiff of 
the explosive? Hardly—and yet. 
Staring at the ground between hi 


now on, 


“They went together, doctor!” 
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curious about some loose soil? God 
alone knew. They could only wait and 
hope, afraid to stir, willing him to get 
up and mooch а gain. Had Mar- 
gherita known what it would be like? 
Not once had she faltered. 

At 2:15, the guard sighed and lifted 
his rifle—they heard the slap of the 
sling. Then he rose and shoved the chair 
back into the recess, If he were going to 
notice anything, it could be the 
no. Unlike his colleague, he didn’t 
nal his departure by banging the 
Watching, Forrester dimly saw him 
move along the top of the bank: thank 
God for the douds; the night was all 
shadow now. One more time. . . . 

He gave the guard a minute, then 
wriggled into the open and dragged the 
other half of the assembly after him, 
paying it out as he climbed the bank. 
"They had a pattern to follow, a success- 
ful drill: but t| time, he found it 
harder—harder because he was clumsy, 
harder because he seemed to have de- 
pleted himself already, harder because 
he couldn't observe the man in thc 
window and use him as a partial safety 
gauge. In every way more jittery, less 
efficient, more prey to speculation, And 
slower, every error time consuming. 

Twice, he botched taping the bottom 
charges. Once, the tape dropped from 
his fingers, and only by reaching through 
at arm's stretch did he retrieve it from 
the other side of the gate. And at one 
point, Margher d the tire lever so 
heavily against rock that fear clutched at 
his throat. He managed the middle 
hinge better, though still like a novice, 
vital minutes slipping away. A crossed 
Ісай, an insecure detonator. . . . They 
were cutting it desperately fine. Mar- 
gherita had ished gouging the channel 
well before he was ready for her and so 
she started burying the fuse, covering it 
loosely with her hands, then treading it 
down. She was into the ditch when he 
signaled her. 

Almost three. . . . Frantically, he 
hauled her onto his shoulders and edged 
into the recess. They could still make it. 
A few minutes morc. The tape and onc 
of the charges handed up. Hurry, hurry, 
for Christ's sake. . . . 

And then, with a stab of terror that 
seemed to disintegrate his mind, Forres- 
ter heard the guard on the path only 
yards away. 

All control went in the first elemental 
rush of panic. He started to twist clear, 
about to run, meaning to run, but 
Margherita prevented him—not only 
her weight on his shoulders but the 
hissed command. 
Don’t move! 

Suddenly, in contrast, he was petri 
fied, his brain numb. Crunch, crunch, 
on the stony path. There had been no 
ng. Forrester's insides seemed to be 
dribbling away, his legs trembling, 
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gether, they leaned into the dark within 
the dark, faces to the corner. The guard 
sauntered to a standstill when he was 
level with the gates, broke wind, then 
dragged the chair from the other recess. 
Tt was beyond bclicf that he hadn't sce 
them. He was terribly close; they could 
hear his rasped breathing, the dry sound 
of his hands being rubbed together, the 
small pressure creaks of the chair as his 
weight was shifted. 

Time seemed to have run to a stop 
for Forrester. As if in a coma, he re- 
mained motionless, muscles quivering i 
legs and arms but the rest of him still 
frozen, scarcely conscious of Margherita’s 
weight and the bite of her heels into his 
shoulders. Eyes shut, taking air through 
the mouth, pulse like a pile driver. 

"A lot of fools" the guard com- 
plaimed, abruptly giving vent to some 
private grievance. “They should h: 
known.’ 

The suddenness of his voice raised the 
hairs on Forrester’s neck. Sweat stung 
his eyes when he opened them. Dimly, 
the remaining charge dangled in front 
of him on its length of fuse. Simultane- 
ously, time started to pick up again, his 
mind beginning to clear. Margherita's 
legs had his head in a vise and he 
couldn't shift it, couldn't risk a slight 
turning motion to look round. With 
heightened awareness, he heard a blob 
of sweat plop onto his shoe, then anoth- 
er. He tensed for some reaction from 
the guard, but nothing happened—no 
scuffling of feet that could follow a 
searching sidelong glance, no alarmed 
snatching for the rifle. 
the man muttered, “you 
bastard, you. . . . Bastardo,” he repeated 
with relish, 

Margherita remained like a statue. 
How long? Five minutes? And how 
much longer? It couldn't last. Forrester 
grited his teeth, For a drawn-out mo- 
ment, the starlight seemed to swell, as if 
coming, again, but the dark held steady. 
On and on, not a movement from them, 
wire taut, the charge close to Forrester’s 
face bouncing in and out of focus with 
every beat of his heart. Far off, а dog 
was barking somewhere. The smell of 
the explosive hung in the recess. Behind 
him, the chair creaked and creaked 
again. More leaking drips of sweat. His 
thoughts were going fra ly in all 
directions at once. Thank God she'd 
buried the fuses: it would have ended 
already but for а... 

Silence, time crawling by. Dust in the 
mouth, nerves pricking needle points of 
ice and fire. And something rising slowly 
oil, some- 


n snapped. Either way. 

The guard whistled softly to himself, 
feet tapping a gritty rhythm. Another 
minute, another lifetime. Then, as sud- 
denly as he had arrived, he decided to 
go. He got up and dragged the chair 


back to its usual place. Forrester 
cringed: now it would come, now. Shapes 
in the far recess, shadows among shadows 
—the man must see. . .. But with dis- 
belief, he heard the guard sling his rifle, 
cross the tarmac suip and start along the 
path beyond the end pillar of the wall. 

A shudder surged through Forrester 
from head to toe, but neither he nor 
Margherita moved. They continued to 
wait for an unnecessarily long time after 
the guard had gone. Presently, though. 
Forrester felt Margherita reaching down 
for the last charge and he passed it ир. 

Relief was so intense that he was dose 
to vomiting. In a daze, when Margherita 
had taped the charge and dambered off 
his back, he trained the leads into the 
wall crevices, wet them and powdered 
them with dust. By the time he turned 
to retreat, she had already re-trod any 
telltale blemishes where the fuses were 
entrenched and was waiting for hi 
the ditch, 

“Mother of God,” she said solemnly, 
but nothing more; not then. 


Diana. . . . Unseeing, Forrester stared 
along the ditch toward the sleeping 
town. When the shale started shi 
under his feet as he reached for her, 
there been another selfsame mo- 
ment, an instant of utter terror, making 
him draw back. Vividly, the scene over- 
laid his vision. Reaching for her, their 
fingers separated only by inches, gasping 
"Hold on! Hold оп!” And then the 
loss of a foothold, the cold gust of fear 
and the cowardly pulling away from 
inches to feet, ankle-deep in the sliding 
surface of the hill, the shale spilling out 
over the cliff and Diana’s eyes never 
leaving his. Hopelessly trying again, 
outstretched, fingers almost touching, 
only to see hier swept suddenly into the 
ravine. 

He clenched his hands, bewildered. 
mind tcemed with mocking images 
of himself, all bluff and bravado, igno- 
rant of the flaw, the weakness now ex- 
posed like pus hidden from him by the 
scars and the healed memories. 

With an effort, Forrester screwed his 
mind to meet the coming c 
five. "At five, I deal with the priest. At 
five-thirty, Giuseppe and I enter the 
lockup by the chapel gate"—Salvatore's 
words had the ring of something rc- 
called after waking, Salvatore, Giuseppe, 
Carlo, Luigi 

Forrester stretched himself as best he 
could. An hour and a half more. Away 
in the town, the cocks were beginning to 
crow in the false dawn. 

The first glimmer of light would test 
the camouflage, but chance must take its 
course. The guard had only one more 
turn to make before Forrester got the 
signal from the diff, The main risks were 
elsewhere now. Already, the raid was 
under way—5:40; Salvatore and Giuseppe 


would be inside. They must have got to 
the chapel gate round by the south wall; 
there had been no sign of anyone along 
this side, no sound except the guard's, 
only the night and the dawn slowly form- 
ing as the clouds thinned. 

Listen," Forrester told Margherita. 
“The instantaneous fuse could burst our 
cardrums in a confined space like this. 
We'll have a ten-second delay alter igni- 
tion, exactly ten, The guard will have 
moved away by six-thirty, but we'll still 
have to keep under cover until thc very 
last. So be ready to run for it the 
moment I ignite—up the bank and to- 
ward the cliff.” 

In the dimness of the culvert, he saw 
nod. 

Quarter 10 six. Angelo ostensibly con- 
fessing; Salvatore at the cell door, acting 
out his sin. No noise within the walls, 
no commotion: the house of ds 
hadn't collapsed yet. . . . Quietly, Forres- 
ter shifted position, easing his cramped 

imbs. In Monteliana, a bell began to 
clang. 

Every time Forrester pecred at his 
watch, it hardly seemed to have moved 
on. An age passed before they heard the 
guard traipse round the far corner. 
Three minutes after six. .. . The dark- 

ess was draini Чу, colors seeping 
k. They heard the guard yawn as he 
sat down; idly, he began pitching peb- 
bles at а rusty сап a few feet along the 
ditch on Margherita’s side. Once, he hit 
it and prunted approval. 

A little more light, a 
—browns, gray-greens and yellows, a 
fiery sliver of pink low in the cast, Still 
no hint of a disturbance within the 
walls. Salvatore should be clear, Giu- 
seppe biding his time in the chapel 
enclosure, Carlo ready on the «Ш top, 
Angelo. . . . Six twelve. . . . 

The guard continued with his game 
for another minute or two, then yawned 


hi 


little more color 


again, rose and dragged the chair into 
the recess. If something were to catch his 
eye, it would be now; but no. Не shuf- 
ficd along the path, rolling as he went, 
and blearily, Forrester watched him go. 
n you sce Carlo? 


d up. "No," she 
said at last. Her calmness could only ђе 
a kind of 

Six twenty. .. . Day was sh 
earnest, pink turning to scarlet, ап arc 
of sun np above the town. Forrester 
took a crumpled cigarette from the pack 
and put it between his teeth, drew out a 
match. Wait a bit. 

“A few minutes, now. Keep a watch 
on the сії top. We'll hear the bulldozer 
first, but keep. watching for Carlo's si 
nal, all the same." Giuseppe over the 
wall? Carlo would know; he alone could 
scc. Cupping his hands, Forrester lit the 
cigarette, extinguished the match and 
flicked it into the ditch. 

“Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray 
for- 

Something: a 1 metallic thud. 
Forrester stiffened. Then another, fol- 
lowed by a rattling, dragging sound. He 
drew on the cigarette; it shook in 
lips. Clatter, clatter, and the bulldozer's 
engine suddenly roared. 

They could hear it trundling parallel 
with the wall, moving farther away from 
them. The noise seemed to distort as 
shuddered into the culvert, It dimin- 
ished fractionally, as if the engine was 
idling. The hooks going on? Gear trou- 
ble? Giuseppe challenged? АП this in 
the mind. Then, all at once, a guttural 
snarl and a continuous clanking sound 
rising together to a crescendo—second 
after second after second of it, until, 
with a tearing, snapping crash, some 
thing broke and they knew that the bars 
had ripped away. 

Forrester had the short stub of safety 


fuse in one hand, the cigarette in the 
other, A hoarse voice could be heard 
through the clanking din, urgent, like a 
bark, and another joined in from near 
thc gates. 

"Now!" Margheri 

He applied the cigarette, watched the 
fuse spit alight. Then, like her, he was 
out, scrambling up the bank as if pur- 
sued, head down, running, the confused 


roar increasing behind them. 
Seven . .. eight ... nine... 
First a whipcrack. then a concussive 
crunch, almost inseparable: the air 


bounced and discolored. Across the road, 
Forrester spun in his tracks. Lines of 
carth spouted where the fuses were buried 
and a curdled mass of ocherous smoke 
bulged and swelled in 
slow motion, he watched one of the gates 
slowly topple forward and smack down. 
His hcad was singing, but he thought he 
heard a shot. 


Margherita cried, fists 
ised as if in supplication to the dust. 
‘Angelo! 
And obediently he came, he and Giu- 
seppe. the bulldozer bursting into the 
open, sluing as it clipped a wall pillar 
and met the flattened gate, losing direc- 
tion, missing the culvert and pitchi 
into the ditch, both men leaping de 
up and sprinting. 

Forrester began to move, head turned 
like someone waiting to receive a relay 
baton. A jacketless guard was on the 
wall, rifle leveled; others were emerging 
from the thinning dust—three, four, 

АП running now, Angelo and Giu- 
зерре gaining, almost abreast. In rapid 
succession, two shots rang out and Ange- 
lo stumbled, fell to his knees. Instinc- 
tively, Forrester sprang to him, got a 
shoulder under his armpit and, with 
Giuseppe, lifted, ran again, Angelo's legs 
like a rag doll’s—a small man, slight, 
fiercelooking, with blood bubbling from 
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his mouth. Scared. Forrester took all this 
in. Margherita. ahead of them, stopped, 
aghast. Another shot. sobbing off rock 
Everything overlapping in a kind of 
dementia. A hundred yards to the c 
some guards in pursuit and Giuseppe 
suddenly turning, pistol drawn, and 
firing again and again. 

he pursuit faltered. scattering, going 
down. Margherita had reached the car 


and was opening the doors. Angelo 
coughed, belching blood. Almost there, 
Marghe rms out 


stretched and grief such as Forrester had 
never scen—" Jesus, ob, Jesus." Stagger- 
ing through muck, they pitched Angelo 
into the | at, Giuseppe and Mar- 
gherita clambering over him. Forrester 
flung himself behind the wheel, switched 
on, slammed into gear. With doors flap- 
ping, the car crashed out of its covering 
sacen of rusted metal. Over the rough 
ground, the wheel jarring Forrester’s 
hands. lurching diagonally toward the 
road, moaning in the back and Giuseppe 
swearing, winding the window down and 
leaning out to fire 

Bullets chipped the tarmac in front of 
them 
orrester drove like a man possessed, 
accelerating down the long, straight ap- 
proach to Monteli 

‘Angelo, speak to me. 


.. Angelo...” 

Through the town, people scattering 
from the cobbles, everything juddering 
past in a blur. Through the town and 
ош, dnoule and brake and horn, out 
the other side to where the road curled 
in a ledge along the hillside. In the 
mirror, Forrester could see they 1 
stripped the smock from Angelo, expos- 
ing а gaping exit wound in 
Feverishly, Giuseppe was ripping 
own shirt, Margherita cradling Angelo's 
head. blood everywhere. 

Coming up to the fork. Goats on the 
road. bounding clear, а scarecrowlike 
figure waving a stick. And t i 
tatters. Then Salvatore waiting. Carlo 
100. the car screeching 10 а standstill, 
bonnet dipped. dust showering ov 
And their faces as they climbed exult- 
ату into the front and discovered what 
had happened. 

All the voices in the world seemed to 
be concentrated in the Fiat—a babel of 
dismay, disbelief, anger, conflict. 

How? 
e halfwa 

“Through the shoulder. . . . 
perde sangue!" 

Can he зрег 

“Try and stop that blood. Aye 

Forrester drove оп 
"Where to. Гог Christs sake" No one 
heard. “Where to?” he shouted. 

Get off the highway"—Giuseppe, 
stanching the wound with strips of shirt. 


Madonna, 


foot down, 


wise.” 


"Keep your advice.” White wedges in 
the corners of Salvatore's veined eyes. 
“Drive and shut up." 

The dash of voices never stopped 
Still only the one corkscrewing road. 
Then, suddenly, Salvatore ordered: 
“Take the track to the left.” And Forres- 
ter spun the wheel, slowing as he jolted 
onto an earthen surface that ran be- 
tween lentil fields, Going northeast, In 
the mirror, Angelo’s face was ashen: 
he'd never live. doctor or no. 

Open serubland studded with rock. 
No track, noth ills 1o the south 
and wooded country to the north of 
them. Seven forty-five, only seven forty- 
five. . . . Forrester worked his way across 
the empty scrub, bea nordieast at 
Salvatore’s urging. By eight, they came 
10 a narrow road, turned right and 
followed it for perhaps a mile, until 
Salvatore said: "Left, now. Into the 


пес 

А stream glinted through the foliage: 
Forrester ran the car down to its bank. 
Reeds and grasses, willows and dappled 
light. He cut the engine and watched 
the others lift Angelo and carry him 
close to ight waters edge. He 
stood apart from them and somehow 
apart from himself, incapable of cmo- 


tion, and watched them do what they 
uld for Angelo—cupping water to his 
5. bathing the wound, wiping hi 
The boy lay with his head in М 


ta's lap, unaware. it seemed, of their 
nd only the blood staining the 

and occasionally 

coughing weakly from his mouth point 


ed to his being 

Even so, Forrester touched Salvatore 
on the elbow. "A doctor might save 
him." he ventured again. "A doctor, a 
hospital.” 

And Salvatore 
as if across a gulf. 
he said. 

All the lines in his face were etched 
deeper. There was a pause. no hatred 
it as so often before. no contempt. Salv 


et his gaze as before, 
Save him for what?" 


tore rubbed his eyes 
hands, like someone w: 
showing under his armpits where the 


sweat had dried. "Go and tell I 


come. He will know where. 

Angelo coughed ag; 
sound that made Salvatore 
head. 

"Luigi will want morc u 
You said so yourself." 

Salvatore grunted and dug bchind his 
heavy belt into a pocket. He drew out 
much-folded square of paper and | 
cd it to Forrester. “You remember e 
thing.” 

Forrester started 10 
to his surp Ni 
you, friend... . Ви 

He walked through the willows to the 
and drove a 


gi to 


» my word. 


car 


ay: his legs weren't too 
ievable 10 be free ol 


duress, but there was still danger. 
white Fiat, himself disheveled, unshay- 
en. blood on his sleeves. blood on the 
rear se; if he'd had sense, he should 
have done something about the blood. 
Eight twenty. . .. The hunt would be 
on, check points established round the 
compass. As the crow flies, he reckoned 
he was about halfway between Monte 
liana and the hut, but exactly where. h 
had no idea. There had been no sign- 
posts in the fields and scrub. Now he 
was driving east, the road deserted, his 
trust i wrowness they'd hardly 
block everything, and perhaps not as far 
out as this, 

He drove 


times standing back from the road. 
yoked mule circling a well, a few people 
tending patches of crops; vaguely he 
noticed. The hills to the south retreated 
as he was led more and more to the 
northeast, but others rose up ahead and 
before long, he was having to use the 
gears. He must have covered five or six 
miles by the time he met a major road: 
VALLELUNGA Ч KMS., 5. GATERINA 18 КМ: 
He found the map in the glove compar 
ment and studied it, then crossed the 
highway and continued into the hills. 
Once, he pulled onto the side and un- 
folded  Salvatore's note. AU well. he 
read. Let them go and hurry over. Until 
then—S. Vt must have been written the 
evening before, while the dream still 
held. 

In the mirror, his face was haggard, 
blotched with grime. He drove on 
recalling with an intensity of feeling In- 
ger's voice. her eyes. her walk, the prom- 
ise of her smile that could be released at 
last like a renewal of life. Another 
of his mind remained on the lookout for 
а Quising police car or the dwindling 
possibility of a check point, but there 
was never anything 10 cause him 
qualms. Presently, a signpost indicated a 
place off to the right that he couldn't 
discover on the map and ће ignored itz 


head, and to the north, the land was 
beginning t0 take on a familiar desola- 
tion, Exactly at nine o'clock. hc was 


turning onto the track that led to the 
hui 


The sound of the [alls greeted him 
first: window down, he stecred through 
the pines and the semaphore blink of 
the sunlight, Well before the hut was in 
view, he started using the horn: and as 
he nosed the Fiat into the clearing, Luigi 
me dauering down the steps with the 
shotgun. calli Yes? Yes?" Thumb 
hopefully up. 

“Ош, yes. И all worked.” Inger ap- 
peared in the door and Forrester felt a 
surge in his heart. Stiflly, he swung his 
legs and. pushed himself from the 
arm lifted. in greet 

"Why the blood? 


Sea 


what you would 


re in my shoes. 
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stared. "What happened?" He pointed 
at Forrester's sleeve. 

“I cut myself.” As if in proof, Forres- 
ter showed his torn hands. "There was 
glass in the culvert. Glass and wire.” He 
moved toward the hut, fumbling for 
the nore, Inger's eyes on him. He could 
ve sworn Luigi was wearing one of his 
shirts, but he couldn't have cared less. 


“Here,” he said. “Salvatore gave me 
this" 
He left Luigi to read it and quick- 


ened his stride, saying: “Inger, Inger— 
are you all right?" He took the steps 
one and kissed her clumsily. “Really all 
right?” 

"The nervous smile. “Of course.” 

Luigi whistled, finished reading the 
note, and his face brightened. All was 
well. . . . He stood in the clearing 
and looked at them both. “So—it’s over. 
И goodbye. There's no time to lose. 
Some girl you've got there.” 

Forrester tightened his arm round In- 
Бег waist. He grinned wearily, rubb 
his beard stubble. 
me girl.” 

Forrester's mind prickled. Luigi start- 
ed on his way, making for the mossy 
boulders and the pines beyond. On the 
edge of the clearing, he turned and 
called to Inger in that waiters English 
of his: “Goodbye, beautiful miss." 

Forrester let his arm fall. Uncertainty 
thickened his voice. "What did he 
mean?" 

Inger shrugged. “That is the way he 
talks.” She separated from him and 
moved inside the hut, “His English is 


worse even than mine, All the time it 
has been the same.” 

It was more than the phrase; there 
was the manner of it, the parting look 
Forrester had intercepted, Oh, God, he 
thought. No. . . . No. 
al" Now Inger came back. 
you're tired. W. 
are you cut? 

Checkerboard drawn askew on the ta- 
ble, empty glasses, the remains of a 
candle. Forrester looked past Inger into 
the room that had been theits and saw 
the rumpled blankets on the bed. 

“Was he in there?” 

She was silent, motionless. He strode 
closer and stared in. For seconds on end 
he stared, before something broke and 
he wheeled on her. "He was, wasn't he? 


eal, 
is it bad for you? Where 


That blatant little bastard was with 
you.” 

She didn't flinch from his raw-eyed 
challenge. "Yes," she said. 


ou whore,” he stormed. "You 
bloody whor 
He made for the door, wanting to get 
out, out, anywhere. He shouldered past 
Inger into the open and she followed 
as far as the steps, shouting after him. 
"Em not! I'm not! 
He didn't listen, yet he heard, 
irony seemed like a final insult. 
“I needed somebody. ] always need 
somebody. Neal, Neal. . . . I'm not like 
І can’t. manage on my own. I'm 
id on my own. 
Forrester found himself by the boul- 
ders. He felt sick. A kind of madness 
pounded inside skull. Misty spray 


nd the 


you 


“Look! There's the Greens’ Christmas card!” 


drifted over him from the skein of fall- 
ing water, but he was unaware of it, 
unaware of everything except an cnor- 
mous bitter hurt that seemed t0 possess 
him totally. 

In dismayed protest, his thoughts flit- 
ted about for somewhere to settle, some- 
thing to hold them steady, but in vain. 
Bitch, they hammered, Bitch—like a fu- 
tile punctuation mark scattered through 
a pattern of images that reached all the 
way back to the casino at Messina and 
from there to the Capua and the kidi 
s hut and that room 
and the raid and his own terror and the 
hope that had come from it because of 


her—all this disjointed, feverish, with 
опе dear picture as he saw the parallel 
between his journey here and that of 


Luigi’s to the rendezvous with the others 
and what he would find when he arrived. 

Gradually, the confusion went out of 
his mind hardened, anger in sole 


charge. He turned fiom the boulders 


and crossed the dearing to the hut. 
Inger was sitting on the steps She 
moved her hands when he approached, 
as if in appeal, but he went on by, 
avoiding her look. 

The old number plates had been 
thrown at the back of the hut amid 
other rubbish: he retrieved them, re- 
turned to the car and extracted the tool 
kit. There was refuge of sorts in action. 
It took him 20 minutes to change the 
plates and Inger stayed away from him. 
When he next pased her to get the 
plastic bucket from the drainboard. she 
was smoking а cig but she made 
no attempt |o sp. тее times he 
filled the bucket [rom the falls, twice to 


shower the car and once to wash the 
rear seat, using the blanket for that and 
then to wipe the car roughly over. Then 


he traced his steps for the final time to 
the falls and washed himself, standing 
naked under the bluntness of the water 


until at last he was clean. 

Back in the hut. he shaved, after 
which he dressed, folded the iled 
clothes and ked them awa ped 


his pasport into a hip pocket and 
turned to leave—coldly, mind made up, 
the decision taken. 

"You, too—ch?"— Nolan, at the 


no, out of his depth and desperate but 
afraid to let it show. And Forrester 
thought with fury: not quite. Almost, 
but not quite. At least 1 didn’t finish up 


dead, 

But there were other ways of dying. 

He came to the door with his two 
cases and descended the rickety steps. 
Only then did Inger rise, touching him, 
her voice suddenly querulous with 
alarm. 

"What are you doing? Where are you 
going? Neal.” 

He shook her off. The sun burned 
through his shirt. He opened the offside 
door and chucked the cases onto the 
back seat. 


“Neal. . . . For God's sake!" 

Tightlipped, he slid behind the wheel 
and slammed the door. Inger started 
beating her knuckles against the win- 
dow, crying. Without a word or a glance, 
Forrester switched on, dropped into gear 
and drove away. 


He turned right when he got to the 
track. As if he'd. planned in advance, he 
already knew which route he would 

ake: to Palermo was perhaps 70 miles. 

His eycs ached and he reached for his 
sunglasses. In and out of the hollows, 
then across the stark moon surface, 
where no one ever seemed to come. 

"Non toccare"; Salvatore's words beat 
around in his bi 

What had shouted? "I needed 
somebody. I s need somebody. 

. " What about me? Is that all I was 
—somebody? Just somebody? Another 
Luigi? Luigi—that pigeondoed litle 


she 
alwa 


sod. Forrester spat his disgust through 


the window. A time would come when 
he could reason, but it wasn't now. 
Bitch, The self-centered spin of his 
mind stopped only once. God, he should 
have known. If that’s the way you are, 
hc thought, couldn't you have waited? 
At least couldn't you have done that? 

Shell manage. Shell thumb a lift 
when she reaches the highway. The 
world was full of men. 

Further wayside information PALER- 
мо, в KMs. . .. Another snaking stretch. 
And Forrester's mind and heart still burn- 
as the car topped 
w something that 


dread, bringing him sharply to his senses. 

A double row of tar barrels blocked 
d, ап army truck behind them, 
soldiers, officer astride the crown of 
the camber, reaching for his pistol as 
Forrester slammed on the brakes and 
the car screamed to a standstill. 

‘Two of the soldiers ran forward bel- 


ligerently. "Out," the officer ordered 
curtly in the sudden silence. He jerked 
the pistol sideway, as if he were tapping 


something. “Out. 

Forrester obeyed without hesitation. 
One of the men was already at the boot, 
the other opening a rear door, poking 
about inside. The officer came closer, 
studying the number plates; he was 
young and whippet thin, with quick, 
darting eyes. Forrester’s fear was entirely 
cerebral: it wasn't a. physical thing; yet 
this was how it always began. At last he 
could measure himself, even as he stood 
there, scared. There would be no run- 
ning from this. “Yes?” he said shakily. 

“Your саге" 

“No, rented.” 

Until then, the officer must have as- 
sumed Forrester was a compatriot. But 
the white 1800 Fiat weighed with hin 
more, 


‘our passport, per favore.” 

Forrester drew it from his pocket. The 
“please” was a hopeful indication; but if 
they decided to search the luggage, his 
chances would be stone dead. 

The officer holstered his pistol, then 
turned the passport’s pages with deliber- 
ation. His cap's black-leather chin strap 
bung loosely round hi ted jaw. 

“There is a police stamp here.” 
Echoes of Salvatore. He twisted the pass- 
port upside down. “Taormi 

"A man committed suicide in a hotel 
room next to mine. I was asked to go to 
the police post to make a statement." 

A frown. “This was six days ago." 

“That's right.” Sidelong, he could sce 
the soldier had dumped the two cases in 
the road and was probing under the scat, 
which he'd lifted. With an effort, Forres- 
ter fought down the urge to bluster. 

“And today your route has been 

“Through Leonforte.” 

“Thank you, signore." The passport 
was handed back, but the luggage was 
still in the road. “Have you seen anoth- 
er white Fiat, by any chance?" Forrester 
shook his head. 

One of the soldiers reported: “Noth- 
ing in the car, tenente, What about the 
cases?” 

“Put them back in,” the officer said, 
and a spasm of relief visibly plucked 
Forrester's mouth. He tried to smile po- 
litely; an innocent visitor. 

“What's this all about, anyw: 

“There has been some trouble to the 
south. Wild men, bandi They blew 
the gates off the lockup at Monteliana 
and a prisoner escaped. They were using 
а car like this—hence our thoroughness, 
signore, for which you must forgive m 

“Prego.” Forrester sat in the car and 
pulled the door to. "D'you think you'll 
get them?” 

“For ceri the officer said. “Not 
here, maybe, but somewhere. It is only a 
question of time. One of the men was 
wounded. Wild men, signore." 


Forrester had covered half a mile or 
so before the giddiness and the rea 
came. He pulled abruptly onto the side 
and switched off, crossed his arms on the 
wheel and let his head sink down, 

Instinctively, he understood, head on 
ns aud silence all around, the scene 
by the water’s edge beneath the wil. 
lows swimming in the darkness of his 
mind. “We are not what we are from 
choice. . ..”” Maybe. But they knew what 
they were; there were no veneers, no 
doubts about the make-up of their 
tures or the limits to which they could 
go without breaking. And in their grief 
and bitterness, there was acceptance of 
the cost. It had always been so and 
would be again, even when they were 
run to earth: four days with them had 
taught him that, Famished, hunted, dy- 
ing, alive and pathetic—they would take 


it as they would have taken triumph and 
the fulfillment of the dream, because this 
was life, all part of life, and they fought 
life with themselves and not with some 
version that they were not. 

He had done that. Forrester raised his 
head. Time and again, the latent flaw in 
him unrecognized, smothered by events. 
Even when Inger had said: “Don’t ex- 
pect too much, . . . Trouble comes of 
expecting too much,” he hadn't under- 
stood. Behind the fagade he presented to 
the world, a tiny fretful part of him dis- 
torted his judgment, turning its need, its 
frailty under pressure, into the belief and 
vanity that he, too, indispensable. 

He listened to his thoughts. He was 
the odd man out. Inger had no delu- 
sions about herself, either. “I’m not like 
you. .. . I'm afraid on my own.” She 
would survive. She knew what she was 
and she took what she could, like a 
child. Bur did that notion really justify 
him? In his mind, the scales of decision 
balanced a moment, then slowly altered. 

The officer at the check point seemed 
to think he had returned to report a 
hting. “What is it, then?” 

“I left my camera in Leonforte. In a 
bar there.” 

A sympathetic cluck of the tongue. 
They rolled the barrels away to let the 
car through. “Arrivederci,” the officer 
said, as if to imply that they would be 
meeting again. But already Forrester 
had decided against that. There were 
other roads: when he found her, if he 
found her, he would head north and 
make for the coast—Cefalü, Termi 

Thirty minutes after acknowledging 
the officers parting wave, Forrester 
reached the track. And there, a good 
quarter of a mile along it, he saw Inger. 
The blue trouser suit stood out against 
the bare, bleached, desolate expanses: 
lugging her two cases, and ever 
range, he could tell that she 


limped. 

And he felt nothing. Nothing—either 
way. 

He ran the car toward her until he 
found a suitable place to make a three- 
point turn. Then he waited. watching in 
thc mirror as she covered the last 50 
yards or so, leaning over to open the 
offside door as she approached. Without 
so much as a glance at | 
level, pushed the cases ahead of her and 
got in. Not a word between them. Her 
face was stern, beaded with sweat as she 
slid off her shoes and leaned back, clos- 

ng her eyes. And Forrester bumped 
slowly across the rough ground until 
they reached the road, then swung left. 
Nicosia, Cefalü, Term 
“As far as your consul, 


he said. 


This is the conclusion of a new novel 
by Francis Clifford. 
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sincerity of his manner than from his 
words, that she tentatively accepted the 
proposition that her guy might really be 
what he said he was. During this stage, 
she showed more curiosity than anything 
else. 

"What kind of wolf do you turn into?’ 
she asked. 

"Fm a timber wolf.” he said proudly. 
“Canis occidentalis. The kind you find 
in Ernest Thompson Seton. Of course, 
а Bin view of my 
family's being of such old American stock. 
But I happen to know of a German im- 
migrant over in Westport. He turns into 
a miserable little coyote, Сат latrans. 
Back in the old country, he was nothing 
but a Steppenwolf.” 
nd what do you do when you're a 
wolf? 

"My territory is the graveyard of the 
First Unitarian Church, I sort of run up 
and down among the headstones and pre- 


Us паг 


surpi 


tend to look for victims. Actually, I don’t 
like that part of it—maybe because I'm 
a vegetarian. Anyway, I'm glad the church 
is so far out of town. Other werewolves 
enjoy getting victims in their power and 
е a positive delight in rending people 
to pieces—but not me. Though sometimes 
I just can't help hurting somebody 
myself.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, if T come right on top of some- 
hody suddenly, with no time to pretend 
1 didn't see him, there's nothing 1 can do. 
1 have to act. Do you remember that 
scandal last year when a couple of high 
school kids were making out in the ceme- 
tery and the boy was allegedly attacked 
by a mad dog? It was most unfortun 

She was aghast, “Freddy, that was you! 

“Yes, it was. That's why we have such 
a problem. If we were together when my 
time came around, | just couldn't help 
going for your throat. 


“I can't help thinking, Ellen, suppose 
there isn't a life after death? ^ 


Her curiosi 

"Another thing." he went on. 
werewolves, I'm much more bloodthi 
when I can't get to 
we were on our honeymoon in ] 
isn’t chat where it'll be? Га have to sweat 
it out there. Even if I tried to get off by 
myself, I'd be sure to get 

"But th terrible!" she cried. “Fred- 
dy, what we do?” 

"Now, don't you worry," he said reas- 
suringly. "I'm working on it. It’s a lucky 
thing I’m an organic chemist. I've already 
figured out that the change to nal 
form takes place because my system is 
upset by moonlight of a certain intensity. 
By measuring the wave lengths involved, 
I've got to the point of producing in the 
Jab а hydrosol solution that has a definite 
effect on the mutation process. In fact, 1 
tried it out last month.” 

"And what happened?" she asked w 
intensity. 

lt was very interesting. At midnight, 
the time of transition from man to wolf 
was quite markedly prolonged. For a 
while, T thought it might not take place 
at all. Then, at dawn, the transition back 
to man was equally protracted. For a 
while there, too, I thought | might not 
make it back to human form.” 

But, Freddy! Then you'd have been a 
wolf the rest of your life!” 

es,” he said, "that's truc. But the 
funny thing is, that wouldn’t bother me 
too much. It's this damned switching back 
nd forth that bugs me. I want to be 
either the one thing or the other. ОГ 
course, as a vegetarian, 1 might not be 
too happy in the form of a wolf. I've 
worried about that. 

“A sheep in wolf's clothing," she said 
bitterly. “That's all that worries you. 
You don't even think about u: 

He took her in his arms and placed 
litle kisses on her neck and collarbone 
id in her ear and behind it. “More than 
anything else in the world," he said, "I 
nt to make you my wife. You know 
that.” 

"But how are we ever going to do that, 
Freddy?” she asked tearfully. “If you get 
stuck in Lupusville, I'll lose you to that 
bitch next door.” 

"You mean Lassie?” he asked. “But 
that’s ridiculous. She's not my type at all. 
And it's not hopeless,” he said strongly. 


“I've improved greatly on my colloidal 
solution. I've isolated the active ingred 


ent that, in its pure form, must keep the 
moonlight from having any effect on me. 
Im going to try it next week, darling, 
and 1 have every hope of success." 

In ed community of concern, 
Freddy and his girl lived through the 
g days. The night of the full 
moon came and went, and they waited 
for the moon that rises at midnight. 

“Do you look in your almanac to 


as 


know just which night it is?” she asked. 

“I don't have to,” he answered. “I 
just feel it coming on. I think it must be 
something like an epileptic's premonition 
of an attack." 

Or," she murmured shyly, “like а girl 
about to get the curse?” 

At last the crucial night arrived, and 
at 11, Freddy took his prophylactic. His 
girl expressed the wish to accompany him 
to the cemetery, in order to observe (from 
a safe distance) the events at midnight; 
but she did so in a voice so laden with 
apprehensiveness that Freddy sternly re- 
[есе the idea, 
ou here," he said. “If it works, 
ТИ be back in half an hour. If it doesn't, 


well, I'll sec you tomorrow 


“Ne she said, "I couldn't stand it. 

Im going home right now and take a 
sleeping pill. I'll know the worst, or the 
best, tomorrow morning." 
So Freddy went to the gr: d alone, 
and waited. The moon rose over the 
mausoleum of rich old Mr. Frisby, de- 
‘d 1906. Freddy prepared himself for 
the familiar frisson—and it never came. 
The witching hour passed and he was still 
Freddy, not Whitefang. 

“It works! It works!” he cried. “I'm 

free!” He hurried to take the glad tidings 
to his girl, but his repeated rings could 
not penetrate her drugged sleep and she 
did not come to the door. She joy- 
ous, however, the next day. Then and 
there, they made plans for the wedding: 
and, indeed, they were marricd three 
weeks later (but not in the First Uni- 
tarian Church of Darien). The ceremony 
was preceded by several showers for the 
lc, the rchearsal and dinner and the 
groom's stag farewell to single blessedness, 
during which many dirty jokes were told; 
and it was followed by a reception and 
a wedding breakíast and, that night, by a. 
consummation devoutly wished by both 
participants, which lost none of its de- 
ht for having been anticipated several 
hundred times. The next day at noon 
they emplaned for Jamaica on their 
honeymoon. 
Ah, the fun they had in Jamaical The 
gaiety, the swimming, the snorkeling over 
the coral, the waterskiing, the lying in 
the sun, the daiquiris to stecl-band mu 
and the dancing, the calypso singing, the 
limbo competitions. And every night, aft 
er hours, the sweet communion of the 
flesh. 

“Are you frightened, husi 
asked the night of the midnight moon 
and while they were entwined, “I 
n, about what will happen an hour 
m now?" 

“Not in the slightest,” he declared. “I 
can tell already: 1 don’t even have to 
take a second dose. I'm cured. Boy. if 
I had to be an involuntary werewolf, was 


“Your dream has come true, Frank. Гоє come 
with you to the Casbah.” 


I lucky to be an organic chemist, too!" 
His voice became humble. "You know, 
sweetheart, some people would say t 
I was terribly unfortunate to be born 
with those werewolf tendencies. But 1 
don't see it that way. I see how very 
favored I was not to have been one of 
those really vicious types, the kind tha 
gain the confidence of those close to them. 
and then attack them when they least 
expect it, Oh, how lucky I am not to 
have been that sort!” He snuggled up to 
her. 

“And, oh, how lucky I am, too!” she 
murmured, and fell asleep on his shoul- 
der, his tender bride. Ah, how his heart 
lowed! And so he fell asleep also, 


What was it that awakened him at mid- 
night? He was still in human form, so it 
was not that he had mutated, after all. 
Was it the persistence of his nt 
habituation. which woke him up for an 
event that was not to take place? Or was 


ancii 


it the interruption of a newer and sweet- 
er habitude, the proximity and warmth 
of his beloved wife? 

For the space beside him in the bed was 
empty. It was the first, mindless gropings 
of his arm for her body that brought him 
fully awake. He raised himself on his 
elbow and looked about the room and 
called, “Darling?” The moonlight was 
streaming through the open French doors 
in its peculiarly intense tropical way; 
and now the poor schlemiel understood, 
a flash of ghastly insight, why his wife 
had never noticed his absences оп the 
nights of the midnight moon, and why 
she had not answered the doorbell a. 


month apo. For 


n the path of its light, 
her silhouette etched sharply against the 
. with her tongue lolling 
and her fangs gleaming, sat the sleckest. 
largest and least conciliatory coyote he 
would ever see. 

Ba 
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journey, the great train slides off. 

We face the night and a corridor of 
plastic doors. Initial im- 
sort of health clinic. The 
peted and the wagon- 
tendant, in his special uniform, 
something of the careful benevo- 
lence of а uniformed hospital porter. 
Quietly auentive, he strips us of our 
bulletins апа passports—in fact, of our 
identity. It із an immediately unnerving 
. But a little later, it induces а 
sort of repose, a sense of nothing-more- 
andoaboutit. Then this new [a 
long form to fill in, 
your age and home address 
and how much currency you are carry- 
ing. Everybody retires to his cubicle 
with this homework, determined to do 
well. As for myself—carrying, as a pre- 
caution, small sums of six different cur 
at it for some time, and do 
splendidly, only to find out three days 
later that a few French francs or Italian 
lire or other internationally acceptable 
currency would equally well have seen 
me through. 

“Bonne nuit,” says the keeper. “I'll 
call you tomorrow at Lausanne." The 
door closes and that's that. Beds already 
made up, two to a compartment; the 
day back rests slung down, maturessed, 
sheeted, blanketed and pillowed. Snug 


pression—a 


corridor is softly ca 
lit 


—even, once in bed, spacious, Reading 
light in right position. 
ting; 


fit- 
everywhere. Ev ning 
into everything che, in a 
of compactness. And under 


Chromiui 


the Formica-covered. washbasin, a litile 
ique chamber 
one 


ard with a u 
ike a sauccboat 
new, clini 

And would some last-minute n 
of the sleeping cars, all fur and rouge 
ind violet eyes. come to occupy the 
other bunk? No. Unmarried ladies 
gentemen arc stinctly segregated. 
And, anyway, she is a few thousand feet 
up there through the white curved ceil- 
ing and the clouds. in a plane, il she 
exists at all. (My own last madonna was 
encountered on a French in. in a 
couchette compartment. At three in the 
morning, I awoke with a profound wish 
10 go out to the little boys’ room along 
the corridor, but found two ancient fe- 
male eyes also awake—and glaring 
hard at me. "Would the genile mon- 
sicur—monsieur est bien éleué—kindly 
assist me to the toilette?” The gentle- 
man in me rose. This plainly had to be 
done. She was past 80. Together we 
limped along the corridor. And then I 


pot 
те- 


more 


had to wait .. nd wait.. . before, at 
long last, the return escort: and then 
back, at „ло my other duty.) 


So to sleep, with the wheels beneath. 
playing something like the opening of 
Beethoven's Fifth over and over again. 


182 А useful lullaby. Before you can say "E 


pericoloso sporgesi,” the long might is 
gone, and there is a tap on the door and 
the words, "Lausanne, monsieur. 

Up with the washbasin, off with the 
ата top. Up with the blind. Down 
h the bl 


Swiss 


dow. Quick wash-over—remember, no 
bath now for two more nights—and 


dress and along the corridor to big cups 
of coffee and buttered rolls and cherry 
а Swiss-served restaurant car of 
ап origin. A brass notice plate ap- 
ils 10 из аз SIGG. VIAGGIATORI; we begin 
al. And this is a. 
hogany and brass din- 
of the sumptuous years, 
now a bit battered but refreshed with 
brilliant white tablecloths. The sun and 
the white Alps roll along outside as we 
follow the blue flank of Lake Leman. 
All scems well, but little do most people 
now that it is their last sight of 
dining car for the rest of the journey. 

We know better. We have taken the 
simple precaution, valuable on any Eu- 
ropean journey, of asking beforehand 
And we find that eating arrangements 
vary from country to country. Thus, in 
this second day through 1 cold 
tray will twice be provided 
by a wagon-lit concessionaire; but 
on the second day through Yugoslavia 
nd Bulgaria, there is no food at all, 
except what you may pick up from 
ion bullets at the longer stops. So we 
ve brought а hamper with us. 
A hamper, a picnic, is vital—and, any- 
y, a delight. Since you start in Paris, 
you have the best cold food in the world 
to choose from. For the loaded purse, 
the first choices are obvious: Strasbourg 
påté de foie gras, truflled game. and so 
udably forth. But any fair-sized Pari- 
sian charcuterie will provide you with a 
tonguetwisting assortment of pdlés de 
campagne or foie gras or rillettes, of 
blackbird or thrush päté (de grives) 
and tins of dreamy chopped whitefish 
and herbed the redoubtable Proven- 
са! brandade. Tins of much else, and 
quiches lorvaines, and sausage from 
Tyons, and ham from Bayonne, « 
Normandy butter and packets of to; 
It should all keep; and keep you pleas- 
antly diverted on that second complete 
day, when, with so much effortless time 
and space passing, you will want to busy 
yourself a bit. 

Now through green valleys lush with 
vine and orchard, high mount walls 
going straight up to either side. The fast 


gray rivers of Switzerland flow backward 
past us, a smart new Swiss ordi 
ticket collector flows forward in his 


pressed dark-gray uniform. Looking up 
at the snow-capped monsters above, one 
of the English says placidly, “I wonder if 
Switzerland yet" We 


we're in heave 


with silent superiority; and later pass 
through Sion, remembering that this 
twin-castled valley town—near which 
Rilke, the Austrian lyric poet, lived— 
has a mysterious rain record similar to 
that of the Sahara. And soon there is 
Brig, with the golden balls of the Stock- 
alper Palace and a nice new version of 
old-harmonizing-with new—Swiss — lines 
men in old-fashioned smocks yet har- 
nesed with palegray plastic traveling 
radio apparatus. Somewhere from over 
the roofs, a military band blares nost 
gia to the sunny skies and white slopes 
of Zermatt т out of earshot above. 

Not long. these small intermediate 
stops that will occur throughout the 
journey. And now the black Simplon 
Tunnel takes us; we roar like a flaming 
worm into thousands of tons of rock and 
emerge miles and miles later to sec the 
green. red and white flag of Italy masted 
at Iselle. Meanwhile, the beds have 
been swiftly made up: We retu 
daytime looking carriage that 
might ever have slept in but for the cu 
ous inconsequence of a handy wash 

More tunnel, and into Italy proper. 
remembering we have a time change of 
one hour forward. Such little matters 
become supremely important; they are 
red-letter moments of our relaxing days. 
And now a short stop in an old station 
with iron girdering and а few poued 


plants to signify Ita long with the 
strangely funereal black overalls of the 
sumably gaudy-minded Italian lines 


men and the primly straight squashed 
ps of officials. And then, in a blaze of 
color— Maggiore. 

It looks like heaven. Why on earth go 
on all that way to the wretched Orient? 


Wide blue waters, distant mountains, 
litle red-roofed Lakeside towns, islands, 
the first flowering of the palm alongside 


4 cool pleasantry of darker firs. The 
station at Stresa is covered with roses 
and hydrangeas—difficult, indeed, not to 
fling oneself off. But then—our keeper 
would be angry. Better not offend that 
chocolate-colored livery in whose satch- 
els reside passports, bulletins and liberty 
itself: Better just lower the sun blind 
and taste the noonday shade of Italy, 
until, hey presto. Milano. 

An hour layover here. Passports back, 
in case you have the courage to hurry 
down the long platform and go ош 10 
kiss the heroic mai 
of il Duce’s monumental. passé 


station. If you do, or sit down at the stir 
ion resta for a quick dip into the 
pasta, it will be ten to one you will find 


on your return that the tr; 
peared. Wild spaghetti«dribbling inquir- 
gst at a high pitch—but she has 
only Бе med to another pl 
and there at last she is, your long blue 
bungalow on wheels, and all is well. It 
has been for a few desperate moments 
like the anxiety not to miss a cruise- 
ship. For your liberty has been of your 


Torn 


si 
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own election, there is no paternal roll 
call to save you: the train simply leaves 
оп the pecp of the appropriate whistle. 
This all brings about the birth of a 
strange kind of loyalty. You begin to 
love your carriage with a slavish grati- 
tude and adorauon usually reserved for 
such persor lifcboatmen. 

ges are mostly painted in 
the two colors of cappuccino coffee and 
milk chocolate, and we now have a num- 
her of these edible beauties attached as 
the resuscitated train diesels off over a 
well.poplarized Lombardy plain. A young 


this, cold, comes or 
shion. Salami, boiled 
chicken and flakes of fried potato and 
cheese and an apple. Coffee follows. It 
is enough, according to contemporary 
bis. But is it a feast P carried in 
my сазе a copy of an old Orient Express 
menu from ampler days, It read: 


Hors d'Oeuvres Varies 
Consommé à la Duchesse 
Filets de Sole au Vin Blanc 
Aloyau de Boeuf Roti 
Havicots Verts 
Poulet de Grain 

Salades 

5ош ће 

Glaces 
Fromages 


Caf 


Desserts 
Liqueurs 


1 now you may setile down for a 
walizing da the window, Fir 
the cypress ions of Lake Garda: 
then the towers and river of Verona, at 
whose station the red-and-gold. crown of 
the Rome-Copenhagen express makes us 
feel yet more in the excitable middle of 
outer things. A little later, Vicenza, with 
the concrete Jolly Hotel rearing up and 
not a sign of а Palladian villa; then 


lua and more towers rising above а 
treasure of Giottos. Tantalizing, but 
nevertheless, the view and the feeling of 


the window. 
is, frames a 


throu 
wide as 


Пају come st 
The window, 
picture апа so 
lizes for you a vi 


lage, a medieval fortress 
sy hill. a group of 
h the vitality 
of their Latin 
see Italy more 


ious deportmen 
In one way. you 
ian soil: for you 
ivorous motor traffic that 
d sours so much of everywhere 
Here in your window passes Italy 
аз it was, and the scene convinces. The 
way is a great. insulator 
Now the factory chi 
nd ofi 10 ха to пћи 
Venice, flat water to the side and the 
ieway beneath unseen, so that the 
Direct Orient seems magically trans- 
formed into a hydrofoil as it enters the 
sunsetgold Vene 
There 


те 


of Меше 
island of 


our 


for, plainly, the train cannot run in 
among the canals; but one has а good 
prospect of the smooth mirror of the 
wide inner lagoon, of the black guide 
poles like lonely reeds, of а speedboa 
surfing its sense of holiday across the 
evening calm—and one has a last view 
n 
conductor takes over, demanding a fur- 
ther sacrifice of our bulletins. These 
attentions are no longer unwelcome: 
they begin to form happy litle interrup- 
tions to the long day. But no more 
homework? None. Unbelievable, since 
we now approach Trieste and soon afi- 
erward the Yugoslav. fronticr—which is, 
though, no Iron Curtain but, as it мен 
Tiw's Venetian blind—presumably, 
place given to official form filling. Yet 
no declarations of anything? We would 
have liked to have made some, fecl 
robbed. But feelings are diverted by the 
arrival of another meal, again airlines- 
fashion, with a carefully different 
selection of cold food. 
‘The great bay of Ti 
green angel on its pil g down 
the pink Adriatic, A prety sunset, an 
i g halt among dock sheds and а 
| hubble-bubble of swarthier 
southerners—even а group of Moslem- 
capped Yugoslav workmen—and off, 
with watches one hour forward, into t 
dusk and Tito% liberalized commu 
Trieste had offered on the platlorm а 
couple of carabinieri in their black half- 
moon hats, white gloves, faultless blue- 
andred uniforms. Now in the dark of 
Sežana. equally faultless dovegray uni- 
forms invade the corridor. and one of 
these Croatian police, with a ruby-red 
star on his cap. takes our passports away, 
muttering alfably, "Visa, visa," But was 
it really affably? What about the velvet 
glove? Passports and night and unknown 
frontier offices bode no good 
There is the true story of а woman 
somewhere on some other European bor 
der who was so deeply, but so mistaken- 
ly, suspected by customs officials that she 
was taken off the train by female police 
d made to strip. Vulture айе of eureka 


of our French keeper as a new, Ital 


id the big 


and Holdyouso when the lady sleuths 
saw the naked poste 
for 


ior of the unhappy 
both moons were scored all 
age lettering in an unintel- 
ible code, Only very much later, after 
chilly hours had been spent trying to 
break this unfortunate code, did the 
lady remember that she had recently 
visited the traveling toilette and. before 
settling to rest, had placed pages of a 
freshly printed newspaper round the 
The news had made its impact. 
such thoughts in mind, an 
anxious hall hour passes and the by-now- 


pajami-clad passengers keep popping 
thei 


heads out into the corridor and 
ng. "But we understood no visas 
were necessary.” Then, at last, the Croat 
comes back. smiling, with thc ра 
ge. only part of 


ssporis 


the game. And off we go. for another 
ight hours of Beethoven's Fifth. 

Early morning and over the broad 
brown Danube to Belgrade—or seo- 
Grab, as in Cyrillic leners the bauered 
old station-building pediment declares. 
An hour's wait and we descend to look 
for breakfast in the station buffet. Wait- 
er service. as anywhere else. But no сај 
au lait. Everyone is sitting around at 
this early hour drinking little cups of 
Turkish сойсе and plum brandy (livo- 
vii). Tito’s photograph framed on the 
wall, new xed-painted chairs in а restau 
rant whose basicbrown walls might have 
seen the créme de la crème off the old 
spres, when Belgrade was the capital 
of the kingdom of Se Immediate 
impression of the people is of a fresh, 
bourgeois lot: gone the elegance, the 
Heshpot lock of the West. Little, if an 
lipstick on women’s faces, and men in 
unpressed suits and with, it seems, very 
wiry hair disinclined to lie down. Som 

thing of a down-toearth energy in all 
this. The station itself is gray and old- 
fashioned, with one little line of modern 
plateglas shops, amd otherwise illumi- 
nated only by а merry applegreen c 
press carriage from Moscow. 

Once more the Direct Orient has dis 
appeared: lt is a familiar | 
сап now smile with fond understandi 
it. And pe з get a little 
nervous as we w ng the new 
Slav coal smoke on the morning air and 
watching a min go the length of the 
ast Beilin express, tapping the wheels 
with his little hammer. Whatever the 
politics, those little hammers are truly 
international. We are all tinkling broth- 
ers, And our own train comes pumping 
busily back. having taken on seve 
ages newly arrived from Germany. 

Off we glide through the modern sub- 
urbs of Belgrade, glance a moment at 
rust-brown river and oue high baroqu 


са 


towered church, and then south 
and east on parallels now with Genoa 
and Warsaw. И was along another т 


south of here, that the conductors of this 
anecdotal train at one time had instruc 
tions 10 lower the blinds to save the 
passengers blushes, as the local ladies 
had a habit of enjoying the river quite 
ed. 1960, s a driver who 
was in need of blinkers: Captivated by 
the sight of a € 1 beauty promenad- 
i bathing suit somewhere be 


gos 


а, ће ma 
the Orient Express into the less appeal- 


ing rump of another tr 
тесп counuy now, not so 
cd as yesterday's, almond 


d grazing land, old 
peasants in round fur caps and their 
women in head scarves in the fields: ox- 
cans, and each house with its well buck 
et raised on a long skyward boom, so 
that from ance, the village looks 
like a port full of feluccas at rest. All 


and plum trees 


Can you stop him 
when your tape runs out? 


You're recording a symphony. At the end of the third 
movement your recording tape runs out. [f yours is а con- 
ventional tape recorder, you have a choice between (a) curs- 
ing the longwinded composer, (b) learning to live without 
the finale, (c) turning over the reels, rethreading the tape 
and settling for a two-minute hole in the music. Not much 
of a choice. 

If yours is the Sanyo Automatic Reverse Recorder MR- 
1020, you press one button. The tape changes its direction. 
automatically, and you go right on recording movement 
four on the other two tracks. Prestissimo. 

(Later you attach a piece of sensing tape at the spot 
where you switched. This activates the Automatic Reverse 
Mechanism. When you listen to the recording, the tape 
direction will be reversed fully automatically at this spot.) 


For additional information mail coupon to 


SANYO ELECTRIC TRADING CO., LTD. 
15-13, 6-chome, Soto-Kanda, Chiyoda-ku, Tokyo, Japan 


Name and Rank 


Unit 


АР.ОЈЕР.О, га; ма 1020 
In the continental U.S. this product is marketed under the CRAIG brand and can be serviced by CRAIG facilities. 
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30 days ago I couldnt whip 
my own shadow. 


— By Pfc.Wally Halucha as told to Dan Abramson 


No matter how often 
I used to shave, I al- 
ways looked like I 
needed a shave. But 
somehow I got used to 
it. I figured my whisk- 
ers were tougher than 
everyone else’s. 

Then this sergeant started riding me about 
the way I looked. He kept calling me The 
Shadow. You know how chicken those guys 
can get. 

Sojust to get him offmy back] tried shaving 
closer. I'd scrape up, down, back and forth. 
Man, it was murder. My skin would get red- 
der and redder. Especially my neck. Can you 
picture me, big tough Halucha, with a red 
neck? 

I tell you, I'd about had it when one day 
the sergeant asked, “What do you shave 
with, Ace, a tin can?” I showed him the 
blades I used and he flipped. But I’d better 
not tell you what he said. 

Next day, though, the sergeant brought 


(©THE GILLETTE COMPANY, BOSTON, MASS. 


Me and my shadow. 


me one of his blades. “Ace,” he said, “‘you’ve 
got to stop killing yourself. I want you to 
wash your face real good, get your beard 
nice and soft. Then lather up and try shav- 
ing with this blade." He said his blade had 
a miracle plastic coating. Imagine that, mir- 
acle plastic. 

Well, when a sergeant comes on strong 
like that, you do what he says. Right? So 
what do you know? For the first time in my 
life I got a really clean shave without half 
trying. 

As it turned out, he'd given me a Gillette 
Super Stainless Steel blade. I used it the rest 
of that week, then I started buying my own. 

I don’t care if you have to shave once a 
day, twice a day, whatever, 
that blade is smooth. 

Maybe I’ve gotten 
spoiled, but I'll 
never shave with 
any other kind. 

"That's all there 
is to it. 


Either way, 
you can't lose. 


THE NEW FISHER 800-T 
ATAMILITARY DISCOUNT: 


190 WATTS 
FM CRYSTAL FILTERS 
AM CERAMICFILTERS 
REMOTE CONTROL 
PUSHBUTTON TUNING 
AUTOSCAN TOUCH TUNING 


TOFIND OUT MORE 
ABOUTTHE WORLD'S MOST POWERFUL, 
SENSITIVE AND VERSATILE 

STEREO RECEIVER 


MAILTHIS COUPON. 


Ё Егее literature plus big overseas military discounts. 
| Free! $2 value! Mail this coupon for The Fisher Handbook, an entirely revised and [| 

Ё enlarged edition of the famous Fisher high fidelity reference guide, and for сот- 

СА plete details about the new Fisher 800-T. You'll also get the full story on Fisher's 
|| ЯЯ overseas sales program that offers tremendous savings on Fisher's stereo com- 

ponents. 

|| Fisher Radio International, Inc. 
П 11-41 45th Road, Long Island City, М.Ү. 11101 


H air mail reply desired, 


Ё please enclose $1.00. Name. 
Address. 
[| АР.О./Е.Р.О.. 


For information on a special program for personnel serving in 
Vietnam contact Getz Bros. & Co., inc., Р.О. Box 43, Saigon. Tel. 21002. 
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Thrilling Sounds From Perfection! 


With an M-9 high fidelity stereo, it's always a thrill to listen to 


the Hi Fi concert hall type sounds.Whether playback or recording, 


the tone perfection will be a constant companion of enjoyment. 


m the U.S.A, Write to us fer a list oF 

valable at the US Army wd Air Force 
ps Exchange, EES Special Order Depart- 
change ia tha continent of Europe. You may order thi goods through PACEX 
jection APO San Franclico, Calif, 96323. 
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GJ AKAI TRADING CO., LTD. ғо. BOX 12, TOKYO INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT, JAPAN 


little different, the small, slower-looking 


stations denominated in both Cyrillic 
and Roman characters, local roads emp- 
ty of motor traffic, and our new diesel 
locomotive painted a virulent yellow and 
green, like a snake's head to our long 
international body, and appropriately 
bleating like a half-swallowed sheep. 
Now sometimes miles of maize, some- 
times a cutting into mountains and, well 
after midday, Nis, with a big grcen 
Orthodox church and a few gypsies on 
the line trying to sell terrible, fresh- 
baked plaster statuettes. But not for 
cating. Now comes the picnic hour, the 
setting out of all those delicacies from 
Paris; and, if you have been lucky in the 
buffet Belgrade, a bottle of hocklike 
Zilavaka from Herzegovina, best of Yugo- 
slav wines (there are also ricsling-called 
wines, light and good—but avoid a 
sweet, thick fellow with the appealing 
name of Grk). Now, too, so much time 
has passed that the sense of clinical 
seclusion has been dissipated. Doors are 
ng and closing with the vivacity of 
a French farce, bottles аге popping. 
food parcels crackling. People are chat- 
tier, too. One catches sentences of 
French blowing out of the compart- 
ments. Such French dialog scems always 
to contain the words “le cinéma" and 
“le ski." Гуе heard it again and again. 
nd now even the fierce-faced Bulgar- 


ian has begun to smile; he's seen some- 
one buy a bottle of XMivova, and 
midafiernoon will see his own border, 


after Dimitrovgrad. 
Officials at passing stations are growing 
long black Balkan mustaches, becomi 
sallower, looking more contemplative and 
intense. Reformed bandit chiefs? And 
eventually, Dimitrovgrad arrives, and а 
Jong wait. A trolley comes alongside with 
bread and hard-boiled eggs and, curious- 
ly, the offer of a tin of nes. And 
which femme fatale c: 
opener in her stocking top? I well 
stand now what a friend meant when he 
heard I was going by train to Istanbul 


and, with a horrible hollow 
ed: "So you're ng the casse- 
croüte route?” Well, some people 


been cassering croiütes, all right—but not 
us, the wise and not so virgin in these 
matters, 

Meanwhile, the customs people are 
going through the second-dass carriages, 
though they hardly stem to be interested 
in ours. Yet an adjoining compartment 
is stacked with crates of amplifiers be- 
longing to a young Itali 
bound for Turkey. He is having Italian 
kittens about his crates. But no need to 
worry: No more than a jollylooking 
Bulgar in a blue-serge uniform comes to 
пр our passports, and that is that, 

So we are off behind the Curtain, 
which is demarked on the nearby motor 
road simply by two white modern mo- 
tels, both bright with plate glass and, 
with a sense of holiday, flying their own 


the red, white and 
blue of Yugoslav hello to the grecn, 
white and red of Bulgaria—land, Туе 
often heard, of roses. And so it is. The 
wayside stations all have their little 
rose-filled gardens. And otherwise, the 
only changes seem to be a switch from 
gold to silver teeth, taller geese, the 
greater use of Cyrillic letters—giving us 


Goodbye to 


ап adventurous Russian [ec nd a 
difference in the surface of the motor 
roads, which the I m musician shows 


me are all nonskid cobbled, as in Paris, 
and so, he says, make a fearful noise 
when you are driving over them. And 
who on God's carth is he to talk about. 
noise, with all those amplifiers? 

A word here about the vaunted Cur- 
tain. It might not, objectively from the 
carriage window, exist, There are nei 
ther walls nor barbed wire nor apparent 
military emplacements. And the only 
noticeable dillerence in the people is, as 
we saw in Belgrade, of a bourgeois, 
orderly, less decorated nature. The per- 
cipient traveler must call upon his 
associative knowledge, the maps and 
guidebooks of the mind, to create a sense 
of Lam-thereness. This is, after all, what 
anyone doe: bistro in Paris: 
Often there ible to tell the 
eye it is not in Dijon —yer the mind i 
full of the Paris feeling. But occasional- 
ly, here in Bulgaria, there will be a 
glimpse to heighten your sensibility— 
such as an army officer with Russian- 
type tabs to his uniform, or a train from 
East Germany. But much weightier than 


inside а 


these will be older national qualitics— 
casts of face, changes of vegetation, the 
long treses plaited down a peasant 
woman's back, and hereabouts the over- 
whelming fact that we have passed from 
the northern Yugosla fields into a 
southern land with southern verve. 

Sofia greets us somewhere around six. 
and with an instant air of gaiety. A 
bright evening cowd welcomes the 
train. Kisses, yelps, hoots, laughter every 
where, several girls with bouquets to 
greet descending  passengers—we аге 
suddenly like an evening ship coming 
into an island port. And there is, ir 
deed, an essence of the island in Sofia's 
position, Nobody had ever told me that 
this city is situated in a basin pretti 
ly surrounded with mountains, some of 
them snow-capped, and just the right 
distance away. Clocks go one hour for 
ward again; there scem to be many more 
porters tl on any other platform yet: 
and beyond their bright-blue overalls, 
you see the little Dutch white curtains 
all along the windows of yet another 
bright. green Moscow express. 

Two soldiers stroll along, slung with 
polished tommy guns, the only quict 
ones of the evening crowd; and then, 
after a bit of shun we 
with a new engine that hoots like an 
owl, or something bigger, a Stanley 
Crane in rut. These are the tracks, we 
remember, along which Boris, the last 
king of Bul; , used to mount the 
footplate and drive his country’s trains. 
And dusk falls again for the third nighr, 


“The nice thing about working here is 
that you can immediately lay your 
hands on whatever you're looking for.” 
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with passengers now quite broken in, a 
Tittle punch-drunk, perhaps, and some 
people still licking Yugoslav sardine 
tins. But hopefully, like good liule phi- 
losophers, they will be counting their 


compensations. For instance, freedom 
from that aforesaid automobile traffic 


for two lovely days! And, on a more 
profound note, we have experienced a 
great sense of space and a diversity of 
people. Village after ur lage 
pissed hour after hour: Each lonely 
village, cach lonely figure in the fields 
scems encompassed by its own most per- 
sonal solitude of passing time. This very 
amount of lives and land is marked on 
p; it can only be truly sensed 
from such a train as thi 

For the first time, we are awakened in 
the night. At some ungodly time, we 
touch Pythion, on the Greek outward 
border, and а soft-voiced gentleman 
without a uniform pokes his head in 


nown vi 


no m. 


nd takes away the passports. АШ r 
the hell with them at such an hour. 
but it is dawn and worth a quick look 
through the window at the Greek 


nd-blue flag, a little gray wooden 
nd, again, a change of lettering 
into. Greek. Further evidence of how far 
we have come and how complicated 
rope still is. All innocence, we have 
been traveling through immortal Greece 
without knowing it: The cradle of 
Western civilization’s only lullaby was 
Beethoven's potent miss-a-beat 
However—nice to see the old pla 
no evones in skirts and pompons. S. 
ply the evidence of an earlymorn 
life, people slowly going about the new 
, à clucking of hens and the wide 
ilent echo of all the country all around. 
Back to sleep, but 
hour's time. The passports back, 
of the window a suddenly 
scene: the red flag of Turkey, with its 
white crescent and star, and, sure 
enough, the penciling of a minaret. A 
woman in baggy actonne trousers, 
cluiching her headcloth round her face; 
everybody about much browner. There 
are a lot of soldiers in Chinese-looking 
forage caps having their boots cleaned; 
and under shady acacias, the normal 
arly risers of this small Turkish country 
town are sitting at the lineside c 
no, careful, not café; in Turkey it is 
usually a teahouse. The Turk grows tea 
1 drinks it in little glasses all day. 
Colice is secondary. 

So а change of letter 


white- 


nother call in an 
Tout 
different 


other change of religion. In the last 
days, we have passed through the ambi- 
of at least four main religi 
man Catholic, Swiss Protestant, Serbi 
Orthodox, Greek Orthodox. Now Islam. 
And as we jangle away over the wide 
cach brown- 


anc 


rooled village pokes up its white mina- 
ret like a lighthouse. White and black 
storks patrol the ficlds or clack their 
bills like machine chimney-pot 
lookouts It was here during the Thra- 
cian upheavals of the carly 1890s that 
one of the few authenticated holdups of 
the Orient Express took place. The train 
was carefully derailed and four gentle- 
men of the Berlin Travel Bureau were 
kidnaped. They were later released—on 
payment of 100.000 fr isom. А 
few rice fields and men paddling up to 
the knees in cool liquid mud—one of 
the few agricultural pursuits t looks, 
to the hotfoot layman, an enviable de- 
ht. But now 4 more tangible pleas- 
ure blesedly arrives; the Turks have 
put on a real buffet car, and soon а real 
breakfast of cheese and olives and bread 
and butter and jam and tea is brought 
by a black-smocked waiter whose smile 
reveals what seems to be all the gold of 
Byzantium—and might very well be part 

it, melted down and passed from 
mouth to mouth over the years. 

As the last hours of gorse and scrub 
roll by, as we fondle our new Turkish 
lira notes decorated with the torso of 
Atatürk in full evening dress, it is time 
to recoup the immediate past. Lesson 
one: The Orient Express is no longer a 
пат de luxe, though, apart from the 
food question, which we have solved, it 
is pretty comfortable. And lesson two is 
not ever to think you can get on and off 
these sleepers as spontaneously as you 
please, staying al, say, Venice or Bel- 
grade on the way. The train is quite 
heavily booked: and unless you book 
according to your onamdoff schedule 
some time before, you may be unlucky. 
And now a big moment—the reedy 
1 end of an inlet from the Sea of 
a. The sea, the sea! Contact at 
last! And soon suburbs of various kinds 
begin to pass the bathing resort of 
then а colored towering of mod- 
ariment blocks, them а poorer 
quarter of those dark wooden houses 
at make patches of Turkey look like 
bits of a kind of hot Norw; Some- 
where here, too, is Yesilkóy and the 
airport where all those femmes fatales 
may at this moment be arriving, freshly 
powdered and rouged and quite oblivious 
of our faithful passing presence. 

And at last the broker 
walls of old Byzantium. And we are into 
and literally what that word. 
means—"into the city.” Immense gray 
mosques, many domed, like giant schools 
of stone bubbles, show themselves to the 
left; then the venerable high dome and 
yellow walls of St. Sophia: and round- 
ing the point, the great Seraglio of the 
nd Turk, fortress of felicity and mur- 
derous intrigue, its kitchens for 10,000 
people fretting the sky with chimneys, 
and a huge buzzard slowly wheeling 


towers and 


above the surrounding trees. Now to the 
right the Bosporus; big ships passing on 
fast flowing waters come from the Dan- 
ube, the Don, the Volga, ingle with 
the Marmaran salt. On the righthand 
ast, Asia ten minutes away 
у and, standing out very clear- 
ly, the big barracks where Florence Night- 
ingale lit the lamp of nursing. 

Sirkeci station, the terminus. And out 
into a milling, sweating, battering crowd 
that declaims that Asia has come to 
Europe: no need for geographical nice- 
ties about the Bosporus neatly dividing 
two continents. And taxi and 
across the Golden Horn to your hotel— 
and what? Lashings of Circassian chic 
en? Grilled swordfish? The sweetm 


ton 


о а 


called Lady's Navel? Or true mavel— 
for. as once the dervishes whirled, now 
hired navels from all over the Near 


East rotate each night in a hundred 
danses de ventre the night 
clubs. Or just a row of iced rakis on the 
marble quay of a restaurant by the 
Bosporus? 

Alter 1800 miles, five religions, seven 
borders, three litcrations 1 God 
knows how many peaked caps, there i 
all this offered to the person of hin 
described now on his Turkish return 
bulletin as “Sansom Bey.” And there is 
also the expected great. architecture of 
mosques and of Byzantine relics, and the 
vaunted Covered Bazaar, the Se- 
raglio now made into a museum, with its 
amazing treasure of jewels. its wealth of 
porcelain and costumes and coaches and 
everything ele that went to make up 
the pleasure dome of the sultan—includ- 
ing a moment that marks the cpitome ol 
royal indolence, that garden once filled 
with rare tulips where, in the warm 
dusk, the Мос cyes of the Grand Turk 
watched tortoises race, each with a can- 
dle upon its back, Add all the rest that 
the guidebook promises of a complex, 
i ity. Yet there is always more to 
be found. Thus, not only bare dancers 
but dancing bears, trapped in local for- 
ests. And ап island of peace an hour 
away—Büyük, where only horse tral- 
fic is allowed and the horses must wear 
silent rubber shoes. And, in mighty 
contrast, one of the loudest man-made 
musics on earth, a performance in high- 
turbaned costume of old Turkish mili 
тагу marches, remorseless, composed 
largely to inspire terror—at one time, 
the drums were so large they had to be 
played on elephantback, And, i 
and beyond belief, wrestling matches 
between camels. And, in any season on 
the chance menu, foodstuff led 
amanex. Amanex? Ham and eggs. No 
end to the subtle tricks of the wily Turk. 
The journey was worth t would have 
been madness to descend at Maggiore. 


down in 


and 


season. 


EPIEYS BIKE SHOP оса from ресе 129) 


as wide as a hand towel, so all but a few 
inches of her smooth legs are visible 
next to his gearshift. Plum-colored shawl, 
squarerimmed specs, red hair to her 
waist but drawn back by a plum-colored 
ribbon, grandma style, amd her face 
scrubbed cle: No make-up. Her smile 
has a chaste, benevolent wholesomeness 
Charley associates with nuns and candy 
box illustrations and certain passionate 
women who are holding it all inside. 

“You going out to the edge of town?" 

“I have to stop at this bike shop first. 
But if you don't mind waiting in the car 
a minute, I can take you right to the 
highway. Where you headed?” 

Her voice is soft and breathy, ethe- 
real, hard to follow because she speaks so. 
slowly, as if trying to recall how each 
sentence is supposed to go. “Up to Men- 
docino, acually . . . to visit a friend of 
mine ... who might have a baby at any 
moment." 

Charley glances at the wriggling pups. 
“Mendocino is two hundred miles away.” 


"Yes... it will be усу... difficult 
for her. She already has three children. 
This will make five . . . if it’s 


“Well,” Charley says, "it's a good day 
for traveling 

With eyes c 
the same benign 


d unblinking, with 
d guileless smile. the 


girl regards him. 
want the dogs to 

Charley has to listen hard to hear her. 
In back, the Dalmatian whines, straining 


"Yes, I'm glad... . I 


the girl explain 
The pups themselves are yipping and 
squealing and climbing over one another, 


"She's high-strung, 


heading nowhere, 11 snouts, 22 ears, 44 
black and white and gray and spotted 
legs. 

At Epley's, the girl covers most of 
them with one arm and reaches back to 
hold the mother by the neck while Char- 
ley pulls his bike out. He's wearing his 
long-sleeved paisley shirt—yellow сш 
and swirling turquoise wide gr 
hiphugger corduroys with broad Ы 
belt. He figures he must look pretty 
good wheeling his bike up tlie concrete. 
path. 

Epley waits in the doorway. His black 
hair is the inverted base of a triangle 
head. The inverted apex, his chin, is 
nearly black, too, with stubble almost 
too tough to shave. Charley feels sorry 
for the skin below his 1 the scrap- 
ings that have made that skin a 
scraped bicycle patch, It hangs a little 
loose. He's nearly 50. Black Frisco jeans. 
Black T-shirt. 

Thick glasses distort. Epleys huge 
black eyes. He looks startled as he tells 


Charley the trouble with his gearshift is 
inside the wheel, not in the cable, and 
he doesn't have the part in stock to fix 
this model. € ley follows him inside 
to the catalog. 

Epleys shop is the front room of 
his house. In one corner, lightning 
streaks crackle over seated bluish figures, 
sparks of static through the loud modera. 
tor’s pixy smirk: 


"Sixty seconds left, folks. Big 
down. Your moth- 


hour ago. Is it real? 


erw 
Is it rumor? 


Worn sofa, six reading lamps, old 
bicycles, one lawn mower, three electric 
heaters he's working on, scattered spare 
parts, metal desk piled with tags and 
bills; against onc n old glasssided 
idding machine and, next to the sof: 
tape recorder into which Epley si 
from time to time, since he once tried to 
break into show business. Charley 
learned this on his last trip to the shop. 
thi cartier, when Epley played а 
few y. of himself singing Stout 
Hearted Men. Charley can't tell whether 
Epley remembers him or not. 

He pews and rods clank 
inside the adding machine as Epley com- 
ad of time how much the re- 
pairs will cost. It’s something under four 
dollars, and Charles toward 
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xious now to drive the red- 
cd girl up the Coast a few miles 
himself. At least to the next town. He 
has no clear idea of what he will say or 
do. But maybe something will happen. 
He has plenty of time. 
s. "Do you realize what 
g to pull? 1 can't even put 
icycles on my lawn anymore.” 
rom between the cushions of his old 
sofa, Ерје es a sheaf of legal-size 
paper, flipping pages too fast for Char- 
ley to see the title 
this, this sentence right 
‘pertains to all businesses, re- 
gardless of location or gross profit. 1 call 
dictatorship, buddy. That's what it's 
coming to. Thirty-seven years in this 
town, just to watch it turn into a god- 
damn dictatorship. 
The magnified eyes widen, as if wit- 
nessing some atrocity. shifting 
weight from foot to foot, whirls sudden- 
ly to face the set: 


“Big Clock rewinding, folks. Con- 
testants changing places for Decla 
tion Three. The man you're about 
to hear is the brother of a former 
ambassador 10 one of our NATO 
а closely, now. Js it real? 


use his bike gearless till the part comes 
in. Sceing that he might appear wishy- 
washy wheeling it back to the car, he 
starts to shrug his shoulders and make 
some comic face. But the girl isn't 
watching. She's hunched over her pups. 
Epley's angry voice is right behind him. 

“Hey, listen! Do you realize what 
would happen if that building over 
there burned down? Thev could put a 
ng lot m there, which means this 
other fellow, two lots away, mi 
to paint his side window. Just cover it 
up! 

The big Dalmatian is barking, still 

trying to climb the front seat. The girl 
decides to Ieave her puppies and sit in 
ick. She steps out, ignoring the two 
men. 
Epley has started to parade along the 
dewalk. "Over fifteen hundred people 
signed the petition," he shouts. "Here, 
lemme hold d bike for Me and 
Mrs. Spragg did almost all the work 
singlehanded. Living dynamo, that wom- 
an, nearly seventy, though you'd never 
guess it." 

While they're | 
Dalmatian finally 1 
her excitement, she 


ing the bike, the 
ps over the seat. In 
s the box, and all 


11 puppies come tumbling through the 
still-open front door, out onto the sidc- 
walk. 


por M 


“А fellow answering that description was here ten 
minutes ago but left right after flipping a coin.” 


es 
Charley 
At that moment, 
Dalmatian unaccountably bounds 
im, across the grass and through 
front door. 
Dlack-and-white dog of 
just ran into the shop!" 
“Jt isn't my dog," Charley says. 
Epley clutches black thighs, 
Пу through his glasses, like а m: 
savages, first at Charley, 
then at the girl where she knecls minis- 
tering to her pups. 

“Wha Фуа mean, it isn't your dog’ 

She looks up at him, her lips spread 
slowly into that nun's smile. Epley gri 
maces, trying to hear. “It’s... my dog. 


‘The girl slowly kneels. Three puppi 
are waddling up the walkway. 
moves to grab them, 
the 


stares 
л 


Nell is . . . very highstrung. 
Charley catches the wandering pup- 


pies. "Here, h 
find the dog. 
“Oh... thank you... 
very much. 
"There's so much space between her 
words, he has crossed the lawn before 
she finishes, Epley’s already inside. € 


ng onto these. I'll try to 


thank уой... 


ley hears him yelling in back. Lightning 
streaks punctuate the voice, disfiguring a 


blue-white row of faces 


"You're wrong, Mrs Notley. 
There's the buzer, and Big Clock 
says everybody's wrong this time. It 
wasn't a rumor at all. Canadian 
Riley is still alive and she'll be 
on stage here in just a couple of 
minutes.” 


ks old milk cartons out of 
the way to get through Epley’s kitchen 
On the table lies an overturned king-size 
Corn Flakes box with top torn back, 


some murky Pyrex bowls Pans are 
stacked on stove and drainboard. 
Cupboard doors stand open. 


Epleys in the bathroom, wrestling 
with the dog, who has rooted out some 
icd and grimy underwear. "Look 
here, mister! Tell this goddamn dog of 
yours to let ро my shorts!" 
to grab her, but she's 
He draws back, afraid 
his corduroys. "Why don't 
you let her have the shor 

"Are you nuts?” Epley yells. “Are you 
crazy. What the hell is going on 
around here, any 

“PIL have to get the girl. It’s her dog. 

Back through the cluttered kitchen, 
Charley's heading for the front door 
when he finds the gir] sitting on the floor, 
back against the adding machine, hold- 
ing the box of puppies in her lap, 
watching the screen. Her shaw] has fall- 
en open and underneath it, Charley sces 
nothing but white skin from neck to 
belt, and below the belt about eight 
inches of denim skirt before her legs 
start. 

She isn’t self-conscious about this. She 
doesn’t even look at him. 


“You'd better call your dog. She's 
chewing up Epley's shorts. 

She stands, draws the edges of her 
shawl together, walks into the kitchen. 
lifting moccasined feet as if picking her 
y across а floor covered with s 
Her steps make no sound. When she's 
Charley squints in amazement at 
row of puzzled faces in the corner. 


Ане 
уа let роу 
at the girl. 
t the hell zs all this? 
Nell shuts up. and the girl's in 
the kitchen, dragging her by the collar. 
Right behind comes Epley. stuffing to: 
shorts into his back pocket and trying to 


ing. 
ER 


step around them, shifting from foot to 
loot as the girl pauses in his doorway. 
"Jesus Christ, lady. Why'd you have 
to bring all these dogs into the shop?" 
She tums to him. "Do you happen to 
have any 
“Outs?” 


“Dried oat." The s 
body's grandmother. eve 
One hand holds Nell. who strai 


yhody’s saint. 


s to 


reach Epleys back pocket. The other 
holds the edges of Ет 
1 feed the puppies after they nurse 
awhile. Just a big cupful. and anyo 


who didn't get enough milk can fill up 
on dried oa 


pley starts to massage his scalp. dig- 
ging grimy fingers into the black invert 
ed triangle of hair. He strides to his desk. 


Kick " heavy boots 
One broad sweep of his arm clears half 
the desk of papers and tags. They flutter 
to the floor. 

“Jesus Cl 

He grabs th of his lawn 
mower, shoves it across the room and 
right out the door, so that it clangs down 
three steps and overends into the grass. 

“Look at that mower. for Christ 
sake. Now what am | gonna do? Lady 
wants it fixed by three this afternoon. 


And look at it now!" 
АП this noise scares the pups. They're 
yipping and wiggling under one another 


to escape it. The girl joins Ch 
the adding machine. squats. reaches in 
with one hand to knead and reassure. 
The way she squ 
it’s clear i0. Charley she's we 
ing under that short skirt, ei 

Nell has started bi 
screen, small faces open wide in loud 
guffaws, cameras cut from mouth to 
mouth. Epley has switched on his tape 
recorder; his own warped baritone fills 
the room: 


ley at 


ive me some men who are stout 
hearted men, 
Who will fight 


adore.” 


for the right they 


And now hes rushing around. grab. 
bing bikes that lean against his walls. He 


runs them out the door one by one and 


they bounce down the steps, piling up 
ound the lawn mower. 

Look at that!” he shouts. “Look out 
there on my lawn. A week's work, all shot 
to hell! What am I supposed to do now?” 

Nell strains and snaps at the torn back 
pocket of Epley's Frisco jeans. The girl 
murmurs, “Nell. Nell, sit down.” 
Maybe we'd better get going,” Charley 
ys. "Why don't 1 carry the pups out 10 
the car? Nell might follow them. 

Epley yells. “Hold и! Hold it right 
there, buster! I got a week's work stacked 
up on that Jawn, ya know—busted wheels, 
a mower that'll probably never go again. 

“I guess I could help you bring all that 
stuff back inside," Charley offers 

“What good would that do?” The griz- 
zled face contorts. 

"Didn't you say you couldn't park your 
bikes on the grass anymore? 

"Fuck "em!" Epley shouts. "Fuck the 
s! Fuck the rules! Fuck ‘em all!" 

Nell tears loose from the girl's grip 
and lunges at Epley's rear, rips the back 
pocket off . mouthful of old 
shorts and black pocket patch, bucking 
her head with the prize. 

“Here. Gimme that, you goddamn dog 
bastard. Gimme that! 

Epley dives for the dog, hunched and 


hairy-armed, chasing, lurching. 1 
grabs the puppy box, hurries toward his 
bus. Nell bolts after him, Epley right 


behind, Charley opens the front door of 
the VW, sets the pups on hi . then 


opens the double side doors in time for 
Nell 10 bound up onto the mattress 


Стоп,” he shouts to the "let's 
get going!" 

She appears in. Epley’s doorway like а 
skepwalker. surveying the scene—the 
bike-littered lawn. the dog-filled bus, Ep- 
ley sprinting the concrete walkway—with 
her benign smil bout (0 raise 
arms and bless it 

From behind, around 
ош the door, come 
spattered Lyrics, into à 
voice louder now 
with anger, 
revolution 


shawl and 
phlegm- 
second chorus, the 
nd trembling, as if 
s if Epley is ап incensed 
y «ying out for men and 


her 


plev's 


“Shoulder to shoulder 
and bolde 
We grow as we go to the fore. 
Then there's nothing in this world 
Can halt or mar a рип...” 


“What about my bikes?” 
“WI bout my lawn 
about my underwez 

She slides into the bus. As Charley 
pulls out into traffic, Epley sprints to his 
tangle of bikes, frees one many-geared 
racer, hops on and sta the grass, 
bouncing over the curb. With knees 
pumping furiously, he catches Chi 
the first stop light and pulls 
yelling, “Hey, where do you th 
going, for Christ sake?” 

Red light snaps gree 


and bolder 


Epley yells. 
mower? What 


it. But in this traffic, top speed for his 
VW bus is 30. Epley keeps up. pedaling 
along next to the window 
"You son of a bitch, with your ba 
nme back my underwear! 
shuts his window, switches the 
up full: 


"The next caller is Miss Rosalic 
Dimond over there in Pacifica. Our 
operator is ringing her now. 1 can 


hear it buzzing.” (Click click) "Hel 
lo, Rosalie? Rosalie?" (Click) 


At the edge of town, where the stre 
becomes a highway, traffic is still ju 
heavy enough to hold Charley back. He 
can't pass or pick up speed. Epley's right 
behind him. Charley's afraid ro drop the 
girl here, worried about Ерјеуз harass- 
ment. Yet there's по point in driv 
her up the Coast, not while Epley’s tag- 
ging along. Nell is howling now. Some 
puppies have spilled out onto the floor. 
‘harley has to watch his feet on the 
pedals. The girl leans to gather the pups. 
in, white breasts 
ts her eyes to look 
intly sj le 
Ерісуу stubbled. 
mgle of a face 
1d Charleys en- 
“Turn around. Will ya tum 
around? You think I can leave my shop 
open all day with nobody to watch i 
tered all over hell? Ive 
otta get back to town, for Christ sake! 
‘ound, buddy. Goddamn 


the window, 
nd tortured t 
the radio 


outside 


© geuing tired. What'd ya 
pick k like this for. anyway? 
The town is wo miles behind when 


Ch, row road off to the 


cy spots a n 


right. [rs unmarked and unpaved but 
хо moun- 
He 


graded, and. 
that | 
turns suddenly and 
past. In second ge; 
climb, grinning. He tur 
In his rearview, he secs Epley circle 
k, seuggle to pump up the grade, 
Finally. rounding a high banked curve. 
Charley sees him far below, stopped. 
addling his bike 


winds steeply 
н back from the sea. 
pley goes shoot 


He picks up what appears to 
be а rock and hurls it in Charley's 
direction. 
Then Epley 
keeps climbing. Afte 


ош of sight. Ch 
while, the 
going 


the highway.” 
ing sure we get rid of Epley. 
this road а few minutes 


“Jus 
We'll 


follow 


more, then head down to the highway 
again. Don't worry. 
“Ol 


I'm not woi 
fact, 


repose, A couple of curves later, she 
says, "But could we stop somewhere? 
Nell's v ve. She gets carsick . . . 
on curve 


She points to a gravelly wide space 
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next to a knoll covered with long grass, 
a high mound shining green after the 
long rains. Charley parks. She climbs 
out, opens the side doors and reaches in 
to fondle Nell, rubs her sides, lets the 
dog lick her face and neck. 

When Nel jumps out to scamper 
around her legs, the girl takes the puppy 
box and meanders tow the knoll. She 
moves in that slow, soundless way, as if 
cach step is a thing in itsdf, to be 
sivored—the only real step anyone has 
ever taken. This appeals to Charley. 
When she wades into the grass, starting 
to climb, he follows, imitating her pace. 

The grass stands two to three feet, 
topped with pale tassels hung from cap- 
ry branches, all translucent now. 
Charley drags his hands through the 
tassels and his heart swells with amused 
and generous gratitude, a surge of 
warmth for the man who forced them 
toward this hillside retreat. 

At the knoll's top, he finds her 


smile that purifies every act, somchow 
makes it holy. She removes her shaw 
spreads it out behind her, 
lying there in a plum-colored 
miniskirt and moccasins, with 
stretched back and the sun shi 
silver squares olf her specs. 

1 just love the sunshine. So does 
Nell." 

Charley looks around. No other cars 
on the road. No houses. Not even a cow. 
Just this spring mountain sloping to the 
wooded in spots, broken by gullies 
and other little mounds and knolls. He 
remarks how he loves the sunshine, too, 
and starts to remove his turquoise-paisley 
shirt. 

"What's your name?" 

“Charley.” 

'Mine's Maude. Hey, Charley? Will you 
sort of dump those puppies out all over 
my chest and stomach? I love to feel "em 
crawl around like that. They're so furry.” 
Icy dumps the pups onto her stom- 
nd chest, and the big Dalmatian is 


and she's 
nest, 


ake off his boots. 
"I could spend all day up here,” 
Maude says, “just lying around in the 


“So could 1.” 
"You want а few puppies?” Maude 
asks. 


‘Let ‘em crawl on your stomach, 


“Sure. 1 gucss so. 
Dreamily, she rolls her head toward 
him and half rolls her torso, in a gesture 
of offering. “Hae, help yourself.” 
га her flat 
white belly, reaching for one warm 
«ful of gray fur, when he hears be- 
hind him the scratch of loose rock; he 
hears heavy breathing. He turns to see 
Epleys black hair clearing the knoll's 
far side, then the agony of Epley’s face, 
running with sweat. His great eyes blink 
ancly behind dripping lenses. 


її а steep, short drop-off over there 
and Epley is clutching for handholds, 

“Hey! Jesus Christ Almighty! What 
the hell kind of a deal is this? Give a 
guy a fair shake once in a while!” 

Charley jumps up. “You get the hell 
out of here, Epley! Go on! Get back 
to your bike shop or something! 

Nell has spotted him, too, and comes 
tearing through the grass like a mad- 
dened guard dog. neck stilf and growling. 

Maude pays them no attention. Be- 
tween her сусу nd the sun, she holds 
one puppy, tickl cooing and snick- 
ing with puckered lips. 

“Can you do that?" Epley yells. “Can 
you give а guy a fair shake? I was doing 
OK 101 you turned up this Godforsaken 
turnpike. I blew a brand-new tire be- 
fore I'd gone a hundred yards. What am. 
1 supposed to do now? Hey, call off this 
dog, will ya? Get away. G'wan. Dog 
bastard. Will ya leave me alone; 

"Sic ‘em, Nell. Sic "еш," Charley says. 
“Get Epley. 

Nell has forced him to the precipice. 
Epley loss his footing and steps back- 
ward, sliding down the short rocky wall 
he has just climbed. Nell pursues him, 
and Epley. in his loggers boots. his 
burr-prickled Frisco jeans, takes off, gal- 
loping and yelling, down the hillside. 

“Hey! Tell this dog bastard to cut it 
ош. Can you do that, for Christ sake? 
Get away from me, black-and-white dirty 
dog son of a bitch in the grass! Hey! 
Неу! What do you people think this is 
—a picnic area? I got a flat tire and my 
front door wide open. What am I sup- 
posed to do now?" 

"Hitchhike," Charley yells after him. 
"Ride on the rims. Do whatever you 
want, but get tlie hell away from here. 
Sic ‘em, Nell. Get him good." 

He watches till they disappear in a 
grove of trees. Then he hears her soft 
voice. “Charley? Charley?” 

He turns to find that she's removed her 
skirt. Just high moccasins now, the spec- 
tades and 11 puppies swarming over her 
bod 

"Charley, doesn't the sunshine make 
you sort of . . . you know . . . feel like 
doing something?” 

“What about Epley and Nell 

"Well, I mean before they get back." 
Ill put the puppies in the box. 
‘Don’t you like my puppics?” 

I love your puppies 

“You're not old-fashioned, are you? I 
mean, you're not hung up on some 
cornball style of- 

‘Not me, Mande. Never let it be 
said.” 

Charley has stepped out of his cordu- 
roys and is kneeling next to her when 
he hears the engine of his VW starting 
down below. “Did I leave my goddamn 
keys in the car?” 

“C'mon, Charley,” 


Maude murmurs, 


He runs to the knoll edge, sces Epley 
behind the wheel and Nell leaping at 
the window wing, hurling herself against 
the door. 

“Hury up, Cha 
turning me on.” 

He sees his bus swing 


rley. This sunshine is 


out of the 


gravelly wide space. In his shorts, Char- 
ting down the hill toward the 


ley's spri 
graded road. But Epley swings it again, 
cutting two tracks through the deep 
grass and he's heading up the slope, 
straight for Charley, with Nell alongside, 
leaping and barking with hate. Behind 
the windshield, Charley sees the wild 
eyss, more startled than ever, terrified. 
He jumps aside and, as the car careens 
past him, he grabs the open window, 
опе foot on the tiny step, head next to 
Epley's head. 

'owre going to wreck my car! Stop! 
Stop! 

Just as the front wheels clear the rise, 
Maude is coming slowly to her feet, red 
hair pouring over white breasts and 
shoulders; puppies drip and fall to the 
grass like some fur coat falling apart 
around her. Epley brakes in panic; his 
head hits the window; Charley tumbles 
into the grass. 

Maude catches two falling pups, lifts 
them to her neck like a muffler and 
begins walking toward the car with a 
pleased smile, some pricstess receiv 
an expected pilgrim. Fpleys foot slips 


and the car, rear wheels sull on the 
indine, starts to roll backward. 
Brakes!” Charley yells. "Hit the 


brakes! 

But Epley is paralyzed. The bus picks 
up speed, rolling silently. Nell stands 
watching now. Maude whispers С 
ley's name, but he doesn't turn. He sits 
in the grass and watches his red-white- 
and-blue bus roll across the road and 
bounce over the far side, into more grass, 
а steeper slope that drops about 50 yards 
then gradually levels out before it slopes 
up the other way. Through the bottom 
of this draw runs a rocky ditch, the bed 
for a water trickle slipping scaward. 
Charley watches his rear wheels drop 
into this ditch; he hears the crunch, 

There's a long silence—Charley clasp- 
ing his knees in disbelief, Maude above 
him with two neck-warming pups, other 
invisible puppies strangely «иісі in sur- 
rounding grass, the only sound a thin 
piping whine from somewhere deep in 
Nell's throat as she, too, waits for the 
distant bus to do something. 

At last the horn soun 


ah, 
side window. 

“Hey, you people gonna stand around 
till lunchtime? I'm stuck down here in 
the bottom of this gully, for Christ 
sake!” 
Nell barks back but without much 


waah 


mi IBS ШЕЛ Ge dijs 


conviction; Eplcy's too far away to inter- 
est her. She drops her head, rooting 
through the grass to round up her litter. 
Maude drops to hands and. knees, lazily 
crawls around imitating the dog, shov- 
ing puppies with her nose toward some 
center point. Like Nell, she wags her 
tail cach time she locates a pup, and 
Charley watches her round buuocks 
wriggle in the sun. He studies her nip- 
pled, ground-pointing cones, and all 
about her the lit. thicket of slender 
stalks, translucent, еей! heavy tassels 
bending to tickle milky skin. He can't 
stand it any longer. He rolls over on all 
fours and scuttles toward her, planning 
to take her from behind, by surprise. 

vaah waah comes Epley's 


horn from the gully. Charley 
ignores it. "Hey, what's going on up 
there? Jesus Christ, can't you give а guy 


a hand? I hs 
know!” 

By this time, Maude and Charley 
are rolling in the grass. The VW engine 
starts up again. Charley hears the whine 
of gears and axles straining, lifts h 
head to see the bus going nowhere, 
wheels spinning, rear end lurching а 
writhing to clear the ditch. 

Maude whispers, “C'mon, Charley. 

Nell circles, whimpering and s 
the pups yip and squirm on 
le paws to tingle Charley's leas, grop- 
ing tips of noses. 

Epley races the engine, leans on the 
hoi Axles whine around the madly 
shifting gears. Charley hears hollow met- 
al clanking on the rocks 
aude, he's destroying my car.” 
He starts to lilt his head aj 
and holds him down. 
Nell licks Maude's neck, tries to nuzzle 
in between them. 

"Hey! What are you guys trying to 
do—give me the shit end of the stick or 
something? "Think I pull somebody 
else's car out of a hole all by myself? I 
call that a hell of а note, buster. One 


ven't got all day, ya 


hell of a note! 
He 


bellows this; the engine roars 


loose with 5 
and suddenly Epley's in the clear. The 
bus grinds upward through steep grass, 


time, to тесі his bus 
as it reaches the road. Epley stops. Char- 
ley grabs the door handle. Locked. 
dio is filling, surrounding the 


“Is this your first albu Eddie?” 

"Drs my third, Ralph, although 
actually it isn't my album at all.” 
‘Can you explain that for our 
istene 
“I wish I could, Ralph, 1 honestly 


“I can go two weeks without water, but sex is 
an entirely different matter!" 


do. Say, why do I keep getting little 
electric shocks from this mike 
sta 


Charley yells, shakes the door handle 
till his whole bus is rocking. Epley 
doesn't look at him. Charley runs 
around and throws open the side doors, 
jum on top of the mattress and 
crouches there, with palms extended, 
like some underweight sumo wrestler. 
The black head swivels, lips apart. 

Surprise turns to hugecyed horror, as 
if Epley's struck dumb by the sudden 
appearance of another person in this 
wilderness, not jus a naked man but 
anyone at all. 

Charley leans over and switches off the 
radio, bare shoulder next to short sleeve 
3-In-One" Oil 


s knees, grabbing black thighs with 
grease-edged fingers. 

Get out of my car!" Charley has 
climbed the front seat, 
him, shoving. "Out. Ош; 

“I call that the shit end of the st 
my friend." Epley glares а 
shield wiper. "All 1 want to know is, 
who got this car out of the ditch? Huh? 
Tell me that 

“Shut up, Epley. Just shut up and. 

“Out of the ditch, singlehanded, back 
on the goddamn road, and me with a flat 
tire of my own, not to mention more 
work at home than any ten mem 

Charley is ready to start punching, 
when Epley stops in midsentence, star- 
ing through the window, befuddled and 
openmouthed. It's Maude, floating down 
the knollside, deep іп tasseled grass, 
with Nell scampering. Under one arm 


she carries her puppy box, over her 
shoulder Charleys paisley shirt, his 
corduroys. 


Charley watches, too. Her knees flex 
slightly; smooth tendons catch the light 


with each downhill step. The way she 
walks, drifts, descends, he would recog- 
пре it anywhere now, кашу 
Maude. It fills him with pure affectio: 

She stops on his side of the car, hold- 
ing Nell. “You said you were going to 
take me back to the highway.” 

Her face inches fom his, her shawl 
loosely draped, Charley's affection splin- 
ters into a thousand warm needles. He is 
weak with lust. His groin aches. He 
would like to run over Epley with his 
tar. 

He tums to sce those startled eyes 
focused on his lap. where Maude's pres- 
ence has had dramatic effect. Charley 
5 the car keys, opens the door, steps 
ive me my pants, Maude,” 


out. 
Through the open window, he ad- 


dresses Epley. "ГИ give you a ride to the 
bottom of the hill.” 

“L got a flat tire down there, buddy." 

“АП right, ГИ take you back to your 
shop." 

Epley considers this, pulls the loose 
scraped skin beneath his jaw. Ido 
the driving?” 

“Hell, no, you can't drive! You've 
already destroyed my whole rear end. 
Spring's busted, bumper's mangled, body 
all mashed up. Jesus Christ, Epley!” 

Charley is starting to shout. Epley 
outshouts him. “Jesus Christ yourself, 
pal! Who hiked up from the bottom of 
this road? Who climbed while every- 
body else got a nice cozy ride? Huh? 
Can you tell me that? 

Nell is barking again and Epley reach- 
es for his scalp again, dark fingers dig- 
into dusty, oil-black hair. 

Who sweated his ass off while evei 
body else is laying around in the gra 
taking a sun bath? Huh? I'm just asking 
for shake. Is that too much to ask? 
Can you give a guy a fair sl 

While holding Nell's taut collar with 

one hand, Maude is helping Charley 


ss 


dress, running his belt through the 19] 
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loops, buttoning his shirt, tucking in his 
h slow, tender hand plunges. 

“OK, You can drive. 
Straight back to your shop. How does 
that sound? Everybody else will get in 
back.” 

“Just hold onto that dog bastard. 
Don't expect me to drive this hill with 
a goddamn bloodhound yipping at my 
neck the whole way down." Epley 
squirming in the seat like a trapped 
man, frantic eyes scanning, the way he 
looked when he shoved his lawn mower 
down the sta 

Charley ties Nell to the rear door, sets 
the puppies next to her on the mattress, 
shoves his bike to the left, hands Epley 
the keys. 

"There's mo rush. Just 
OK?" 

"Yes" Maude 
. hard on Nell 
азу does it, folks.” Epley yells. The 
dutch pops. The bus bucks. He Jeans on 
the big steering wheel, nose to the wind- 
shield, as if they're heading into hea 
fog. Bus bucks again, leaps forward, 
stuttering. Maude and Charley are 
thrown back onto the matuess, shoulder 
10 shoulder, thigh to thigh. Their bodies 
mp together. 

‚ what's going on back there?" 

Rear end swings wide as the bus ca- 
reens around the first curve. 


5, 


ke it сву, 


dds, “these curves 


re 


for 

Nell is still barking, sometimes gag- 
ging, as her new rage strains against the 
rope. Pups have spilled again and 
Maude is unzipping Charley's fly. Each 
time Epley swings through a curve, the 
bike slides across the mattress. Charley 
tries to brace it with his foot. Everything 
slides 10 the right now. On some curves, 
the bumper and one corner of the frame 


scrape the ground. No time to worry 
about that. Maude's skirt is up around. 
her waist, her shawl falls open. 

The bus is picking up speed. With 
each curve, the puppies tumble over 
ley and Maude. And soon she's 
Oh, Charley, oh oh oh oh 


At that moment, Epleys tentative, 
ering baritone drifts back from the 
t. nasal and phlegm-throated, 
feeling its way 


“Without a song 

The day would never end. 

Without a song 

The road would never bend. 

Without a song 

А man ain't gol a friend... 2 


It grows louder, expanding as he warms 
1o the car's acoustics, drowning Maude's 
little moans of ecstasy. He throws both 
windows open, sits back to breathe deep 
and guns the engine for a short stretch 
ightaw: 


of st 


"I'll never know 

What makes the rain to fall. 

PIL never know 

What makes the grass so (ап... 77 


Bellowing the refrain, Epley whips the 
bus around a hairpin curve like it's a 
sports car, slides up banked gravel into 
a soft shoulder, recovers for the drop past 
a sloping stand of cucalyptus. Charley, 
sated now, closes his eyes, one foot still 
braced against the bike, and figures it 
would be riskier to try to wrest control 
than to let him keep driving. He waits 
ad prays Epley will find the brakes be- 
fore they reach the ocean, and while Nell 
howls out a counterpoint to his trium- 
phal song, her puppies pour back and 
forth over the spent lovers in а wriggling, 
furry cascade. 


“Know what really huris? When my 
four-year-old calls me the fuzz.” 
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suffice. As prime examples of the best 
that money can buy. on page 101, were 
proposing that the Marantz Model 7T. 
preamp ($325) be coupled with two 
Model 15 power amplifiers ($790 the 
pair). Each of the amplifiers will deliver 
a full complement of 120 watts per 
channel throughout a wide frequency 
hout danger of overloading. 
mp offers such tempting 
niappes as dual Iront-panel tape jacks 
(one for record, one for playback) 
threeposition levers for the high and 
low filters. To make sure this gear is 
k performance, the so- 
phisticated sound man will 
hand a pair of oscilloscopes and a sensi- 
ive A.C. voltmeter with a very wide 
frequency response. 

Now 105 take a look at thc cui 
state of record-playing gear. Should you 
choose a manual or an automatic turn- 
table In the early days of high fidelity, 
this question wouldn't even have been 
raised. Record changers were unequivo- 
cally ош. But so many dramatic im- 
provements ha made in recent 
years that automatic turntables are now. 
held in high esteem. 

Three top-of-the-line models dominate 
the scene. Garrard's SL95 (5199.50). 
which figures in our 51200 system, is 
powered by an ingeniously designed mo 
tor that combines the rigidly controlled 
speed of synchronous operation with the 
high torque of induction operation. Its 
featherweight tonearm incorporates an 
adjustable antiskating control and is ac- 
tuated by a convenient cuing knob. In 
place of the Garrard, you might consider 
the Dual 1019 ($129.50), а robust product 
from Germany with a useful pitch control 
for varying the playing speeds with 
a range of six percent. The remaining 
member of this triumvirate, Miracord's 
Model 50H (3161.45), which we've sloued 
nto our $1800 rig, also comes from Ger- 
many and features push-button controls. 
All three are equipped with two spindles 
—a short one for manual play, а long 
one for automatic—and all three are 
made to provide years of quiet, depend- 
able serv 

Among the manuals, the Acoustic Re- 
search turntable (S78) merits attention 
for its immunity to external vibration. 
achieved by a suspension system that iso- 
lates the tonearm from any acoustic in- 
fluence other than the groove of the 
record you've selected. Because of its high 
performance а! low cost, we've chosen it 
for the $800 system. Other manual tur 
tables that you'll t to try are the Sony 
PS-2000 ($234.50 for tonearm and turn- 
table only) and the "Thorens TD-125 
(5175 for turntable alone). Both have set 
new records for minimizing rumble and 


nt 


е been 


maintai accurate speed. Sony's ap- 
proach is to employ a relatively slow- 
running motor (300 rpm, instead of the 
usual 1500 rpm) and to control it by 
means of а voltagesensitive servo mecha- 
nism. Thor has slowed down the mo- 
tor even further (to a range of 125-350. 
rpm) and keeps it on speed by tuning 
it to a transistorized synchronous oscilla- 
tor. Both are built to kist for years 
(Thorens has even gold-plated the con- 
tacts in its switching mechanism) and 
both will work on European as well as 
Stateside curent. Incidentally, in our 
price-is-no-object system, the Thorens 
TD-125 turntable comes with the Shure 
SME Series Ш tonearm ($106.50), gen- 
erally considered the ne plus ultra in in- 
genious design and skilled craftsmanship. 
We've discussed both automatic and 
manual turntables because, in our opin- 
ion, a prestigious listening setup ought 
to include one of each—a manual for 
when you want really spectacular stereo 
and an automa for those occasions, 
such as p when you won't w 
to be bothered with having to leave 
your guests and cl а record every 20 
minutes, Either way, manual or auto- 
matic, you'll need to fit the tonearm with 
an appropriate cartridge. А good dealer's 
shelf is well stocked with the products of 
such reliable firms as ADC, Elac, Em 
Ortofon, Pickering and Shur prices 
ranging [rom $25 to $75. Have the deal- 
er set up some direcilistening compa 
son tests and take the cartridge that 
sounds most agreeable to your ears. 
When doing so, be sure to listen to both 


the Shure V-15 Type I carwidge 
(367.50) and the Ortofon 5151 (580); 
these are considered the ultimate 


stereo pickups 
Although discs still predominate as 
the chiel source of recorded music, tape 
is coming on stronger each year. And, of 
cou pe equipment is essential for 
recordings, either. live 
or off the air. Budget permitting, you'll 
want to bolster your system with some 
kind of tape facility. But what kind? 
While орептев! tape remains the pre- 
ferred choice in terms of fidelity and 
varsitility, семене and cighturack sys- 
tems ity, because 
they're 
less space. It's 
one set of advant inst the other, 
with respect to your own requirements. 
Where eight track used to Tabor under 
ty of being a playback-only 
m. there several eight- 
track decks that incorporate a recording 
function as well, including the Sony 
TC8 ($129.50), the Kinematix 1000 
(5299.95) and the Kalof 802R ($329). And 
though cassettes were formerly blem- 
ished by excessive tape hiss and restricted 
frequency response, today's quality decks 
with narrow-gap heads—for example, the 
Fisher RC70 (5149.95), the Harman- 


g your ow 


аге now 


Kardon CAD4 (5149.95) and the TEAG 
20 ($139.50)—go a long way toward 
minimizing these limitations. 
Nevertheless, for really fine fidelity, 
you'll want to stick with open reel. 
Here, you're noi necessarily restricted to 
the slow speeds imposed on the cassette 


and cight-track systems (respectively, 
17⁄4 and 334 inches per second). With 
open-reel equipment, you can choose 


beiween the lower fidelity and longer 
play of slow-speed operation and the 
higher fidelity and shorter play of fast 
speed. In addition, open reel allows for 
the editing and patching of tapes—a 
boon denied the cassette or cartridge 
user. 


ngly wide variety of open- 
reel gear i ill. needs 
and checking accounts. Аз an adjunct to 
our $800 rig, we've selected the sleekly 
styled Panasonic RS-796 ($249.9 
employs dual 


па boasts such 
in VU meters, 
n automatic reverse 
cm. Worthy alternatives at 
low end of the price scale are the Ci 
2404 (5154.05) and the Ampex 
(5199.95) decks. Both are three speed and 
both feature built-in facilities for over- 
dubbing. 

As you move up into costlier app: 
you'll encounter further refinements 
d more rugged innards. The Sony 
560D ($349.50), for instance, has a scrvo- 
control mechanism for making fine 
pitch adjustments within each of its 
three basic speed well as а noise 
suppressor for filtering the hiss out of old 
tapes. А similar servo-controlled motor 


tu 


is found in the sturdy Revox 77А (5199) 
from Switzerland, a machine equipped 
to take up to 1014-inch reels for extra- 
long recording adventures. We've chosen 
the Sony and the Revox, respectively, 
for our D amd 51800 systems be- 
cause they typify the near-professional 
quality of today’s best tape equipment; 
but, of course, they don’t begin to exhaust 
the possibilities. You may be more 
tracted by the Bell & Howell Model 
J} (5340.05), which features automatic 
threading and reverse; or by the Tand- 
berg GIX. (5549), which sports four sepa- 
rate tape heads; or by the Uher 9500 
($450), which has a vernier adjustment 
for keeping the playback head in precise 
azimuthal alignment; or by the new 
KLH 40 ($600) which incorporates a 
nome version of the ingenious Dolby 
Audio Noise Reduction System that's now 
standard equipment in almost every large 
recording studio. The list could go on 
and on. We're in a staggeringly abundant. 
buyers’ market. 

"The ambitious tapester will be tempt- 
ed to go all out and invest in the same 
equipment the professionals use. You 
get into this class with decks geared to 
record at the standard studio speed of 
15 ips. One the TEAC A-7030 
(5749.50), а no-compromise instrument 
from Japan that operates at either 714 
ips or ps and exult 
tremely tempting specific 
quency response, speed accuracy 
wow and flutter, The Crown SX822-P4 
(51750). to cite another, features "com- 
puter logic control,” a device that elimi- 
ates the possibility of broken tapes. 
The man who crayes the best will also 


“Have you noticed how the networks are gradually relaxing 
some of their traditional taboos?” 
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want to consider the prestigious Ampex 
АС-440-2 (about $3000), a deck used 
extensively by radio stations. Among its 
many sterling attributes is a convertible 
head assembly that permits change-over 
from quarterinch to half-inch tape with- 
in a matter of minutes. 


nd they'll also play your commercially 
corded tapes with unimpeachable fidel 

One other program source should be 
discussed here: video. If you're fed up 
with the paltry Iow-fi sound of most TV 
sets, investigate the sonic advantages of 
piping TV audio through your stereo sy: 
tem. Several of the 1969 color sets, includ 
ing Packard Bell's CC-9000 ($650) and 
Andrea's Royale VCX325-1 ($725), fea- 
ture a special jack for routing FV sound 


chassisonly units deigned to be built 
into а wall or custom cabinetry. Another 
TV from Andrea, the Space-80 (51065) 
pictured оп page 104, has а 
cube-shaped housing that revolves оп a 
pedestal, thus raising or lowering the 
height of the set, and tambour doors 
that сап be dosed across the 23-diagonal- 
inch screen. At the opposite end of the 
dimension spectrum is Sonys Micro- 
Color set ($429.95) with a seven-inch 


screen; а portable unit that weighs only 
18 pounds. 
Turn ideo tape recorders, we 


find that / expects to market a 
color unit (the СУК XXI) within the 
next few months. The price will be 
51000-81500. If you don't wish 10 wa 
lor a color system, Roberts has а com- 
plete black-andwhite package that in- 
dudes both camera and monitor, also 
for $1000-$1500; and Mastercrafter Elce 
tronics has just made available its first 
black-and-white video-tape-recorder hook- 
up; the price is $795. 

Enough of video apparatus. Now it’s 
time to hear it for stereo, and for that 
we'll need a pair of speakers. Here, we 
come to the final—and, in some respects, 
the most crucial—link in the basic hi-fi 
chain. Phe loudspeaker is ап admittedly 
imperfect instrument that converts elce 
pulses into vibrating air. Because 
of its imperfections, every model has indi 
vidual characteristics, or "coloration." 
Who сап say which is best? Tastes 
speakers are as unaccountable as tastes i 
girls. И doc eyed brunettes tum you on, 
it won't matter how highly we rate blue 
eyed blondes, The same applies to spe 
er systems. We'll size up the over 
er market and propose some partic 

tes for your conside 
the ultimate decision must rest with your 
own two ears. 

JM your cunent balance is around 
$200 or less, don't feel deprived. At this 
figure, you can still buy a fine pair of 
are per indi- 
cr, unless otherwise noted.) 
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($69.95), a two-way suspension system 
that has been soundly applauded for its 
remarkable transparency and crisp те- 
sponse. It's illustrated in our $800 setup, 
but we might just as easily have thrown 
ge spotlight on the similar Acoustic 


earch AR4x (557), the Benjamin 
EMISS (55495), the Electro-Voice 
FiveA ($88) or the Jensen TF25 


(589.20). They're all intended for book: 
shelf or wall-bracket installation. If your 
listeningroom decor is better suited to 
freestanding speakers, you'll ant to 
look into the Empire 2000 ($109.95), an 
omnidirectional system that can double 
as end tables. We've chosen it for our 
$1200 rig; but, а there are many 
deserving alter 

As you move into the medium-price 
Tange, you also move into larger dimen- 
better bass and more effective dis- 
persion. Acoustic Research's AR- 
(5250). suggested for our $1800 systern, is 
considered the pacesetter for acoustic- 
suspension design. However, your ears 
may well prefer the different sound ol 
the Bose 901 (5476 a pair, including ac 
cescory equalizer), an unusual system that 
has been picking up critical hosannas 
ever since its introduction some months 
ро. The 901 houses nine identical four- 
inch speakers in its five-sided enclosure. 
One speaker faces the listening room, 
while the eight others radiate against a 
wall behind the enclosure, to simulate 
the io of direct to reflected sound 
that exists in the concert hall. Another 
highly regarded multispeaker system is 
the Rectilinear 1H (5279), which em- 
ploys a I2inch woofer, a 5inch mid- 
range and no fewer than four tweeters 
nd supertweeters. Each of these systems, 
ncidentally, needs a fair amount of am- 
plifier power- least 20 continuous 
watts per channel. 

If you inhabit baronial we call 
your attention to the large speakers 
pictured on pages 101 and 102. Altec 
lagnificent" (5537), which 
we've put in our $3100 rig, is а domesti- 
ed version. of this company’s famed 
Voice of the Theater system, used in 
myriad movie houss throughout the 
world. A 13-inch woofer loads the lows 
through a wooden exponential hom, 
while п sectoral horn on 
top diffuses the highs with 
efficiency. Clift dwellers should hear in 
mind that it stands nearly four feet 
high. A similarly dimensioned system is 
the Tannoy G. R. F. ($393), which em- 
ploys the firms 15-inch dual concentric 
speaker in a sturdy korn-loaded cabinet. 
Bozak's top-of-the-line Model В410 
(5862) packs four bass, two midranges 
nd four of trebles 
speaker cabinet—that’s 14 speakers in 
L But for our ultraluxe inst i 
we've selected an array from Klipsch con- 
sisting of two corner Klipschorns and the 
somewhat smaller Cornwall H for center 


cascalumin 


ex. plary 


fill ($2023 for the complete system). The 
full complement of these three speakers 
will throw a splendid curtain of stereo 
sound across amy room large enough 
to house them. As an alternative, you 
should investigate the equally impo: 
and now classic JBL Paragon system 
(52400), in which the usual twin endo- 
sures are replaced by a single integrated 
cabinet, still strikingly contemporary in 
design and stretching more than eight 
feet in width. Should your choice fall on 
this patrician system, you'll undoubtedly 
want to mate it with JBL's own power 
ampli ansducer Ener- 
gizer ($276), and its preamp, the 86520 
Graphic Controller ($450). If you're shop- 
iliary speaker that can 
be incorporated with the above rigs and 
placed in the den or dining room, look 
into Pioneers Model 1580 ($375). Each 
aker has a buil mplifier that 
ivers 45 watts per channel. 
Stereo headphones are a must for 
cable шеш и listening, — but 
theyre also rewarding at any Nour of 
the day for their unique 
The sound of headphone music has a 
vibrant immediacy and buoyant pres- 
ence that never cease to amaze. In choos- 
ing a pair for your own use, check out 
comfort as well as sound; after a half 
hour or so, headphones can become 
rather fatiguing unless the fit is right. 
Several highly serviceable models are 
available in the §20-$30 range—among 
them the Jensen HS2 ($24.95), which 
we've plugued into our $1200 setup. 
Higher priced phones indude some ex- 
tra conveniences. For example, the 
Pioneer SE-50 ($50) has separate vol- 
ume and tone controls on each earpiece, 
to let you adjust the sound without 
leaving your seat; the Superex ST-PRO-B 
(550) has a separate woofer and tweeter 
with a built-in crossover networl nd the 
individually fused Sharpe HA-660/PRO 
(560) comes with liquicfilled earpiece 
cushions for additional comfort. А new 
development in headphone design is her- 
alded by the Koss ESP-6 ($95), which 
works on the electrostatic principle rather 
than the magnetic coiland-cone principle 
employed heretofore; each set comes with 
a portable carrying case and. dividu- 
ally measured response curve. 
about sums up the message on 
the sterco medium for 1969. The pick- 
ings, as you can see, are delightfully 
plentiful. By this time, manufacturers of 
component merchandise have reached 
such a high level of electronic expertise 
that it’s almost impossible to get a lem- 
on, providing you stick to name brands 
and deal with a reputable dealer who 
backs up his sales with repairmen, should 
they be needed. But before buying, do 
some comparison listening and looking, 
d уоште certain to head home a 


winner. 


а 


OVERLOOKED ELBOW 


portion of the anatomy. In the first 
place, all elbows arc not alike. Some 
elbows are too fat: some are too bony. A 
woman with good elbows—neither 100 
nor too thin and dimpling nicely 
when the arms are extended—has а 
little something extra. But she should 
то! expect them to attract a throng of 
admirers. 

If 1 have been unfair to the female 
elbow, it may be that I am conditioned 
by Western society. After all, the back of 
a woman's neck is considered really ex- 
g by Japanese. To touch the back 
of a woman's neck in Japan is consid- 
cred to be getting sexually intimate. I 
know, because once. in Kyoto, I play- 
fully put my hand on the neck of a 
Japanese woman at a party and she 


c 


screamed and fell to the floor. She 
shouted something in Japanese—per- 
haps, “He tried to rape те —апа the 


situation became pretty tense. Fortu- 
nately, someone had the presence of 
mind to explain to the woman (and to 
and) that in Ame: the back 
of а woman's neck is really not all that 
important. 

What I am getting at is 0 in some 
cultures, the female elbow may be both 
a sex symbol and an erogenous zone. I 
do not know how it is in Same for 
ance, or New nd I have 


her hu 


лед, 


(continued from page 143) 


not had a chance to run through all of 
the books by anthropologist Margaret 
Mead and look up "elbow" in the in- 
dexes. [t may well be that in certain parts 
of the world. women keep their elbows 
carefully swathed or veiled. Compara- 
ble with lowcut gown would be a 
dress with sleeves th s 
moved her arms, aflorded а 
view of the 
something like cleavage. D: 
might include the sheer sleeve with 
peckaboo eflec For wom de- 
ficient elbows, there might be falsies. Or 
for women willing to work at it, hor- 
mone creams and exercises might be 
advertised in such terms as: “Why be 
flatelbowed? Guaranteed to increase 
your elbow measurement by as much as 
two inches." There would be beforc-and. 
after pictures. 

In such a society. a woman with out- 
standing elbows would obta igh fees 
as a professional model. She would be a 
cover girl for the leading magazines. her 
elbows prominently displayed. Pictured 
in the cemerfolds of magazines, she 
ould exhibit her elbows in dozens of 
ing poses. Censorship 
course, force her to hide the tips of her 
elbows 5 but a man with any 
nat all could get a pretty 


tempting 
underside of the е bow, 


ng fashions 


with 


Meanwhile, back in America. where 
the cult of the elbow has made no 
progress whatsoever, the fe 
still chielly used as 
defense. "Though a woman is adv 
when attacked to use her knee in а quick 
thrust to the groin, the elbow can be 
effective when applied to the ribs ог the 
solar plexus. A woman may try to follow 
up the knee to the groin with the elbow 
to the groin, bur unless she is quite 
short, this is likely го be а downward 
blow that will have litde, if „ effect 
zs a deterrent. Nonetheless, the elbow 
is a supplementary weapon, assuming a 
woman wishes to defend herself or at 
least pl. ard to get. 

One reason the female elbow may not 
have entered. the sexual scene is that. 
unlike a woman's bosom, waist and hips, 
there is uncertainty about how and 
where to measure it. Do you measure 
the elbow up and down. across or 
around? Do you measure it when the 

is extended or retracted? Despite 
increasing interest in female minutiae. 
this question of measurement. makes it 
unlikely that we shall soon sce a descrip 
n of Miss Universe as 38.93-36.91 
Nor shall we hear а red-blooded male 
m. "Boy, did you ever see such 4 
of elbows?" 

At any rate, let us be happy that 
elbowroom is not a part of the house 
where old elbows are kept. 


SEE 
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Soul Satisfying Continued from page 152) 


about 15 hour or until liquid is re 
duced to 1 pint. Strain liquid and set 
aside. Melt shortening in a large soup 
pot or Dutch oven. Add onion. celery. 
green pepper. sweet red pepper. ba 
leaves, thyme and parsley. Sauté, stirring. 
frequently, until onion is deep yellow. 
Reduce flame; stir in flour and continue 
to sauté, stirring frequendy, about 10 
minutes, Slowly stir in chicken broth. 
Drain reserving juice. Chop 
tomato meat coarsely; add tomatoes and 
their juice to the pot, Simmer slowly 
about 2 Пош ng occasionally. Cook. 
rice, lollowing directions on package. 
Add salt ste, Add black. 
pepper and Tabasco. Dissolve curry pow- 
der in 2 tablespoons cold water and add. 
to pot Add oysters, crab lump and 
shrimps. Simmer about 5 minutes or until 
edges of oysters curl. Remove pot from 
flame. Be sure gumbo is no longer boiling. 


tomatoes 


to gumbo to 


Sprinkle gumbo filé into pot while 
stirring constantly. (Gumbo should never 
be boiled after file powder has been 
added or sauce will become excessively 
thick.) Gumbo is usually taken to the 
table in a large soup tureen or deep 
serole and is spooned into large shallow 
soup dishes. Add a mound of hot rice in 
the center of each dish. 


н PUPT 


lys cups corn meal, white if possible 

y cup flour 

34 teaspoon 5 

1 teaspoon baking soda 

2 eggs, beaten 

115 cups buttermilk 

1 medium-size onion 

Salad oil or lard 

Sift corn mca 
soda. Combine eggs 
mixing well Add 2 tablespoons salad 
oil. Grate onion into buttermilk mixture. 


Combine liquid and dry ingredients 
mixing well Pour oil or melt lard 
to a depth of 1 in. in an electric skillet 
preheated at 370°. Drop batter by tea- 
spoons into hot fat. Turn hush puppie 
to brown on both sides. Serve at once. 
Soul soothing with broiled or fried fish, 
ularly catfish. 


RED BEANS AND RICE 


cup dried red or pink beans 


smoked ham hock 
medium-size onions 


1 
1 
2 
1 large clove garlic 
1 
1 
1 
1. 


piece celery, у 
tablespoon 
small bay 1 
cup longgr: 
lt, pepper. cayenne pepper 

Tabasco sauce 

When dried peas or black-eyed peas 
are used im place of red beans, the dish 
is known as Hoppin’ John 

Wash beans; soak ovanight in cold 
water. Place ham hock in a pot with 
enough water to cover. Add 1 onion and 
рате. Bring to a boil; reduce flame and 
simmer 1 hour. Drain beans and add to 
pot. Keep ham hock covered with water 
and cook until ham hock 
tender, about | hour longer. (The salti- 
ness of the ham will usually make it 
unnecessary to add salt to the cooking 
liquid.) Remove onion, garlic and ham 
hock from pot. Diin 2 cups of the 
cooking liquid from beans. If necessary, 
add water to make 2 cups liquid. Mince 
the remaining onion; pieces should be 
no larger than rice grains. In another 
pot or saucepan, sauté onion and celery 
1 1 tablespoon oil until onion is yellow, 
nor Add bay leaf, rice, 15 te 
spoon d 9 cups reserved b 
liquid. Add a dash of cayenne pepper. 
Bring to a boil. Stir once; reduce flame 
as low as possible. Cover pot and cook 
rice, without stirring, until rice is ten- 
der, from 15 то 20 minutes. Toss beans 
and rice together. Add salt and pepper 
to taste. Pass Tabasco sauce at table 
Meat from ham hock may be minced 
and added to dish or may be used lor 
some other cooking purpose. 


ly minced 


nd beans are 


brown 


salt 


n 


FRIED 


EN AND APPLE 


2 broilers, 2 Ibs. each (not large “fry: 
ing" chickens) 
114 cups milk 
Salad oil or lard 
1 cup flour 
14 cup sugar 
2 teaspoons salt 
1 teaspoon ground cinnamon 
1 teaspoon paprika 
3 large Delicious apples, peeled and 
cored 
Have broilers cut up for frying, 
broilers. if necessary. Place in a deep 
bowl with milk (use more milk, if neces- 


sary, to cover chicken). Soak 3 to 4 
hours. Preheat oven at 325°. Remove 
chicken from milk and discard milk. Dry 
1 with paper toweling. In an elce 
tric skillet (or two skillets, to complete 
frying more quickly), pour oil or melt 
lard to a depth of 1 in. Preheat skillet at 
370'. Sift Hour, sugar, salt, cinnamon 
Dip chicken into flour 
ng each piece completely. 
ces and pat to eliminate excess 
Fry until medium brown on both 
Replace oil, wiping out pan and 
adding fresh oil when necessary. As soon 
as all pieces of chicken are browned, 

k them on edge in a shallow baking 
or casserole. Cut each apple cross- 
wise into 4 nto flour mi: 
ture, Fry until medium brown on both 
sides. Place apple rings in baking pan 
ith chicken. Place pan in oven 15 to 20 
utes to complete cooking. Serve à 
Southern fried chicke 
only with a creamy gravy, is now usu 
wolfed down crisp and dry. 


and paprik: 


once served 


ly 


SPOON BREAD WITH BACON 


у cups white corn meal 
4 1b, bacon 
Vo cups milk 


teaspoon salt 
cups milk 

4 tablespoons butter 

4 eggs, well beaten 

Preheat oven at 400°. Fry bacon until 
crisp: drain and chop coarsely; set aside. 
Combine corn meal with 114 cups milk 
d salt. In a heavy saucepan, bring re 
maining 3 cups milk to the boili 
Reduce flame, so that milk 
ly stir corn-meal mixture 
Cook over a low flame, stirring frequent- 
ly, until mixture is quite thick, about 5 
minutes. Remove from fire and stir in 
Lutter. Slowly stir in eggs and bacon. 
Turn into a greased casserole or soufllé 
dish not morc than three fourths filled, 
Bake uncovered about 30 minutes or 
until spoon bread has risen and is deep 
brown on top. 


OVEN BARBECUED SPARERIRS 


6 Ibs. s 
pieces 

1 large onion, sliced 

2 mediumsize cloves garlic, sliced 

1 cup cider vinegar 

2 Boz. cans tomato sauce 

2 medium-size tart apples, pecled, cored 
and sliced 

1 cup brown sugar 

1 cup water 

1 teaspoon ground allspice 

1⁄4 teaspoon ground cloves 

Jj teaspoon cayenne pepper 

Place all ingredients except sparcribs 


arcribs, cut into ser 


Ене 


in blender. (Blending may be done in 
two batches, if blender well is not large 


enough to hold all ingredients at one 
time) Blend at high speed 9 minutes or 


e) 


= al 
Jon 


#665 


“Knock it off! The reason I'm а 
successful man has nothing to do with either 
one of you being behind me!” 


until all ingredients are thoroughly pu- 
réed. Set aside | cup of mixture to be 
used as a dip. Chill in refrigerator. Pour 
balance over spareribs in е shallow 

ing pan. Marinate 3 to 4 hours 
refrigerator. Preheat oven at 325°. 
€ spareribs 115 hours or until well 
browned. Turn spareribs to brown on 
sides. 1f barbecue cc begins 
in pan. dilute with water to 
prevent scorching. Pass reserved barbecue 
sauce as a dip; it may be served either 
hot or cold. 


CREAMED SMITHFIELD НАМ 


1 Ib, cooked Smithfield ham, sliced 
very thin 

3 tablespoons sweet butter 

3 cups light cream 

1 tablespoon arrowroot or cornstarch 

М cup milk 


into lin. squares, Cover 
ham with cold water in а saucepan and 
bring to a boil. water. boils, 
Melt bur- 
over low flame. Add 
am. Very slowly bring to a 
. Dissolve arrowroot in the milk and 
slowly stir into saucep immer 5 m 
utes over low flame. Stir in madeira and 
brandy. Add salt and pepper, if desired. 
Serve at brunchtime with a poached egg 
on crisp toast, at dinnertime over rice or 
inside a mashed-potito border, or at 
suppertime over waflles. 


SWEET-POT 


1 940, unbaked piecrust 
2 1707. cans yams in syrup 


TO PIE WITH BOURBON 


1 cup su 

1 teaspoon ground cinnamon 
м alt. 

14 ground ginger 
% ground allspice 
М teaspoon ground cloves 


14 teaspoon freshly grated nutmeg 
3 eggs, beaten 
1 cup light cream 
. bourbon 

1 teaspoon vanilla extract 

Be sure piecrust is 9 ins, wide; a small- 
er crust will not hold all of filling. Thaw 
crust, if frozen. Pierce sides and bottom 
h fork at l-in. intervals. (Piercing the 
crust will prevent it from getting out of 
shape, but the crust will still hold pie 
filling.) Preheat oven at 400°. Bake pic- 
crust 10 то 15 minutes or until crust 
is half baked, not browned. Di 
well, discarding syrup, and mash them 
with potato ricer. In а mixing bowl, 
combine yams with balance of ingredi- 
ents, mixing well Pour into piccrust. 
Return crust to oven. Bake 20 to 25 
minutes. Chill before serving. Serve with 
a dab of sweetened whipped cream on 
each portion, if desired. 

The preceding recipes are. of course, but 
а small slice of the splendid provender 
awaiting the enterprising and adventur- 
ous soul searcher. Seek and ye shall find. 


197 


PLAYBOY 


198 One Big Cause, which wa 


the intellectual as а political force (continued from page 91) 


Babbittry, the discovery of Europe, a 
sharp reaction to the War. There was a 
rebellion of sorts, but it was based on 
a rejection of responsibility. 
During the 1930s, American intellec- 
tuals began 10 acquire a sense of respon 
ty and commitment; the decade 
itnessed a sharp change in the attitude 
of many intellectuals tow: social, eco- 
nomic and political issues. But the 1930s 
did not witness the emergence of intel- 
lectuals as a class. Writers formed com- 
mittees, issued manifestoes and made 
speeches. But Nathanael West said of 
the period that even the writer had no 
outer life, only an inner one, 
by necessity." "The fact 
of the times—the Depression, the im- 
ence of war, the rise of fascism—had 
caught everyone unprepared, induding 
the intellectuals. “The influx into Amer- 
ica of intellectuals who were refugees 
from national socialism brought with 
it.” writes sociologist Т. B. Bottomor: 
"something of the urgency of the social 
struggles in Europe, as well as the ideas 
of thinkers who had long been Marx. 
ists.” But the influence of Marxism was 
slight. The radical movement of the 
period failed to establish itself as a per- 
manent force in American politics; and 
at the end of the period. a gulf still 
separated intellectuals from the great 
jority of the population. In fact, the 
n of the intellectuals was a prime 
cause of the endless infighting and sec 
an wrangling of the period. In 1932, 
58 prominent writers signed the 
statement on “Culture and the Crisis” 
on behalf of William Foster and James 
Ford, the Communist Party candidates, 
The ticket polled about 100.000 votes— 
one fourth of one percent of the elector 
ate—and three years later, not one of the 
drafters of the statement remained in or 
identified with the Communist Party. By 
1937, the ferment of the New Deal was 
about over; by then, we were prepari 
for World War Two. 
The Spanish Civil War marked the 
intellectual and emotional dimax of 
the decade. “Never before during this 
century," writes Frederick R. Benson in 
Writers in Arms, “had writers been so 
completely involved in a historical event 
about which they felt moved to express 
themselves.” It has been called The Last 
Great Cause—the title of Stanley Wein- 
traub's recent book on intellectuals and 
the Spanish Civil War—but it was mere- 
ly the last great cause of the 1930s. The 
war in Vietnam has been opposed with 
more force, and by many more intellec- 
шаһ, than rallied in support of the 
Spanish Loyalists. What brought the fer- 
ment of the 1930s to a close was not the 
defeat of the Loyalists but the fact that 
all of the uses” of the period, includ- 
ing Spain, had been sucked into the 
World War 


and that 


"Two. As Stephen Spender has w 
“If vou approved of the War, you were 
absorbed into и... . АП the protests and 
affirmations of the anti-Fascists of the 
Spanish War were now systemized and 
swallowed up in official government 
anti-Nazi propaganda, while the a 
Fascists were often rejected from th 
service, being regarded as ideologically 
suspect, and. despised as amateurs, now 
that anti-fascism had become a profes- 
sional game; 

Lewis Feuer is clearly right in say- 
ng that it was the involvement of the 
university community in World War 
Two and its Cold War aftermath that 
"changed permanently the status of the 
intellectuals,” The Government sudden- 
ly needed not merely the trained com- 
petence to be found in the universit 
it needed intellectuals of all kinds, for 
many purposes: in the intelligence ser 
ices, in the information and propaganda 
services, in the expanding procurement 
agencies, in overseas missions. Large and 
expanding bureaucratic structures began. 
to take form in Government, in busi- 
ness, in the foundations; and the de- 
mand for intellectuals burgeoned. 

The inception of the Cold War. with 
s stepped-up "war for- men's minds,” 
imply intensified the need for the serv- 
ices of all kinds of intellectual workers. 


tien, 


Foundations emerged as a major source 


of funds, in increasing volume. for all 
kinds of intellectual projects, many of 
vhich were Government sanctioned. 
Some of the foundations became, in fact, 
conduits for Government funds that 
were, in this way. covertly channeled to 
various organizations. In 1953, for exam- 
ple. Encounter was founded in London. 
It was sponsored by the Congress for 
Cultural Freedom and covertly financed, 
in large part, by the CIA. Its editors һай 
heard "rumors" of the fact but had 
never been able to verily the rumors. 
At the end of World War Two, we 
were, as literary ic William Barrett 
has written, "at the end of a long tun- 
nel, there was light showing ahead, 
and beyond that all sorts of horizons 
opened." But this bright vision was nev- 
er realized; instead, "social life became 
somber. immense, massive, institutional- 
ized.” It was the inception of the Cold 


War—more particularly, the domestic 
at eclipsed 


cold war or witch hunt—th 
the bright vision many had scen 1945. 
During these years, which saw the rise of 
McCarthyism, cert American intellec- 
tuals, most of them with former left- 
wing backgrounds, were guilty of a dual 
corruption. On the one hand, they as- 
sisted Government agencies in driving 
from the cultural and political scene 
those intellectuals who had not aban- 
doned their left-wing backgrounds. But 
worse, these professional "anti-Commu- 
nists” reneged on their responsibilities as 


intellectuals. True, they had some wasp- 
ish things to say now and then about 
“the great smuggery” of the Eisenhower 
years, but they did not challenge the 
course of American policy or the rise of 
the military-industrial complex or the 
assumptions on which the Cold War 
rested. They showed no interest in the 
poverty that the “affluence” of the peri- 
od concealed. They were too concerned 
with “Reds” to show much interest in 
Negroes, In their infatuation with “value- 
free” judgments and problem solving, 
they refused to be concerned about the 
core values of the society. 

It was during these years, in the 1950s 
and early 1960s, that intellectuals rose to 
the status of a privileged class. No two 
Presidents had less kinship with intellec- 
tuals than Truman (who wrote sassy 
letters to music critics) and Eisenhower 
(who was not interested in meeting 
Robert Frost and who preferred his and 
Churchill's paintings to De Kooning's), 
Administrations 
n to constitute a 
ate. As Christopher 
Northwestern University histo 
‚ has pointed out, “The postindustrial 
order... created an unprecedented. de- 
mand for experts, techn ns and man- 


Lasch, 


under the pressure of technologi 
lution, expanding population and the 
indefinitely prolonged emergency of the 
Cold War, became increasingly depend- 
ent on а Vast apparatus of systematived 
data intelligible only to trained speci 
ists; and the universities, accordingly, 
became themselves industries for the 
mass production of experts.” But while 
intellectuals had finally emerged as a 
distinct class, intellectuals in the classic 
sense were to be found, as Lasch notes, 
“chiefly in the borderland between aca- 
demic life and liberal journ. 

With the election of John F. Kenne- 
dy, the mandarinate advanced into the 
spotlight. The new President was a Pul- 
itzer Prize winner, a historian of sorts, a 
man who enjoyed the company of intel- 
lectual specialists. favorite book. we 
were told, was Lord David Cecil’s Mel- 
bourne; his favorite. novel, Stendhal's 
The Red and the Black. Every intellec- 
tual heart beat a mite faster when Ken- 
nedy was inaugurated. Arthur Miller, 
John Steinbeck and W. H. Auden were 
nvited to the Inauguratio: nd so was 
the octogenarian poet Robert Frost, who 
1 heralded the New Frontier 
Augustan age of poetry and power, with 
the emphasis on power.” Even Norman 
Mailer was charmed by the new Presi- 
dent, who said he had read The Deer 
Park "and the others.” Mailer was in- 
dined to believe the New Fronticr 
lectuals would at long last be 
escape from the “alienated circuits of 
the underground." Politics, he said, had. 
quarantined us from history; we had too 
Jong left politics to those who “are in 


the game not to make history but to be 
diverted from the history that is being 
made" Intellectuals came flocking to 
Washington, to serve in the Peace Corps, 
in the GIA, in the Department of 
Defense, in the White House, in the 
diplomatic service. Adlai Stevenson, a 
manqué intellectual, had aroused a cer- 
tain fervor among the “eggheads,” а 
term, incidentally, that was coined dur- 
ing the “anti-intellectualism” of the 
McCarthy eri t it was under Kenne- 
dy, as Alfred Kazin has written, that to 
be an “intellectual” became “the latest 
style in Amcrican success, the mark of 
our manipulatable society.” 

The trouble was that many of these 
intellectuals had joined the establish- 
ment on ifs terms, not theirs. At first, it 
was such a heady experience that they 
did not seem to have a very clear under- 
standing of what they were being paid 
to do. Some of them were simply funk- 
ies to the military: “crisis managers,” 
counterinsurgency experts, Kremlinolo- 
gists, etc. Others traveled far 
in Asia, Latin America, the М 
and Africa, on special missions of one 
Kind or another. For most of them, it 
was a new experience to be dose to the 
centers of power, to sce how decisions 
are made, to watch the wheels spin. As 
long as Kennedy was at the helm, they 
stayed on, serving purposes that they 
probably did not fully approve. 

The turning point 
the 1964 election. Рг 
ceived, of course, the o 


port of intellectuals in 
‘They did not like him—nor he them— 
but they supported him against Cold- 
water. He swept every campus community 
and won the nearly unanimous endorse- 
ment of the intellectuals. But with his 


tuals began to drop out and join the 
opposition. No doubt, Johnson was glad 
to see many of them leave; they had 
been serving on sufferance. But he 
could not have been pleased by the 
mounting opposition of intellectuals, of 
all stripes, to the war. Sensing the new 
power of intellectuals, he had appointed 
Dr. Eric Goldman early in 1964 as spe- 
cial White House consultant on matters 
relating to the intellectual community. 
But Dr. Goldman was unable to put 
down the growing intellectual opposition. 
to the war, and the breach widened. In 
an effort to close it, the President named 
a three team of White House assist- 
ants to aid Dr. Goldman. But they, too, 
were frustrated. So the President and Mrs, 
Johnson, in the summer of 1965, staged a 
White House Festival of the Arts, which 
"was supposed to improve relations, But 
the festival simply focused attention on 
the fact that certain guests used the 
‘occasion to speak out against the war, In 
late August 1966, Goldman resigned, 
blaming both the President and the in- 
tellectuals for what he termed "a tragic 


estrangement.” Johnson, of course, was 
furious and took prompt measures to 
discredit the apostate. A crisp White 
House statement charged that Goldman 
had never worked anything like a full- 
time schedule. 

At this juncture, Vice-President Hum- 
phrey induced the President to appoint 
John P. Roche, professor in the depart- 
ment of politics at Brandeis and former 
chairman of A.D. A., to succeed Gold- 
man. Roche was known chielly, as Joseph 
Kraft observed, as an Irishman who had 
taught at a Jewish unive and a 
liberal who supported the war in Viet- 
nam, Instead of placating the intellec- 
шаһ, Roche began to berate them. 
“Who are these alienated intellectuals; 
he asked, “Mainly the New York artsy- 
crafisy set... . А small body of people 
who live in ба alienat 
Cod and fire off salvos against the vul- 
garity of the masses . . . high-class 1 
ates.” In March 1968, Roche conducted 
a press conference at the UN, “at the 
suggestion of Washingto: on the sub- 
ject of “Intellectuals and Vietnam.” In 
the course of this conference, he referred 
to American intellectuals as “essentially 
а self-styled group rather like the intelli- 
gentsia of 19th Century Russia. That is 


to say, a self-defined, self-anointed, self- 
appointed cultural elite which has taken 
unto itself the job of protecting the 
socicty from various and sundry prob- 
lems. . . . It is this intelligentsia which 
has drummed up most of the vigorous 
opposition to the war." Of the war 
self, he said it was a mere border skir- 
mish, comparable with the 19th Century 
adventures of the Brit h i in India or the 
Japanese in Manchur the 1930s. 
Surveying Roche's performance, one 
might conclude that Johnson had decid- 
ed to carry the fight to the intellectuals. 
But he still kept trying to woo them. 
the spring of 1966, when it was still 
possible for him to accept an honorary 
degree without being booed, he visited 
Princeton and boasted of what he had 
done for intellectuals, The 371 appoint- 
ments he had made in two and a half 
years in office held, collectively, 758 ad- 
vanced degrees. The Princeton faculty 
and student body listened politely and 
applauded listlessly. Later, Johnson used 
the occasion of the 50th anniversary of 
the Brookings Institution to make a 
major speech on intellectuals and the 
Government. Nothing so dearly under- 
scores the new importance of intellec- 
tuals in politics as the fact that the 


“Sure, my name is Tom, and you're my nephew. But 
that doesn’t give you a right to call me Uncle Tom! 
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Careers today 


HOW DO YOU SEE YOURSELF IN: 
The University? The City? The World of Work? 


Jobs are a dime a dozen. Today, anybody with a degree 
can get a job...earn a living. But for most people, just a 
job isn't enough. They want to be able to choose what 
they do and how they do it. They want their work to bring 
satisfaction as well as salary. And for many, this com- 
bination is difficult to achieve. 

Until now, precious little choice has been available. 
People resigned themselves to whatever jobs they could 
get just to keep bread on the table. There was little hope 
for personal fulfillment. 


TAKE YOUR CHOICE. Now the sifuation is reversed. 
People can now choose almost without limit. But no one 
advises them about what to choose, what questions to 
ask, what commitments to make—and which ones not to 
make. They may become confused, even frustrated by 
the very abundance of opportunities. Careers Today is 
changing that. 

Careers Today is a bold, new guide to a world where 
Work is more than just a four-letter word. Careers Today 
tells you how to start from where you are and get to 
where you want to go...on campus...in business...in 
education... in government. This is a magazine that says 
a job needn't be a lifetime of boredom and frustration... 
that a job is really a way to find out who you are. 

In the charter issue of Careers Today, nationally 
known management consultant Peter F. Drucker com- 
ments on the problem of carcer choice: “People worry 
because they think a career decision is like a marriage, to 


200 be broken only by failure or death. This just isn't so. 


You have to accept your uncertainties as normal. Only a 
very few early-maturing people know from adolescence 
onward what they want to do. The rest of us have to 
find out." 

STICK IT OUT—OR BUG OUT? Careers Today is filled 
with information about the working world, the people 
in it, and those going into it. Its purpose is to help the 
young person to choose. ..to help the employee to know 
when to stick it out, or bug out... to help the employer to 
understand...to help the parent to guide. 

Careers Today is full of color front to back. The con- 
temporary graphics are as bold—and often as unsettling 
—as the irreverent editorial fare 

Both a mirror and a megaphone, Careers Today pro- 

vides its readers with a better chance to view themselves 
in their working environment, and to sound their hopes 
and beliefs. The subject matter is unique...not available 
from any other source. You'll find that Careers Today 
is the only practical contemporary guide to the working 
world—whether you're 18 or 28. 
ACT NOW—SAVE $5. Right now, Careers Today is avail- 
able to you in a very special offer: a Charter Subscription 
for just $5—half the regular price of $10. And it costs 
$1 a copy on the newsstand. 

Like all such offers, this one is necessarily limited. 
But there's no need to send money now; we'll be happy 
to bill you later. Just fill in the attached postpaid reply 
card and drop it in the mail. 

Become a charter subscriber to Careers Today. Today. 


THE MOBICENTRIC GENERATION 
Gicodbye, Organization Man; Hello, 
Mobile Manager. 

HOW B-SCHOOL MADE ME BEAUTIFUL 
"The frantic wooing of Harvard Business 
School graduates. 

THE LITTLE STEEL SCHOOLHOUSE 
For a free Ph.D., take a job at Inland Steel. 


КРП АЫ SCHOOLS BREAK LOOSE— 


ТЕ ааста 
and into the action. 

DISASTER TEST 

How to krowif you're in the wrong job. 
WHY WOMEN ARE WASTED 

Too many fairy princesses wait for 
Prince Charming jobs. 


GRADUATES FIDDLE WHILE 
CITY HALL BURNS 

Local government needs help from 

the young. 

1,100 ENGINEERS TELL WHAT THEY 
WANT BUT DON'T GET 

A comprehensive study of engineer 
discontent. 


are for people who want more 
than just a job. 


So is Careers Today. 


THE YOUNG MEN IN WIDE TIES 
Young entrepreneurs bust into the 
brokerage business. 

DR. PIERRE RINFRET ON CREDIT AND 
SOCIAL CHANGE i 

Young men of the money trades hitch 
profit-sense to social conscience. 
BOSTON'S 30 YEAR OLD 

WORLD BANKER 

He speaks six languages and runsan 
international financial network. 

HEDGE FUNDS ARE NOT MYSTERIOUS 
"The shift is from investment to 
performance. 

ROBERT McNAMARA'S NEW VIETNAM 
"The World Bank Presidency is no way 

to retire. 


THE P & G ALUMNI ASSOCIATION 
"The remarkable "graduate school" that. 
staffs an industry. 

WHAT EVER HAPPENED TO 
SUBLIMINAL PERCEPTION? 

“The Hidden Persuaders” turn out to be 
inaudible as well. 

MARKETING SOCIAL REVOLUTION 
Resurrection City needed a sounder 
marketing plan. 

THE COLOR IS THE MESSAGE 

‘The bright picture may be worth a 
million selling words. 

E YOUTH MARKET 

ink young" has changed the American 
life-style. 


If card is missing, mail this coupon. 


careers ШШШ 


“What students have experianced is Insane’ 


= СРУ 


ла 


Gente ot 


COFFEE, TEA AND MINI 
‘The stewardess is the difference between 
the bus and the airplane. 


THE PATIENT BLACK-BOX TEACHER 


‘The machine can re-humanize education. 


THE PINCER ATTACK ON HUNGER 
With pills and protein, scientists may 
save civilization. 

THE ECSTASY OF TECHNOLOGY _ 
Young artists decry automation, while 
they celebrate its tools and toys. 
FROM HARD SCIENCE TO SOFT ART 
Scientific interest turns from physics to 
the puzzle of the human psyche. 
PEOPLE BROKERS 

How technical manpower experts now 


make jobs fit the short supply of talent. 


Please enter my special half-price Charter Subscription to Careers Today for 
1 year (11 issues); bill me after my subscription has started for just $5.00, 


half the regular $10.00 annual price. 


P.O. Box 2754, Terminal Annex 
Los Angeles, California 90054 


Mr. Mrs. Miss 
(please print plainly) 
Address. 
City. State. Zip. 


Occupation or Field of Study. 


Month & Year of Birth. 
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President, the master of consensus poli- 
tics, felt compelled to make this speech, 

which he pleaded for their support 
Sull it y 1967. he invited 
16 "leading intellectuals” to lunch. at 
the White House for the stated purpose 
of discussing with them how his stand- 
ing with the intellectual community 
might be improved. The luncheon had 
the overtones of high farce. The assem- 
bled intellectuals were mostly Govern- 
ment bureaucrats. Even so, they just 
might have given the President some 
sound advice, if he had been prepared 
to listen to them. But he did all the 
talking and closed the session with a 
20.minute monolog. Why, he asked his 
guests, were so many intellectuals op- 
posed to him, when he had done so 
much for them? The guests, who had 
enjoyed a good lunch, smiled, applaud- 
ed politely and said nothing. 

But the President did manage to win 
m prize 


turned a anti- 


finally up 


al intellectual who scorned the 
апу 


ad- 
ident. 


ntellectual community and р 
mired Mr. Johnson. When the Pr 
was told of Sevareid’s interview with 
Eric Hoffer, the ex-longshoreman. he 
promptly invited him to the White 
House, The Presidents press aide con 
ceded that Mr. Johnson had not read any 
of Hoffer’s books, but it turned out that 
Roche had long admired them. And what. 
need was there to read the works of a 
man who had said that Mr. Johnson 
would be regarded as the foremost Pres 
dent of the 20th Century? The President 
was delighted with Hoffer. who told him 
how to handle intellectuals: “Pet them, 
but don't give them power.” The Pres 
dent must have glowed with satisfaction 
when told that Hoffer had said: “Kenne- 
dy was a European. All you have to do 
is tabulate how many times Kennedy 
crossed the Atlantic and how many 
times he crossed the Appalachians and 
you know where he belonged.” is 
about thi: 
friendship is that apparently п 
Roche nor the White House aides ad- 
vised the President that Hoffer ћаз made 
a career out of cultivating middle-brow 
distaste for intellectuals. If anything was 
needed, therefore, to indicate how com- 
pletely the President had misread the 
intellectuals, it was his sudden discovery 
of Hoffer, who, im high-topped work 
shoes, a lumber jacket and shirt without 
tic, was just the kind of person to reas- 
sure him that those witless "intellec- 
tuals” were not worth the effort he had 
devoted to them. (Later, the President 
appointed Hoffer to the commission 
named to inquire into the causes of 
violence after the assassination of Sena- 
tor Robert Kennedy. The commission 
ned not onc critic of the war in 
tnam.) 


On the memorable evening of March 
31, 1968, the President told the nation he 
would not seek or accept renomination. 
What prompted the President to bow out 
was, of coume, the mount 
against his Vietnam pol ‚ше 
President һай been. defeated се 
of the election; he was compelled to step 
down as prime ministers step down when 
they lose a vote of confidence. The Presi- 
dent read the New Hampshire returns 
correctly; he did not need to wait for 
those from Wisconsin. 

Much of the credit for this remark- 
able political achievement must go to the 
dissident intellectuals who had succeed- 
ed in mounting а forceful opposition to 
the war. Intelléctuals were the one œn- 
stituency that had bolicd the consensus 
to oppose the war; labor, business, the 
rm groups, the big-city machines, the 


ssure 


1 stayed in line. But the 
„ added to the 
ace constituenc 
n turning public opinion 
against the war. Of course, the headlines 
helped—the Tet offensive, the gold cri- 
sis, the riots, the crises in the cities—but 
headlines alone do not account. for the 


remarkable change that occurred. The 
ion to bomb the North 


President's de 
triggered the first teach- which 
held on the campus of the University of 
Michigan March 24, 1965. In its wake, 
scarcely а campus community remained 
immune to the ferment of opposition. 

It was this mounting tide of oppo- 
sition, largely set in motion by the 
freelance or dissident intellectuals, that 
brought Senator Eugene McCarthy into 
the race. And his candidacy, of cours 
promptly brought the intellectuals, on 
and off cumpus, and the students back 
into the mainstream of national politics 
Not all of them, to be sure, but enough. 

ir. By the spring of 1968, 
ellectual community was as solidly 
opposed to Johnson as it had been for 
him in 1964. McCarthy's candidacy sim- 
ply demonstrated Johnson's vulnerabi 
у; after New Hampshire, the number 
of consensus dropouts, individual and 
institutional, rapidly increased. If intel- 
lectuals surfaced in the Kennedy Adm 
new class, they emerged 


tion as a new political constituency. It 
remains to be seen, of course, how 
strong, this constituency is and how long 
it can hold together under a Nixon Ad- 
t Constitutes a new 
d continuing force in American poli- 
tics there can be little doubt. 

Why intellectuals are important, The 
importance of intellectuals as a new 
force in politics is certain to 
in the future. For one thing, the num- 
ber of intellectual workers is rapidly 
increasing. The proportion of the labor 
force designated by the Bureau of the 
Census as “professional, technical and 


kindred” is the fastest growing of all 
major occupational groups. Government 
nd business need a far larger quota 
of intellectual workers than in the 19th 
Century. Today, teachers constitute the 
largest single occupational group; the 
business of America. it is said, is no 
longer business but education. Govern- 
ment spending on science has increased 
from $100,000,000 in 1940 to 16 billion 
dollars in 1968. Business will spend 
something on the order of 17 billion 
dollars on research in 1969. Opinion 
Research poins out that intellectual 
workers “are getting into every nook 
and cranny of business life, particularly 
in staff positions.” 

In the same way. the number of edu- 
Gated persons is rapidly increasing. To- 
day, we have roughly 2000 institutions 
of higher learning, with 0.000.000 or 
more students and 400,000 teachers 
administrators. America is becom 
is said, "a knowledge state." In 
а man who had completed high school 
was regarded аз а member of his gencer- 

tion's elite: but in 1967, about 75 per- 
cent of all young people were finishing 
high school. By 1965. more than two of 
every five young men were entering 
some sort of college and more than one 

n every five were gradu: 

While only а minority of intellectual 
workers and college graduates arc intel- 
lectuals, nevertheless, the number of in- 
tellectuals has increased as the first two 
categories have expanded. Intellectuals 
as such are vastly more numerous than 
they were, say, а generation back. And 
intellectuals interact 
workers and the cdu 
longer, if they eve 
wholly distinct categories. The time is 
largely past as Ricsman and Jencks 
note, "when the uneducated considered 
themselves superior to those with book 
learning"; the level of cultural sophisti 
ation is rising and it will continue to 
rise. The main point, in any case, 
the increase im the numb 
tual work nd college 
creating an 
intellectuals. As these Categories expand, 
so does the intellectual’s political im- 
portance. “Conditions are ripe today in 
the United States.” writes Lewis Feuer, 
"for the self-assertion of the intellec 
tual elite. The sheer numbers of the 
constituency to which they appeal—sev- 
eral million undergraduates and gradu- 
ate students, officered by several hundred 
nd professors—are the most mas- 
tc 


body 
But the audi 


the country.” 

се of the intellectuals 
is also undergoing a remarkable expan- 
sion. Affluence has greatly increased the 
size of the middle-income sector. More 
people have more money to spend on 
"culture" and they are spending it. A 
"cultural explosion” of sorts has ос 
curred since 1045. A mass market has 


been created for recordings, for works of 
for paperback books. Museum at 
tendance has soared. Every major city 
now has—or will soon have—a center for 
the performing arts, T. R. Fyvel, author 
of Intellectuals Today, estimates that no 
more than 15 to 20 percent of the Brit 
ish people participated in the dominant 
culture in the pre-1914 period: in this 
country. the percentage would have 
been smaller for the same period. It is 


now much higher for both countries 
Today, an army of intellectual workers 
is needed to disseminate information, 10 


serve ors.” to carry wa 
tered-down versions of the intellectuals’ 
es to an ever-expanding mass market, 
Intellectuals constantly inveigh ag; 
culture, and often with good rea- 
son, but it is incontestable that the size 
of their audience has expanded enor- 
mously in the past quarter century. 
‘The position of the intellectual activ- 
ists,” writes Erwin D. Canham, editor of 
The Christian Science Monitor, “is more 
important than They pro- 
vide a cutting edge and a solid shaft for 
political doctrine. They are themselves 
mass communicators of talent. They 
greatly influence youth.” 

Surveying the affluent. society that has 
emerged in the post-War period. with its 
luge bureaucr 
ing middle dass. its new corporate em- 
pires, many intellectuals thought it most 


tic structures, its expand 


unlikely that new 
could emerge in environment. 
There was no proletariat: the poor were 
demoralized and scarcely visible; the 1а 
bor movement was fat and complacent. 
On the surface, there seemed to be little 
discontent. But an afllucnt society breeds 
i own kind of discontents that are 
voiced. by new constituencies. "It i 


l movements 


“that the edu 
tale requires only а strongly creative 
political hand to become a decisive i 
strument of political power. . . . / As the 
trade unions retreat, more or less per- 
manently, into the shadows, а rapidly 
ing body of educators and. research 
Scientists emerges, . . . It is to the educa- 
tional and scientific estate, accordingly. 
that we must turn for the requisite po- 
litical initiative. The initiative cannot 
come from the industrial system. al- 
though support сап be recruited from 
individuals therein. Nor will it come 
from the trade unions. Apart from their 
declining numbers and power, the 
under no particular compulsion to que 
tion the goals of the industrial society 
For “the educational and scientific e 
tate” 10 initiate social change in an 
affluent sociery, however, it would have 
to be broadly defined to include intellec- 
tual workers, intellectuals, students, etc. 
It may seem odd to suggest that stu- 
dents, in today’s world, constitute a kind 


of proletariat: but, in a sense, they do. 
The more production centers оп knowl- 
edge. on science, on technology. the 
more "br come to occupy 
much the same role as "the workers" 
once did. The university becomes, in 
this setting, the “knowledge factory 
and students take on the role and. in 
many instances, the mannerisms and 
appearance of a new proletariat. The 
groups that control production begin to 
feel that they must control the 


unive 
ty, not merely to be able to tap its 
intellectual resources but to control, in 
effect, their future Tabor supply. Stu- 
dents—at least the activist clements— 
seuse these cl sponding 
to them, In many cases, they feel that 
they are being trained for careers that 


e, or soon will be. obsolete. They have 
feeling that education. should be а 
continuing process, not crowded into a 
few brief years. They want more to say, 
therefore, about the kind of education 
they receive. Student activists are to oth- 
er students and, in a м to their in- 
structors what the old-style proletariat 
was to the labor movement: a vanguard 
of protest. And the fact th the social 
base of the student population has ex- 
nclude virtually all elements 
means that more volatile student bodies 
are to be found on the campuses. 

Similar conditions prevail in Europe- 
am universities, cast and west. It is not 
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unusual nowadays to find references to 
students as “an alienated. helpless. “pro- 
ved’ group." In postindustrial 
societies. we have to assemble the 
t in order 10 understand the 


ew 


Marx or Lenin" writes Dr. George 
Keller, former assistant dean of Colum- 
"would have snickered at 


n of starting a revolution to 
iety by taking over a school 
v-covered retreat without guns. 
power or money.” But it is not such 
idea today. “History teaches 
gard Pis former cabinet mi 
їп the Pompidou government. told 
l Assembly du the de- 
€ on the gr “that the great 
uphea provoked by 
the determining or dominant classes: 
former times the peasants, in 1789 the 
shopkeepers, in the 19th Century the 
workers, today the repositories of knowl- 
edge—students and cadres. 
The great upheaval in France is per- 
haps the first of a new kind of revol 
tion, the only kind that is likely to take 
place in а wellaretechnocratic state- 
Essentially, the issue is how to use the 
ew technology to build the society of 
the future. The spread of technology has 
stimulated new social expectations and 
created the potential for remarkable so 
cial advances. But the more production 
is fionalized. the more 
come the goals and object 
it is dedicated. For example. arms pro- 
duction aborts the potential for real 
abundance. A potentially explosive si 


list and 

re h. 
nessed to jobs over which they have 
little control and, at the same time, 


cannot see that their work is furthering 


y worthwhile objectives. Under these 
сез. it does not take much of 
to touch off a major social 

L OF the situation in eastern 
rope. journalist Lucjan Blit writes: 

It is precisely the more efficient indus- 

trial managers and ‘scientific workers? 

1 those ing the spiritual lile 


of their society who аге now rebelling. 
The former because the sclerotic eco- 
nomic system robs them of the chance to 
do their job cihciently; the writers and 
journalists. because the most 
rupt among them have by now seen the 
futility of their work.” The situation is 
not essentially different in the west. ОГ 
the French upheaval, Neal Ascherson 
the staf of the London Observer 
“The enemy is the ‘bureaucratic 
st and west, [t is the society 
ized for efficiency at the expense of 
liberty, the system which offers the people 
consumer goods and calls them freedom. 
the system which a 


even cor- 


on 


the pa 
ey 


true democ 
tolerance.” 
In such a situation, ideologies once 


pression 


again become the subject of intense po- 

al debate. An ideological struggle i 
essentially an attempt to change peoples’ 
pectives and to define "reality" in a 
As such, “Ideological revolu 
writes Anatol Rapoport of the 
University of Michigan. “are instigated 
by intellectuals, whose command of ver- 


bal expression makes them the carriers 
of new ideals.” The rise of technology 
was, in а wa 


peared to be 7 
politics: but now, once again, 


cab questions take precedence over spe 
cific issues. When consensus politics gives 
way to the ideological variety. new n 
ional constituencies begin to take the 
of the old interest groups and 
Intellectuals are, potentially, 
t of these new 
ng to те 
albraith has said, the goals of an 
1 society. What should the new 


p 
coa 
ne of ihe 
cor 
ject. as С 
industr 


ions. 


re s of 
stions that most appeal to intellec- 


tuals and to which their style of thinki 
is most relevant. 
If the society of the future 


one of even greater organization 
technological complexity, with a greate: 
reliance on planning, then it cannot 
Гай. as George Lichtheim. author of 
Marxism in Modem F s said, 
“to enhance the significance (and the 
responsibility) of the stratum which does 
the thinking for the rest of sodety . . - 
social evolution is inaeasingly going to 
depend on mind, and consequently on 
the quantitative and qualitative grow 
of the stratum which embodies the с 
acity of the intellect to introduce order 
о the environment. . .. When one 
1 the worst that Gan be said about 
„ it remains a fact that 
this stratum carries within itself the main 
potentiality of evolution still open to 
mankind." 
In these t 


ance, 


should be clear that 


opns 
Custodians of the nation’s соге values, 
they must be listened to on the question 
of goals and purposes: as the group most 
disposed to take "the general view 
with the best record of disinterested 
judgment, they are becoming indispensa- 
ble to the proper functioning of our 
political system. "lf we define an intel 
lectual.” writes Rapoport, "not merely 
in terms of intellectual competence but 
in terms of a commitment to intellectual 
values, of which an important one is 
that of living the examined life," then 
ntellectuals do have a class interest, the 
pursuit of which constitutes one of socie 
туз best offsets 1o the deadening effects 
of a thoroughly rationalized technostruc- 
ture that functions in almost complete 
disregard of what people think and feel 
and want, The intellectual’s chief re- 


sponsibility is to this group interest. In 
a postindustrial society. only intellec 
tuals can effectively voice the subtle but 
asic discontents that are most likely to 
en social stability. The upheavals 
Prague and Paris were clearly fore. 
n what Czech and French 
tellectuals have been saving for years. 
In ree times, intellectuals—H_ Stu. 
t Hughes and sociologist J. P. Меп, 
among others—have speculated that. per- 
haps intellectuals would become obsolete 
in а bureaucratictechnological society. 
The usual argument has been that the 
tellectual is being increasingly forced 
to join some kind of large organization 
or to reject modern society as a whole 
without being able то propose an alter 
If he opts for the former, he 
loses his status as an intellectual: if for 
the latter, he becomes socially irrelevant 
No doubt, there is something (o this 
argument. Intellectuals cannot surrender 
their independence without «casing to 
be intellectuals. Bur the political power 
inning to assert provides 
ssurance that they can main- 
independence if they wish 10 
they will honor commit- 
interest. In 


nd 


do so 
ments to thei 
economic terms, intellectuals are doing 


own 


gra 


better than they have ever done before. 
In today's world. it is hard to sce how 
they become obsolete—unless, of 
course. success corrupts them and they 
cease to be social cri 
he enhanced political importance of 
ntellectuals raises, of course, a key ques 
What should be the vole of the 
intellectual in polities? Should he seck 
to move coser to the centers of power, 
so that he may exert his influence with- 
1 and through these centers? Or should 
а neutalto-howile 
the better ta 
role as soc nd. custod 
nation's conscience? In point of fact, the 
real choice is no longer, eve 
this clear-cut. y 
new functional importance, the intellec 
mal has become implicated in the 
processes by which power is applied and 
decisions are taken. He cannot, 
he would, stand wholly to one s 
least not for long. The un 
example, is а prime center of power 
the new age: it is also an importa 

of power for intellectuals. Intellectuals 
inot be "пеш 
pably, they 


о! 


disch 


even if 


са 


affairs. ‘the St of the universi у 
to government, and in laculty-student- 
administration as wel as university 
community relatio uch the same 
у. it would be shortsighted of intellec: 
15 to assume that thi n long remain 
муе the 
can serve it or oppose 
it, but they hardly ignore it. So- 
ciety has a way of co-opting those whose 
services it needs and. in the long run, 


“Daphne! Get your ass in here!” 
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intellectuals will be increasingly caught 
up in the bigger action. 

Under these circumstances, what intel- 
lectuals can and must do is, first, recog- 
nize that politically their prime task is 
to protect and advance the interests of 
intellectuals as intellectuals, such as pre- 
demic freedom 


serving insisting on 
the free flow of information, opposing 
censorship, secking to improve the qual- 


ity and integrity of mass communica- 
tions, furthering frec inquiry, resisting 
attempts to manipulate or manage news, 
nsisting on the free pursuit of truth in 
all fields, ctc. These ave the freedoms 
tellectuals must have if they 
to function as intellectuals; they arc also 
freedoms of vital importance to society. 
If these group interests аге brushed 
aside or stifled, intellectuals will find 
themselves prisoners of huge impersonal 
organizations of one kind or another, 
serving purposes they do not approve 
Second, if individual intellectuals de 
to play an active role politically or to 
accept Government or other bureaucrat- 
ic posts, they should do so with full 
awareness of the risks they have in- 
curred. Not only should they have a 
cleareyed awareness of the possibility 
that they will be "uscd"—for ends and 
purposes they do not approve—but they 
should be fully prepared nes to 
step down whenever they feel that their 
integrity as intellectuals is threatened. 
Obviously, this is a hard line to draw, 
the more so since power has its att 
tions and rewards, For this reason, intel- 
lectuals should be exceedingly wary 
about accepting such offers; ideally, they 
should serve Government on а short- 
term or interim basis and should con- 
stantly remind themselves that. they are, 
first of all, intellectuals and only sccond- 


у, wielders of power. 
ls must realize, as 


mpora 
intellect 


‘Third, 
most of them do, that more important 
than their role as specialists—technician, 


scientist, scholar, etc—is their role as 
guardians of the moral legitimacy of 
societys stated values and purposes. 
They should be endlessly concerned with 
goals, purposes, values, Postindustrial so- 
cicties, with their complex bureaucratic 
structures, require constant scrutiny and 
criticism; such societics tend to bc pro- 
pelled in directions that are determined 
not by conscious choice but by a kind of 


This social role of the intellectuals far 
ascends in importance whatever spe- 
cialized contributions they m 
individuals. Gi 
function without their specialized tal- 
ents, the big questions—ihe increasingly 
important questions—remain: Function 
to what ends? In whose interests? Foi 
what purposes? At 
must. preserve th 
the obsolete, restrictive, arbitrary arrange- 
ments—and policies and programs, as 
well—that develop wherever bureauaa 
cies flourish. The intellectual is а gen- 
cralist, а moralist, а questioner, a social 
спис. To this end, he must join with 
other intellectuals in defense—and in 
furtherance—of the interests of intellec- 
group. These interests are not 
never be antithetical to the 
lues of a democrat iy: on 
the cont they guarantee the survival 
of these values. For if intellectuals fail 
to honor their responsibilities or miscon- 
ceive them, society is quite capable of 
destroying itsclf or of finding its value 
system distorted beyond recognition. 


“First we have to convince the people 
that good health isn’t everything.” 


WHISPERS IN BEDLAM 


(continued from page 86) 


of his siz-19 shirt so that he could 
express himself freely. He shut the door 
firmly, sat down and grunted. The grunt 
meant that Hugo could sit down, too. 
ted himself on a straight wood- 
r, placing his cane prominently 
in front of him. 

Behind the coach, on the wall, there 
was a blow-up photograph of a player 
in a 1940ish uniform. The player's name. 
was Jojo Baines and he had once been 
voted the dirtiest lineman ever to play 
in the National Football League. The 
only time Hugo had ever heard a note 
of tenderness creep into the coach's 
voice was when he mentioned Jojo 
Baines. 
ver since you joined this club, 
Pleiss," said the coach, “I have been 
appalled when I looked down at the 
starting line-up and scen vour name on 
it—in my own handwriting.” 

Hugo smiled weakly, hoping to recog- 
nize а pleasantry. 

Т won't keep it a secret from you, 
Pleiss," the coach went on. "For two 
years, I’ve been trying to get rid of you. 
1 have made the circuit of every city in 
this league with my hat in hand, cating 

iation, trying to be 


for rhetoric, when he was so inclined. 
“No avail," he repeated. “They all knew 
that as long as 1 had to start you every 
Sunday, we were never a threat to any- 
body. Г am going to give you an imper- 
sonal estimate of your abilities, 
You're slow, you have a mis 
1d enough to 
drive my grandmother out of a rocking. 
chair, you dose your eyes on contact, 
you run like a duck with gout, you 
wouldn't get angry if a man hit you over 
the head with an automobile jack and 
raped your wife in front of your cycs, 
nd you get fooled on plays that would 
have made a high school cheerleader 
102r with laughter in 1910, Have I left 
out anything? 
Not that I 
said. 
With all that," the coach went on, 
"you have saved three games in a row 
for us. You make a mockery out of the 
holy sport of football. but you have 
saved. three games in a row for us and I 
am hereby increasing your salary by one 
thous ахоп. If you 
tell this to anyone cbe on the team, 1 
will personally nail you by the hands to 
the locker-room wall. 
Yes, sir," said Hugo. 
Now, get out of here,” the coach 
said. 

Yes, sir," Hugo said. He stood up. 


n think of, sir,” Hugo 


“Give me that cane,” the coach said. 
Hugo gave him the cane. The coach 
broke it in two, without rising from his 


chair. "T can't stand the sight of crip- 
ples,” he said. 

"Yes. sit.” Hugo sa 
imp as he walked out of the office. 


‘The next Sunday was unsettling, 


It started on ап ble. 
When the opposing team lined up 
after the huddle, Hugo knew that the 


play that had been called in the huddle 
short pass to the right flank. But 
the quarterback took his position 
d the center, Hugo saw him scan- 
ning the defensive setup and frowning. 
The quarterback’s lips didn't move, but 
Hugo heard. just as though the man were 
talking directly to him, the word “No.” 
There was a little pause and then, “ 
won't work. they're overshifting on и 

Hugo didn't have time to wonder at 
extension of his powers, as the. 
quarterback began to call 
aloud, changing the p he'd picked in 
the huddie. Everybody could hear the 
signals, of course. but Hugo was the 
only one on his team who knew that 
the quarterback was calling for an end 
around. from left to right. Just before 
the snap. when it was too late for the 
quarterback to call any changes. Hugo 
broke for the left side. He knew, with 
out thinking about why he knew it, th 
the end would tke two steps to his left, 
hesitzte for one beat. then whirl around 
nd streak for the quarterback and the 
ball on the way around the opposite 
end. As the ball was snapped. Hugo w 
knit in between the end and the 
tackle, and when the end, after two 
teps, came around, Hugo flattened him 
with a block. The quarterback was left 


all alone, holding the ball, like а post- 
man delivering a package to the wrong 
door, and was downed for a five-yard 
loss. 


But it was an expensive exploit for 
Ниро. The end's knee caught him їп 
the head as they went down together 
and he was stretched out 
when the whistle blew. 

When he woke up some m 
he was lying behind the bench, w 
doctor Kneeling over him, prodding the 
back of his neck for broken vertebrae, 
and the trainer jamming spirits of am- 
monia under his nostrils, The jolt had 
been so severe that when the coach 
asked him at half time how he had been 
able to nip the end-around play in the 
bud, Hugo had to confess that he didn't 
remember anything about the pliy. In 
fact, he didn't remember leaving the 
hotel that morning. and it took him a 
good ten minutes after the coach had 
spoken to him to remember the coach's 
name. 

The doctor wouldn't let him go back 
into the game and his value to the team 
was nearly demonstrated to the coach by 
the fact that they lost by three touch- 
downs and a field goal. 

The plane was quiet on the flight 


unconscious 


utes later 
h the 


“Chateau Lafite "08, say, what kind of 
antibourgeoisie are you?" 


home. The coach did not appreciate 
show of youthful high spirits ог resili- 
ence in adversity by teams of his whei 
they had lost by three touchdowns and a 
field goal. Aud. as usual on such occa 
sions, he had forbidden any drinks to be 
served. since he didn’t believe the fin 
full flavor of defeat should be adul. 
terated by alcohol. So the plane sped 
through the night sky in a long funereal 
hush. 

Hugo himself was fe 
Шоц 


ing better, al 
he still didn't remember anything 
bout the game that afternoon. He had 
igging sensation that something pecul- 
iar amd fundamentally unwholesome had 
оштой before his injury, but he 
couldn't bring it up to the level of со 
sciousness. There was а small poki 
going on up front in low whispers and 
Hugo decided to sit in, to stop himsell 
from profitless probing into the alter 
noon's events, He usually lost in thee 
games, since one glance at his open face 
by anv normally acquisitive poker player 
showed whether Hugo a pair, two 
pairs or was buying to a straight. 
Either because it was too dark in the. 
plane for the other players to get a clear 
look at Hugo's face or because the head 
injury had hurt some nerve and ren- 
dered him expressionless, Ниро kept 
inni fair proportion of the pots. 
and didn't keep 
nd merely felt 
time that luck was 


track of his winnings 
is about 


п hour of play. he had a 
sizable stack of chips in front of him. 
He was sitting with three aces in his 


hand, having gotten two of them on 
four-card d he was about to 
raise the m left, Krkanius, who 


ad drawn three cards, when somehow, 
just as though Krkanius had nudged 
him and whispered the news into his 
ar, he knew thar Krkanius had а full 
house, jacks and fours. He didn't ra 
Krkanius but threw his cards in. Some- 
one else saw Krkanius and Krkanius put 
his cards down. Full house. Jacks and 
fours. 
I'm not feeling so well" Hugo said. 
“Tm cashing in.” He stood up and went 
back to his scat. 
lt was a miserable night and the 
plane was bucking through thick. cloud 
and Hugo ва! at the window, looking 
out and feeling horrible. He was a 
cheat. He could make all sorts of excuses 
to himsell, he could say he had acted 
ош of surprise, without thinking, that 
was the first time anything like that had 
ever happened to him, but he knew that 
if that weird message hadn't come 
through to him from Krkanius, on his. 
ised Krkanius 510 and 
raised him and 
t least 520 ог S30 
right now. No matter how he 
tried to wriggle out of it, his conscience 
told him he was just as guilty һе 
had taken 530 out of Krkanius wallet. 
Then, in а flash. he remembered. the 
afternoon—the moment оп the field 
when he was sure tha 
quarterback was thinking on the end- 
around play and his automatic reaction 
to it and his blotting out the end. It was 
another form of cheating, but he didn’t 


he knew what the 
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know what to do about it. He covld 
kcep from playing poker. but he made 
living out of playing football. 

He groaned. He came from a deeply 
religious family, with a stern sense of 
morality. He didn't smoke or drink and 
he believed in hell. 

After the plane landed, Hugo didn’t 
go right home. Sibyl was away in Chica- 
go, attending the wedding of one of her 
sisters, and he didn’t feel like rattling 
around in an empty house. Krkanius, 
who had emerged from the poker game 
the big winner, invited him and a cou- 
ple of the other boys to join him for a 
drink and, while Hugo didn’t drink, he 
went along for the company. 

The bar Krkanius took them to was 
crowded and noisy. There was a group 
of men with some girls at the bar, 
and as Hugo followed Krkanius to the 
back room, he heard а woman's voice 
say, “Uh-huh, That’s for me. That big 
innocent-looking one.” 

Hugo looked around. A round blonde 
at the bar was staring directly at him, a 
sweet small smile on her full lips. If you 
didn't know what went on in her head, 
she looked like somebody's pure young 
daughter. "I'm going to teach you a few 
things tonight, baby," Hugo heard, star- 
g. frozen, at the girl. The girl's mouth 
had never shown the slightest tremor of 
movement. 

Hugo wheeled and hurried into the 
back room. When the waiter asked him 
what he wanted to drink, he ordered 
bourbon. 

“Man, 


Krka 


nius sa 


, surprised, “you 


really must've got shaken up today. 
Nobody had ever scen Hugo drink any- 
thing stronger th: 

Hugo drank 1 


an ginger ale before. 
is bourbon quickly. He 
с the taste, but it seemed to 
nerves. The blonde girl came 
to the back room and leaned over a 
table nearby to talk to somebody she 
knew. Remembering what she had been 
thinking as he passed her on the way in, 
Hugo ordered another bourbon. She 
glanced, as though by accident, at the 
table of football players. The way her 
sweater fit around her bosom made a 
peculiar ache come up in Hugo’s throat. 

“What're you waiting for, sweets?” he 
heard her think as her glance swept 
over him. “The night’s not getting any 
younger: 

He drank the second bourbon even 
more quickly than the first. "Oh, God,” 
he thought, “I'm becoming a drunkard.” 
"The bourbon didn't seem to do anything 
for his nerves this time. 

"It's time to go home,” he said, stand- 
ing up. His voice didn't sound like hi 
I'm not feeling so well.” 

“Get а good night's sleep,” Krkanius 
said. 

"Yeah" If Krkanius knew that he'd 
had $30 stolen from him that evening, 
he wouldn't have been so solicitous, 

Hugo walked quickly past the bar, 


didn't 1 


help hi 


making sure not to look at the girl. It 
was raining outside now and all the 
taxis were taken. He was just about to 
start walking when he hcard the door 
open behind him. He couldn't help but 
turn, The girl was standing there, alone, 
with her coat on. She was scanning the 
eet for a taxi, too. Then she looked at 
. "Your move, baby," he heard, a 
voice that was surprisingly harsh for a 
girl so young. 

Hugo felt himself blush. Just then, a 
taxi drove up. Both he and the girl 
started for it. 

I give you a lift?” Hugo heard 


self 
"How 
demurely. 


ind of you,” the girl said, 


On the way home, in the dawn, 
many hours later, Hugo wished for the 
first time in his that he had been 
born a Catholic. Then he could have 
gone directly to a priest, confessed, ac- 
cepted penance and been absolved of 


Sibyl called in the morning to tell 
him that her parents, who had come 
East for the wedding, were taking a 
trip to New York and wanted her to 
go along with them. Ordinarily, he 
wouldn't have been able to keep the 
disappointment at news like that out of 
voice. He loved byl dearly and 
ly felt lost without her. But now 
a wave of relief swept over him. The 
moment of conírontation. the moment 
when he would have to tell his innocent 
and trusting young wife about his ap- 
palling lapse from grace or, even worse, 
lie to her, was postponed. 

"Thats all right. honey.” he said. 
"you just go along with your mother 
and dad and have a good time. You 
deserve a holiday. Stay as long as you 
like." 

"Hugo. Sibyl said, "I just could 
break down and cry, you're so good to 
me. 

‘There was the sound of a kiss over the 
telephone and Hugo kissed back. When 
he hung up, he leaned his head inst 
the wall and dosed his eyes in pain. 
One thing he was sure of, he wasn't 
Boing to sce that girl, that Sylvia, again. 
Sylvia. Almost the same name as Sibyl. 
How rotten could a man be? 

Passion spent for the moment, he lay 
in the largest double bed he had ever 
seen, next to the dazzling body that had 
opened undreamed-of utopias of pl 
ure for him. Ashamed of himself even 
for thinking about it, he was sure that if 
Sibyl lived to the age of 90, she wouldn't 
know one tenth as much as Sylvia must 
have known the day she was born. 

In the soft glow of a distant lamp, he 
looked at the bedside clock. It was past 
four o'clock. He had to report for prac- 
tice, dressed, at ten o'clock. Alter а 


usu; 


losing game, the coach gave them wind 
sprints for 45 minutes every day for 
а week. He groaned inwardly as ће 
thought of what he was going to fecl 
like at 10:45 that morning. Still, for 
some reason, he was loath to go. 

An hour later, he was finally dressed. 
He leaned over Sylvia to kiss her good- 
bye. She lay there, fresh as the morning, 
smiling, breathing placidly. He wished 
he were in as good condition as she was. 
“G'night, sweets,” she said. an arm 
around his neck. "Don't let those rough 
boys hurt you today. And bring Baby a 
little giftie tonight. Try Myers, on San- 
ford Street, They're full of goodies.” 

Walking home along the dark streets, 
Hugo thought, “Of course. Girls like 
little tokens of affection. Flowers, candy. 
Sentimental creatures.” He n't re- 
member any storc callcd Mycr's on San- 
ford Street, but he supposed it was a 
confectionery shop that had some spe- 
cia that Sylvia had a taste for. He 
resolved to get her the best five-pound 
box of candy moncy could buy. 

That afternoon, fecling a little light- 
headed from lack of sleep and the wind 
sprints, he walked along Sanford Street, 
searching for a shop called Myers. He 
stopped short, myer, the thin lettering 
read on the window. But instead of 
boxes of candy displayed behind the 
glass, there was a blaze of gold and 
diamonds, Myer's sold jewelry. Expen- 
sive jewelry. 

Hugo did not go in. "Thrift was anoth- 
er of the virtues his excellent family had 
instilled in him as a boy, He walked 
along Sanford Street until һе found 
candyshop and bought а five-pound box 
of chocolates. It cost $15 and Hugo felt 
a twinge at his extravagance as the clerk 
wrapped the box in festive paper. 

That night, he didn’t stay more than 
ten minutes in Sylvia's apartment, She 

ad a headache, she said. She didn't 
bother to unwrap the cand: 

The next night, he stayed longer. He 
had visited. Myer's during the afternoon 
and bought a gold bracelet for $300. “1 
do like a generous man," Sylvia said. 

The n Hugo had felt in handing 
over the 5300 to the clerk in Myer's was 
considerably mitigated by the fact that 
the night before, when he had left Syl- 
via with her headache, he had remem- 
bered that every Tuesday there was a 
poker game at Krkanius apartment. 
Hugo had sat in for three hours and 
had won 5416, the record for a gle 
night's winnings since the inception of 
the game. During the course of the eve- 
ning, by twisting his head a litle now 
and then to get a fix with his left ear, he 
had been warned of lurking straights, one 
flush several full houses. He had 
discarded a nine-high full house himself 
because Croker, of the taxi squad, was 
sitting in the hole with a jack-high full 
house; and Hugo had won with a pair of 
sevens after Krkanius had bluffed wildly 


and 


through a hand of fives. 
Somehow, he told himself piously, as he 
stuffed bills and checks into his wallet 
when the game broke up, he would make 
it up to his teammates. But not just now. 
Just now, he couldn’t bear the thought 
having any more headaches. 


byl didn’t return until Fri- 
ау nights during the season, 
Hugo slept on the living-room couch, so 


as not to be tempted to impair his 
that 


cnergies for ays games so 
problem was postponed. He 
that Sibyl’s woman's intuit 
lead her to discover a fateful change in 
her husband, but Sibyl was so grateful 
for her holiday that hcr intuition 
dormant. She merely tucked him in a 
kissed him chastely оп the forehead and 
said, "Get a good night's sleep, honey." 

When she appeared with his breakfast. 
on a tray the next morning, his con- 
science stirred uneasily; and after the 
light Saturday-morning practice, he went 
into Myer's and bought Sibyl a string of 
cultured pearls for S85. 

Sunday was triumphal. Before the 
game, suiting up, Hugo decided that the 
best way he could make up to his team- 
mates for taking $416 away from them 
was by doing everything he could to wi 
the game for them. His conscience clear, 
obcying the voices within his head, he 
was in on half the tackles. When he 

ntercepted a pass in the last quarter 
and ran for a touchdown, the first of 
his life, to put the game on ice, the en- 
tire stadium stood and cheered him. 
The coach even shook his hand when 
he came off the field. He felt dainty 
footed and powerful and as though he 
could play forever without fatigue. The 
blood coursing through his veins felt like 
a new and exhilarating liquid, full of 
dancing bubbles. 

‘After the game, he was dragged off to 
a television interview in a little make- 
shift studio under the stands. He had 
never been on television before, but he 
got through it all right and later that 
night, somebody told him he was photo- 


life entered а new phase. It was as 


it behind him, like 
‚ shabby corridor and 
ng into a brilliantly 


lit ballroom. 

His Pese was in the papers every. 
T огу articles. Newspaper- 
men ent him out and quoted him 
faithfully when he said, 
study your opponents The Nai 
Football League is по place for guess- 
work.” 

He posed for advertising stills, his 
hair combed with greascless products. 
He modeled sweaters and flowered bath- 
amazed at how sim- 
sums of money 
in America merely by smiling. 


His picture was on the cover of Sports 
Illustrated and small boys waited for 
him at the players’ entrance after prac- 
tice. He autographed footballs, and taxi 
drivers recognized him and sometimes 
refused to take payment for their fares. 
He took to eating out in restaurants 
with Sibyl, because the managers more 
often than not tore up the check when 
he asked for it. He learned to eat caviar 
‘and developed a taste for champagne. 

He was invited to parties at the home 
of Bruce Fallon, the quarterback, who 
had been paid $200,000 to sign and who 
was called a superstar by the sportswrit- 
then, Fallon, who only went 
h the famous old-timers and 
the upper-bracket players on the club, 
had never even said hello to him when 
they passed on the street. “Do you play 
bridge, Hugo?” Fallon asked. 

They played bridge, Fallon and Fal- 
lon's wife, Nora, and Hugo and 


the huge living room of the F 
apartment, which had been decorated 
by an imported Norwegian. "Isn't this 


them sat around the pale wood table 
before the fire, playing for ten cents a 
point. Hugo's left ear worked for bridge 
as well as poker and Hugo wound up 
the first evening with an $800 profit, and 
Fallon said, "I've heard about your po- 
ker from the boys, Hugo. I've never met 
anybody with a card sense like yours." 

Fallon discussed the coach with him. 
“If Bert would really let me call my own 
game,” Fallon said, pouring whiskeys for 
himself and Hugo, "we'd be twenty 
points better a Sunday.’ 

"He's a іше primitive, Bert, that's 
true,” Hugo said, “but he’s not a bad 
He had never heard any- 
ze the coach before and had 
never even thought of him by his first 
name. Even now, with the coach a good 
seven miles away across town and safely 
in bed, Hugo felt a curious little tick- 
ling in the small of hi k as he realized. 
that he had actually said, “Bert.” 

When they left that. night, Fal- 
lon's check for $800 in his pocket, Nora 
Fallon put up her cheek to be kissed. 
She had gone to school in Lausanne. She 


"Lieutenant—this is a war room!" 
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affair," аз Hugo Kissed hei 
she was thinking, "Wouldn't it be nice 
if we could have a little quiet téteà-téte, 
you and I, sometime soon?” 

That night. when Hugo got home, he 
wrote the Fallon telephone number 
his little pocket address book. He won- 
dered what it could be like, making love 
10 a woman who thought in French. 

The trainer took a fussy interest in 
n now and. when he came up with a 

I bruise on his knee, insisted on 
g him whirlpool baths for six da 
п off а half hour early 

one day to make a speech at a local high 
school. Brenatskis. the publicity man, 
rewrote ls biography for the programs 
and said that he had made Phi Be 
Kappa in college. When Hugo protest- 
ed, mildly, Brenatskis said, “Who'll 
nd, "It's good for your image." 
He also arranged for a national maga- 
е по have Hugo photographed ас 
a feature article. Sibyl insisted 

ng a pair of gold-lumé. pajamas 
if she was going to be photographed for 
ional magazine, and on having new 

ins in the living room and new slip- 


n an оп, cooking in the 
kitchen. He was supposed to be making 
а complicated French di 
actually even made coffee. for himself. 

He bought three loud checked sports. 
jackets for himself and a $400 brooch 
for Sylvia, who was still subject to head- 
aches. He couldn't tear himself away 
from Sylvia һ he was beginning 
to find her rather common, especially 
compared with Nora Fallon. He bought 
а $100 pair of earrings for Sibyl. 

On Sundays, he raged over all the 
fields in the league, and at the end of 
home games. he had to get to the locker 
room fast to keep fom being mobbed 
by fans. He began to receive love letters 
15, who sometimes included pho- 
fographs taken i ing positions. 
He knew t letters disturbed 
Sibyl, but the mails were free, after all. 
By now, everybody agreed that he was 
photogenic. 

Sibyl one day announced that she was 
pregnant. Until then, although Hugo 
had wanted children from the beginning 


altho 


of their marriage, she had insisted that 
she was too young. Now, for some rea- 
son, she had decided that she was no 


longer too young. Hugo was very happy, 
but he мау so occupied with other 
things that he didn't have quite the time 
(о show it completely. Still, he bought 
her a turquoise neck 

Fallon, who was a born gambler, said 
that it shame to waste Hugo's 
card sense on penny-ante poker games 
and ten-cent-a-point family bridge. There 
was a big poker game in town that 
yed in once a weck. In the 


lace. 


was 


game, there were a stockbroker, a news- 
paper publisher, the president of an 
agricultural-machinery firm, an auto- 
mobile distributor and a man who 
owned, among other things, a string of 
race horses. When Fallon brought Hugo 
into the hotel suite where the game was 
held, there was a haze of money in the 
room as palpable as the cigar smoke that 
eddied over the green table and ар; t 
the drawn curtains. Hugo and Fallon 
had made a private deal that they would 
split their winnings and their losses. 
Hugo wasn't sure about the morality of 
this, since they weren't letting the others 
know that they were up against a part- 
nership, but Fallon said, "What the 
hell, Huge, they're only civilians." Any- 
body who wasn't in some way involved 
in professional football was a civil 
n Fallon's eyes. “Huge 
friendly corruption of Hugo's r 
it had caught on with the other men on 
the team and with the newspapermen 
who followed the club. When the 
offensive team trotted off the field, pass- 
ng the defensive team coming in, Fal- 
lon had n to calling out, “Get the 
ball back for me, Huge.” A sportswriter 
had picked it up and had writtcn a 
piece on Hugo using that as the title: 
and now, whenever the defensive team 
went in, the home crowd chanted, t 
the ball back for me, Huge.” Sometimes, 
to all that love and faith come 
roaring through the autumn ut him, 
Hugo felt like crying lor joy out there. 
The men around the green table all 
stood up when Fallon and Hugo came 
nto the room. The ne hadn't started 
ус! and they were still making up the 
piles of chips. They were all big men, 
h hearty, authoritative faces, They 


shook hands with the two football 
players as Fallon introduced Hugo. 
One of them said, "Its an honor, 


nd another man said, "Get the ball 
k for me, Huge,” as he shook Hugo's 
id and they all roared with kindly 
iughter. Hugo smiled boyishly. Because 
of the five-tooth bridge in the front of 


his mouth, Hugo for years had smiled as 
litle 


s possible; but in the past few 
ince he had become photogenic. 
he smiled readily. He practiced grinning 
boyishly from time to time in front of 
the mirror at home. People, he knew, 
re pleased to be able to say about 
him, “Huge? He looks rough, but when 
he smiles hes just a nice big kid.” 
Civilians. 

They played until two o'clock in the 
morning. Hugo had won $6020 and Fal- 
lon had won $1175. “You two fellers are 
just as tough off the ficld as on,” said 
the distributor. admiringly 
as he signed a check, and the other men 
laughed jovially. Losing money seemed 
to please them. 

"Beginner's luck, 


automobile 


Hugo said. Later 


on, the automobile distributor would 
tell his wife that Huge didn't look it, but 
he was witty. 

They hailed a taxi outside the hotel. 
Fallon hadn't brought his Lincoln Con- 
tinental, because there was mo sense in 
taking a chance that somebody would 
spot it parked outside the hotel and tell 
the coach his quarterback stayed out till 


two o'clock in the morning. In the tax 
Fallon asked, “You got a sale-deposit 
box, Huge?” 


No,” Hugo said. 
‘Get one tomorrow. 


“Why? 

“Income tax," Fallon said. In the 
light of a street lamp. he saw that Hugo 
looked puzzled. "What Uncle Sam 
doesnt know," Fallon said lightly, 


"won't hurt him, We'll cash these checks 
tomorrow, divey up and stash the loot 
away in nice dark little boxes. Don't use 
your regular bank, cithe: 

“I sce" Hugo sud. There was по 
doubt about it; Fallon was а brainy 
man. For a moment, he felt ng of 
regret that he had taken Nora Fallon to 
a motel the week before. Не hadn't 
regretted it at the time, though. Quite 
the contrary. He had just thought that i 
the child Sibyl was carrying turned out 
to be a girl, he wouldn't send her to 
school in Lausanne. 
byl awoke when he came into the 
bedroom. “You win, honey?" she asked 
sleepily. 

“A couple of bucks" Hugo 

That's nice,” she said. 

By now, Hugo was free of doubt. If 
God gave you a special gift, He obvious 
ly meant you to use it А m 
could run the hundred in nine flat 
would be a fool to allow himself to be 
beaten by a man who could do only 
nine, five. If it was God's will that Hugo. 
should have the good things of 
fame, success, wealth, beauti women 
—well, that God's will. Hugo was a 
devout man, even though, in the season, 
he was busy on Sunday and couldn't go 
to church. 

During next week's poker game, Hugo 
he didn't м too much 
He let himself get caught bluffing sever 
al times and deliberately bet into hands 
that he knew were stronger than his. 
There was no sense in being greedy and 
Killing the goose that Jaid the golden 
eggs. Even so, he came out almost $2000 
ahead. Fallon lost nearly 00, so no- 
body had reason for complaint. 

When the game broke up, Connors, 
the automobile distributor, told Hugo 
he'd like to talk to n for a 
They went downstairs and sat 
deserted corner of the lobby. Coi 
was opening a sports- 
wanted Hugo to lend 
"There's nothing to it" Connors said. 
"Hang around the showroom a couple 


n who 


nors 


"I'm glad you asked that question.” 
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of afternoons а week and have your 
picture taken sitting in a Porsche once 
in a while. ГИ give you ten thousand a 
year for i 

Hugo scratched his head boyishly, 
turning his left ear slightly toward Con- 
nors. The figure $25,000 came through 
loud and clear. “I'll take twenty-five 
thousand dollars and ten percent of the 
profits.” Hugo said. 

Connors laughed, delighted with his 
new employce’s astutencss, "You must 
have read my mind,” he said. They 
shook on thc deal. Hugo was to go on 
the payroll the next da 

"He's got a head on his shoulders, old 
Huge,” Connors told his wife. “He'll sell 
cars." 

Another of the poker players, Hart- 
wright, the racehorse owner, called 
Hugo and, after swearing him to secrecy, 
told him that he and what he called 
“a few of the boys” were buying up Iand 
for a supermarket in a suburb of the 
у. There was inside information that 
a superhighway was being built out that 
way by the city, “It'll be a gold mine,” 


Hartwright said. “I've talked it over 
with the boys and they think itd be a 
nice idea to let you in on it. If you 


don’t have the cash, we can swing a 


о got a loan for $50,000. He was 
learning that nothing pleases people 
more than helping a succes. Even his 
father-indaw, who had il then. never. 
bcen guilty of wild feats of generosity, 
was moved enough by the combination 
of Hugo's new-found fame and the an- 
nouncement that he was soon to be a 
grandfather to buy Hugo and Sibyl an 
eightroom house with a swimming pool 
in a good suburb of the city. 

So the season went on, wecks during 
| Hugo heard nothing, spoken or 
unspoken, that was not for his pleasure 
or profit, the golden autumn coming to 
a rhythmic climax once every seven days 
in two hours of Sunday violence and 
huzzas. 

The newspapers were even beginning 
to talk about the possibility of “The 
Cinderella Boys,” as Fallon and Hugo 
and their teammates were called, going 
all the way to the showdown with Green 
Bay for the championship. But on the 
same day, both Fallon and Hugo were 
hurt—Fallon with a cleverly dislocated 
elbow and Hugo with a head injury that 
gave him a severe attack of vertigo that 
made it seem to him that the whole 
world was built on a slant. They lost 
me and they were out of the 
g for the championship of their 
n and the dream was over. 

Before being injured. Hugo had had a 
good da n the plane flying home, 
even though it seemed to Hugo that it 
was flying standing on its right wing, he. 
did not feel too bad. All that money in 
the bank had made him philosophic 
about communal misfortuncs. The team 


that g 


and 


doctor, a hearty fellow who would have 
been full of cheer at the fall of the 
Alamo, had assured him that he would 
be fine in a couple of days and had 
regaled him with stories of men who 
had been in a coma for days and had 
gained more than 100 yards on the 
ground the following Sunday. 

An arctic hush of defeat filled the 
plane, broken only by the soft com- 
plaints of the wounded, of which there 
were many. Amidships sat the coach, 
with the owner, forming glaciers of pes- 
simism that flowed inexorably down the 
aisle, The weather was bad and the 
plane bumped uncomfortably through 
soupy black cloud and Hugo, seated 
next to Johnny Smathers, who was 
groaning like a dying мад [rom what the 
doctor had diagnosed as a superficial 
contusion of the ribs, was impatient for 
the trip to end, so that he could be 
freed from this atmosphere of Waterloo 
id return to his abundant private 
world. He remembered that next Sunday 
was an open date and he was grateful 
Tor it. Fhe season had bcen rewarding, 
but the tensions had been building up. 
He could stand a weck off. 

Then something happened that made 
him forget about football. 

There was a crackling in his left ear, 

like static. Then he heard a man's voice 
saying, “УНЕ one is ош.” Immediately 
fterward he heard another man's voice 
say JHF two is out, too. We've lost 
radio contact." Hugo looked around, 
sure that everybody ele must have 
heard it, too, that it had come over the 
publicaddress system. But everybody. 
was doing just what he had been doing 
before, talking in low voices, reading, 
pping. 
“That's a hell of a note.” Hugo recog- 
voice. "There's forty 
nd feet of soup from here to 
Newfoundland.” 

Hugo looked out the window. It was 
black and thick out there. The red light 
on the tip of the wing was a minute 
blood-colored blur that seemed to wink 
out for seconds at a time in the dark- 
ness. Hugo closed the curtain and put 
on his seat belt. 

“Well, kiddies," the captain's voice 
said in Hugo's ear, "happy news. We're 
lost. If anybody sces the United States 
down below, tap me on the shoulder.” 

Nothing unusual happened in the 
passenger section. 
< The door to the cockpit opened and 
the stewardess came out. She had a fun- 
ny smile on her face that looked as 
though it had been painted on sideways. 
She walked down the aisle, not changing 
her expression, and went to the tail of 
the plane and sat down there. When 
she was sure nobody was looking, she 
hooked the seat belt around her. 

The plane bucked a bit and people 
began to look at their watches. "They 
were due to land about ten minutes 


and they weren't losing any altitude. 
There was a warning squawk from the 
publicaddress system and the captain 
said, “This is your captain speaking. T'm 


afraid we're going to be a little late. 
Were running into head winds. I sug- 


gest you attach your seat belts. 

There was the click of metal all over 
the plane. It was the last sound Hugo 
heard for a long time, because he fainted. 

He was awakened by a sharp pain in 
one саг. The right опе, The plane was 
coming down for a landing. Hugo 
pulled the curtain back and looked out. 
They were under the cloud now, per- 
haps 400 feet off the ground and there 
were lights below. He looked at his 
watch, They were nearly three hours 
late. 

"You better make it a good one," he 
heard a man's voice say, and he knew 
the voice came from the cockpit. "We 
don't have enough gas for another thou- 
sand yards. 

Hugo tried to dear his throat. Somc- 
thing dry and furry seemed to be lodged 
there. Everybody else had already gath- 
ered up his belongings, placidly waiting 
to disembark. They don't know how 
lucky they are, Hugo thought bitterly as 
he peered out the window, hungry for 
the ground. 

The plane 


me in nicely and as it 
taxied to a halt, the captain said cheeri- 
ly, “I hope you enjoyed your trip, folks. 
Sorry about the little delay. See you 
soon. 

The ground hit his feet at a peculiar 
angle when he debarked from the plane, 
but he had told Sylvia he would look in 
at her place when he got back to town. 
iby] was away in Florida with her par- 
ents for the weck, visiting relatives. 

Going over in the taxi, fleeing the 
harsh world of bruised and defeated 
men and the memory of his brush with 
death in the fogbound plane, he thought 
yearningly of the warm bed awaiting him 
and the expert, expensive girl. 

Sylvia took a long time answering the 


bell and when she appeared, she was in 
a bathrobe and had her headache face 
on. She didn’t let Hugo in, but opened 
the door only enough to speak to him. 
m in bed, I took two pills,” she said, 


“I have a splitting — 

"Ам, honey,” Hugo pleaded. There 
was a delicious odor coming from her 
nightgown and robe. He leaned gently 
against the door. 

“It’s late,” she said sharply. "You look 
awful. Go home and get some sleep.” 
She clicked the door shut decisively. He 
heard her putting the chain in place. 

On the way back down the dimly lit 
staircase from Sylvia's apartment, Hugo 
resolved always to have а small emergen- 
ty piece of jewelry in his pocket for 
moments like this. Outside in the street, 
he looked up longingly at Sylvia's wi 
dow. It was on the fourth floor and a 
crack of light, cozy and tantalizing, came 


through the curtains. Then. on the cold 
night air, he heard a laugh. It was warm 
and sensual in his left ear and he re- 
membered, with a pang that took 
breath away, the other occasions when 
he had heard that laugh. He staggered 
down the street under the pale lamp- 
posts, carrying his valise, feeling like 
Willy Loman coming toward the end of 
his career in Death of a Salesman. He 
had the impression that he was being 
followed. slowly by a black car, but he 
was too distracted to pay it much atten- 
tion. 

When he got home, he took out a 
penal and paper and noted down every 
piece of jewelry he had bought Sylvia 
that fall, with its price. The total came 
to 53168.30, tax included. He tore up 
the piece of paper and went to bed. He 
slept badly, hearing in his sleep the 
sound of faltering airplane engines min- 
gled with a woman's laughter four sto- 
ries above his head. 

It rained during practice the next day 
and as he slid miserably around the 
icy, tilted mud, Hugo wondered why he 
had ever chosen football as a. profession. 
In the showers later, wearily scraping 
mud off his beard, Hugo became con- 
scious that he was being stared at. Cro- 
ker, the taxi-squad. fullback, was in the 
next shower, soaping his hair and look- 

g at Hugo with a peculiar small smile 
on his face. Then, coming from Croker’: 
direction, Hugo heard the long, low, 
disturbing laugh he had heard the ni 
before. It was as though Croker had it 
on tape inside his head and was playing 
it over and over ара e a favorite 
piece of music. Croker, Hugo thought 
mmurderously, Croker! А taxi-squaddert 
Didn't even get to make the trips with 
the team. Off every Sunday, treacherously 
making every minute count while 
teammates were fighting for their lives. 

Hugo heard the laugh again over the 
sound of splashing water. The next 
time there was am intrasquad scrimmage, 
he was going to maim the son of a bitch. 

He wanted to get away from the lock- 
er room fast, but when he was dressed 
and almost out the door, the trainer 
called to him. 

“The coach wants to sce you, Pleiss,” 
the ner said. “Pronto.” 

Hugo didn't like the "pronto." The 
iner had a disagreeable habit of edi- 
torializing. 

‘The coach was 


ng with his back to 
ly up at the 
photograph of Jojo Baines. "Close the 
door. the coach said, without 
turning round. 
Hugo closed the door. 
"Sit down," the coach. 
his back to Hugo, still sta at the 
photograph of what the coach had once 
said was the only 100 percent football 
er he had ever seen. 
Hugo sat down. 


“I mean, what with the generation gap, how did 
you know this was just what I wanted?” 


The coach said, “I'm fining you two 
dred and fifty dollars, Pleiss.” 
les, sir," Hugo said. 

The coach finally swung around. He 
loosened his collar. “Plei he said, 
“what in the name of Knute Rockne are 
you up и 

“I don't know, sir," Hugo said. 

“What the hell are you doing stayi 
up until dawn night after night?" 

Staying up was not quite an accurate 
description of what Hugo had been 
doing, but he didn't challenge the 
ach’s choice of words. 

"Don't you know you've been followed, 
you dummy?" the coach bellowed. 

The black car on the empty street 
Hugo hung his head. He was disap- 
pointed Sibyl. How could she be so. 
suspicious? And where did she get the 
money to pay for detectives? 

‘The coach's large hands twitched on 
the desk. "What are you, a sex maniac?” 
“No, sir,” Hugo said. 
hut up!" the coach 

“Yes, sir,” said Hugo. 

“Апа don't think it was me that put 
a tail on you," the coach said. "It's a lot 
worse t that. The tail came from the 
commissioner's office. 

Hugo let out his breath, relieved. It 
wasn't Sibyl, How could he have mis 
judged her? 


aid. 


“II lay my cards on the table, Pleiss,” 
the coach said. “The commissioner's 
office has been interested in you for a 
long time now. It's their job to keep tl 
game clean, Pleis, and I'm with them 
all the way on that, and make no mis- 
take about it. If there's one thing I 
won't stand for on my club, it’s a crooked 
ballplayer.” 

Hugo 


time declared he wouldn't stand for on 
his dub, but he didn’t think it was the 
moment to refresh the coach's memory. 

“Coach,” Hugo began. 
shut up! When a ballplayer as stu- 
pid as you suddenly begins to act as 
though he has a ouija board under his 
helmet and is in the middle of опе 
goddamn play alter another, naturally 
they begin to suspect something.” The 
coach opened a drawer in his desk and 
took out a dark-bluc folder from which 
he extracted several closely typewritten 
sheets of paper. He put on his glasses to 
read. “This is the report from the com- 
missioner's office.” He ran his eyes over 
some of the items and shook his head in 
wonder. “Modesty forbids mc from гсай- 
ing to you the account of your sexual 
exploits, Pleiss" the coach said, "but I 
must remark that your ability суеп to 
trot out onto the field on Sunday after 
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some of the weeks you 
me openmouthed in aw 

There was nothing Hugo could say to 
this, so he said nothing. 

: ‚ you've been lucky," the coach 
said. “The papers haven't latched onto 
it yet. But if one word of this comes out, 
Tl throw you to the wolves so fast you'll 
pull out of your cleats as you go 
through the door. Have you heard me 

“I've heard you, Coach," Hugo said. 

‘The coach fingered the papers on | 
desk and squinted through his bifocals. 
“In your sudden ca ly's man, 
you also seem to have developed a sense 
of largess in the bestowal of jewelry. In 
one shop in this town alone, you have 
spent well over three thousand dollars 
in less than two months. At the same 
time, you buy an eight-room house with 
a swimming pool, you send your wife on 
expensive vacations all over the country, 
you invest fifty thousand dollars in a 
realestate deal that is barely legal, you 
are known to be playing cards for high 
stakes with the biggest gamblers in the 
city and you rent a safe-deposit box and 
are observed stuffing unknown sums of 
cash into it every week. I know what 
your salary is, Pleiss. Is it unmannerly of 
me to inquire whether or not you have 
fallen upon some large outside source of 
income recently?" 

The coach closed the folder and took 
olf his glasses and sat back. Hugo would 
have liked to explain, but the words 
strangled in his throat. All the things 
that had seemed to him like the smiling 
gifts of fate now, in cold blue 
folder. were arranged against him as the 
criminal profits of corruption, Hugo 
liked everyone to like him and he had 
become used to everyone wishing him 
welll. Now the realization that there 
were men. the coach among them, who 
were ready to believe the worst of him 
nd ruin him forever because of it, left 
him speechless. He waved his hands 
helplessly. 

"реке" the coach said, “I want you 
to answer one question, and if I ever 
find ош you're lying. . . .” He stopped, 
significantly. He didn't add the usual 
“LIL personally nail you by the 
locker-room wall.” This 
he waited 


ve spent leaves 


er as 


coda, 
hands to the 
omission terrified Hugo as 
numbly for the question. 
“Pleiss,” the coach said, "are you get- 
ting information from gambler 
A wave of shame engulfed Hugo. He 
couldn't remember ever having felt so 
awful. He began to sob, all 235 pounds 
of him. 
‘The coach looked at 
“Use your handkerchief, 
Hugo used his h 
ће said, "Coach, I sw 
my mother, I never talked to a gambler 
in my life 
1 don't want the head of your moth- 
5" the coach snarled. But he scemed 
reassured. He waited for Hugo's sobs to 


subside. “АП right. Get out of here. And 
be careful. Remember, you're being 
watched at all times.” 

Drying his eyes, Hugo dragged himself 
out of the office. The public-relations 
man, Brenatskis, was having a beer in 
the locker room with a small, gray-haired 
man with cigarette ash on his vest, Hugo 
recognized the man. It was Vincent 
H the sports columnist. Hugo tried 
to get out without being seen. This was 
no day to be interviewed by a writer. But 
Brenatskis spotted him and called, “Hey, 
Hugo, come over here for a minute.” 

Flight would be damning. Hugo was 
sure that the whole world knew by now 
that he was a man under suspicion. So 
he tried to compose his face as he went 
over to the two men, He even managed 
an innocent, deceitful. country boy's 
smile. 

“Hello, Mr. Haley,” 


he said. 
said Haley. 


“Glad to sce you, Pleiss, 
"How's your head?” 
"Fine. fine. 


* Hugo said hurriedly. 
ving quite a season, Pleiss,” 
His voice was hoarse and 
whiskeyish and full of contempt for ath- 
letes, and his pale eyes were like laser 
. quite a season. 1 don't 
think I've ever seen a linebacker improve 
so much from one game to another.” 

Hugo began to sweat. "Some years 
you're luck: d. "Things fall into 
place.” He waited. cowering inwardly, 
for the next doomful inquiry. But Haley 
merely asked him some routine ques- 
tions, like who was the toughest man in 
the league going down the middle 
what he thought about the compat 
abilities of various passers he had played 
against. “Thanks, Pleiss,” Haley said, 
“that’s about all. Good luck with your 
head." He held out his hand and Hugo 
shook it gratefully, glad that in another 
moment he was going to be out of range 
of those bone-dissolving eyes. With his 
hand still in the writers hand, Hugo 
heard the whiskeyish voice, but differ- 
ent, as though in some distant echo 
chamber. saying, in his left car, "Lock at 
him—two hundred and thirty-five pounds 
of bone and muscle, twenty-five years old, 
and he’s back here raking in the dough, 
while my kid, nineteen years old, a hun- 
dred and thirty pounds dripping wet, is 
lying out in the mud and jungle in Viet- 
nam, getting his head shot olf. Who did 
he pay ol 

Haley gave Hugo's another 
shake. He even smiled, showing jagged, 
cynical, tar-stained teeth, "Nice talk 
to you, Pleiss,” he said. "Keep up the 
good work." 

“Thanks, Mr. Haley,” Н 
nestly. "Il try.” 

He went out of the stadium, not 
watching or g where he was going, 
surrounded by enemies. 

He kept hearing that rasping, disdain- 
ful “Who did ke pay off?” over and 
over again as he walked blindly through 


hand 


цо said ear 


the streets. At one moment, he stopped, 
on the verge of going back to the sta- 
ining to the writer about 

s knee and what the 
Army doctor had said about them. But 
Haley hadn't said anything aloud and it 
would be a plunge into the abyss if 
Hugo had to acknowledge that there 
were certain moments when he could 
read minds 

So he continued to walk toward the 
center of the city. trying to forget the 
coach and the gamblers, trying to forget 
Vincent Haley and Haley's 19-year-old 
son, weight 130 pounds, getting his head 
shot off in the jungle. Hugo didn't both- 
cr much about politics. Не had enough 
to think about trying to keep from 
being killed every Sunday without worry- 
ing about disturbances 10,000 miles away 
in small Oriental countries. If the U 
States Army had felt thar he wasn't fit 
for service, that was their business. 

But he couldn't help thinking about 
that kid out there, with the mortars 
bursting around him or stepping on 
poisoned bamboo stakes or being sur- 
rounded by grinning little yellow men 
with machine guns in their hands. 

Hugo groaned in complicated agony. 
He had walked a long way and he was 
in the middle of the city, with the bi 
of the business section all around him, 
but he couldn't walk away from that 
picture of Haley's kid lying torn apart 
under the burned trees whose names he 
would never know. 

Slowly, he became aware that the ac 

ity around him was not just the ordi 
nary talfic of the weekday city. He 
seemed to be in a parade of some kind 
and he realized, coming out of his pri- 
vate torment, that people were yelling 
loudly all around him. They ако 
scemed to be carrying signs. He listened. 
attentively now. "Hell no, we won't 
BO. they were yelling, and, “U.S. go 
home,” and other short phrases of the 
same general import. And, reading the 
signs, he saw, BURN YOUR DRAFT CARDS 
and DOWN WITH AMERICAN FASCISM. In- 
terested, he looked carefully at the 
hundreds of people who were carryi 
him along with them. There м 
а few young men with long 
beards, barefooted in sandals, 
soiled young girls in blue jeans, са 
ng large flowers, all intermingled wi 
determined-looking subur 
and middle-aged, grim-looking men with 
glasses, who might have been college 
profesors. My. he thought, this is worse 
than a football crowd. 

Then he was suddenly on the steps of 
thc city hall and there were a lot of 
police, and one boy burned his draft 
card and a loud cheer went up from the 
crowd, and Hugo was sorry he didn't 
have his draft card on him, because he 
would have liked to burn it, too, as a 
sort of blind gesture of friendship to 
Haley's soldier son. He was too shy to 


п matrons 


shout anything, but he didn't ery to get 
y from the city-hall steps; and when 
the police started to use their clubs, 
naturally, he was one of the first to get 
hit, because he stood head and shoulders: 
above everybody else and was a target 


aw: 


that no selbrespecting cop would dream 
of missing. 
Standing in front of the magistrate's 


bench a good many hours later, with a 
bloody bandage around his head, Hugo 
was grateful for Brenatskis’ presence be- 
side him, although he didn’t know how 
Brenatskis had heard about the litle 
run-in with the police so soon. But if 
Brenatskis hadn't come, Hugo would 
have had to spend the night in jail, 
where there was no bed large enough to 
accommodate. him. 

When his name was called, Hugo 
looked up at the magistrate. The Amcri- 
can flag scemed to be waving vigorously 
on the wall behind the magistrate's head, 
although it was tacked to the plaster. 
Everything had a bad habit of waving 
after the policeman's club. 

The magistrate had a small, scooping 
kind of face that made him look as 
though he would be useful i g into 
small holes to search for vermin. The 
magistrate locked at him with distaste. 
In his left car, Hugo heard the magis- 
trate’s voice—"What are you, a fag or 
a Jew or something?” This seemed to 
Hugo 1 dear invasion of his rights, 


and he raised his hand as if to sty 
something, but Brenatskis knocked it 
down, just in time 


se dismissed.” the magistrate said. 


g like a ferret who could talk. 


A lady who looked like somebody's 
grandmother stepped up belligerently. 

Five minutes later, Hugo was goin 
down the nightcourt steps with Brenat- 
skis. “Holy man,” Brenatskis said, “what 
came over you? It’s a lucky thing they 
got hold of me or you'd be all over the 
front page tomorrow. And it cost plenty, 
1 don't mind telling you.” 

Bribery. too, Hugo recorded in his 
hook of sorrows. Corruption of the press 

1 the judiciary. 

“And the coach — 
his апа hopelessly, 
ng the state of the coach's psyche 
juncture were beyond the powers of lit- 
erature, "He wants to see you. Right 
now." 

Can't he wait till morning?" Hugo 
nted to go home and lic down. It had 
been an exhausting day. 

‘He can’t wait until morning. He was 
very definite. The minute you got out, 
he said, and he didn't care what time it 
жаз?” 

“Doesn't he ever sleep 
forlornly. 

"Not tonight, he's not sleeping," said 
Brenatskis. "He's waiting іп his office. 

A stalactite formed in the region of 
Hugo's liver as he thought of facing the 
coach, the two of them alone at midnight 
in naked confrontation in a stadium that 
could accommodate 60,000 people. “Don't 


Brenatskis waved 
though describ- 


Hugo asked 


you want to come along with me?” he 
asked Brenatskis. 
No.” said Brenatskis. He got into 


“But wouldn't the local zoning laws have prevented him 
from building a house of straw in the first place?" 
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car and drove off. Hugo thought cf 
moving immediately to Canada. But he 
hailed a cab and said “The stadium" to 
the driver. Perhaps there would be a 
fatal accident on the way. 

There was one 40-watt bulb burning 
over the players’ entrance and the shad- 
ows thrown by its feeble glare made it 
look as though a good part of the sta 
m had disappeared centuries before, 
like the ruins of a Roman amphitheater, 
Hugo wished it were the ruins of a Ro- 
man amphitheater as he pushed the 
door open. The night watchman, awak- 
ened from his doze on a chair tilted 
ack against the wall, looked up at him. 
“They don't give a man no rest, none of 
them," Hugo heard the watchman think 
he passed him. “Goddamned prima 
donnas. 1 hope they all break their fat 
necks.” 

"Evenin, Mr. Pleiss. Nice evenin'; 
the watchman said, 
eah,” said Hugo. He walked through 
the shadows under the stands toward the 
locker room. The ghosts of hundreds of 
poor, aching, wounded, Jame, contract- 
haunted football players scemed to accom- 
pany him, and the wind sighing through 
the gangways carried on it the echoes of 
billion boos. Hugo wondered how he 
had ever thought a stadium was a place 
in which you enjoyed yourself. 

His hand on the locker-room door, 
Hugo hesitated. He had never discussed 
politics with the coach, but he knew 
that the coach cried on the field every 
time the band played The Star-Spangled 
Banner and had refused to vote for 
Barry Goldwater because he thought 
Goldwater was а Communist. 

Resolutely, Hugo pushed the door 
open and went into the deserted locker 
room. He passed his locker. His name 
was still on it. He didn't know whether 
it was a good or a bad sign. 

The door to the coach's office 
closed. After onc last look around him 
at the locker room, Hugo rapped on it. 

“Come in," the coach said. 

Hugo opened the door and went in. 
The coach was dressed in a dark suit 
and his collar was closed and he had a 
black tie on, as though he were en route 
to a funeral. His face was wed by his 
vigil, his cheeks sunk, his eyes peered 
out of purplish caverns. He looked worse 
than Hugo had ever scen him, even worse 
an the time they lost 45 to 0 to a first- 
year expansion club. 

“My boy," the coach said in a small, 
racked voice, “I am glad you came ше. 
It has given me time to think, to take a 
proper perspective. An hour ago, I was 
ready to destroy you in righteous anger 
with my bare hands. But I am happy to 
say that thc light of understanding has 
been youchsafed me in the watches of 
this painful night" The coach was in 
one of his Biblical periods. “Luckily,” 
"after Brenatskis called me to 


tell me that he had managed to per- 
suade thc judge to dismiss the case 
against you for a hundred dollars—natu- 
ally, your pay will be docked—and that 
the story would be kept out of the 
papers for another hundred and fifty- 

that will make two hundred and fifty, in. 
ай—1 d time to consider, After all, 
the millions of small boys throughout 
America who look up to you and your 
fellows as the noblest expresion of 
clean, aggressive American spirit, who 
model themselves with innocent hero 
worship after you and your teammates, 
are now going to be spared the shock 

nd disillusionment of learning that a 
player of mine so far forgot himself as 
to be publicly associated with the enc. 
mies of his country Are you follow. 
ing me, Pleiss?" 

“Perfectly, Coach,” said Hugo. He felt 
himself inching back toward the door. 
This new, geutle-voiced, understanding 
aspect of the coach was infinitely dis 
turbing, like seeing water suddenly start 
running uphill, or watching the lights of 
a great city go out all at once. 

“As I was saying, as long as no harm 
has been done to this multitude of un- 
developed souls who are, in a manner of 
speaking, our responsibility, I can search 
within me for Christian forbearance.” 
‘The coach came around the desk and 
put his hand on Hugo's shoulder. 
"leis, you're not a bad Боу—уоште a 
stupid boy, but not a bad boy. It was my 
fault that you got. involved that sor- 
did exhibition. Yes, my fault. You re- 
ceived a terrible blow on the head on 
Sunday—I should have spotted the symp- 
toms. Instead of brutally making you do 
wind sprints and hit the dummy for two 
hours I should have said, ‘Hugo, my 
boy, go home and lie down and stay in 
bed for a weck, until your poor head 
has recovered.’ Yes, that's what I should 
have done. I ask your forgiveness, Hugo, 
for my shortness of vision.” 

"Sure, Coach," Hugo said. 

And now," said the coach, "before 
you go home to your loving wife and a 
good long rest, I want you to do one 
thing for me." 

Anything you say, Coach.” 

I want you to join me in singing one 
veme—just one small verse—of The 
Star-Spangled Banner. Will you do that 
for me?’ 

“Yes, sir,” Hugo said, sure that he was 
going to forget what came after “the 
rockets’ red glare, 

The coach gripped his shoulder hard, 
then said, "One, two, three. . . .” 

They sang The Star-Spangled Banner 
together. The coach was weeping after 
the first line. 

When they had finished and the 
echoes had died down under the grand- 
stand, the coach said, "Good. Now go 
home. I'd drive you home myself, but 
I'm working on some new plays 1 want 
to give the boys tomorrow. Don't you 


worry. You won't miss them. ГЇЇ send 
them along to you by messenger and 
you can glance at them when you feel 
like it. And don't worry about missing 
practice. When you feel ready. just drop 
around. God bless you, my boy.” The 
ted Hugo a last time on the 
shoulder and turned to gaze at Jojo 
Baines, his eyes still wet from the 
anthem. 

Hugo went out softly. 

He stayed close to home 
the week, living off canned goods and 
watching television. Nothing much could 
happen to him, he figured, in the privacy 
of his own iment. But even there, he 
had his moments of distress, 

as sitting watching a quiz show 
for housewives at nine o'clock in the 
morning when he heard the key in the 
door and the cleaning woman, Mrs. Fitz- 
п. Mrs, Fitzgerald 
cd lady who smelled of other 
people's dust. "I hope you're not feeling 
poorly, Mr. Pleiss,” she said solicitously. 
"It's a beautiful Its a shame to 
spend it indoors.” 

“Tm going out later," Hugo lied. 

Behind his back, he heard Mrs. Fit 
gerald think, “Lazy, hulking slob. Never 
did an honest day's work in his life. 
Comes the revolution, they'll take care 
of the likes of him. He'll find himself 
with a pick in his nds, on the roads. I 
hope I live to see the day. 

Hugo wondered if he shouldn't report 
Mrs. Fitzgerald to the FBI, but then 
decided against it, He certainly did 
want to get involved with them. 

He listened to a speech by the Pres 
dent and was favorably impressed by the 
President's command of the situation, 
both at home and abroad. The Presi- 
dent explained that although. things at 
the moment did not seem 100 percent 
perfect, vigorous steps were being taken, 
at home inate pover- 
ty, ill health, misguided criticism by irre- 
sponsible demagogs, disturbances in the 
streets and the unfavorable balance of 
payments, Hugo was also pleased, as he 
touched the bump on his head caused 
by the policeman’s club, when he heard 
the President explain how well the war 
was going and why we could expect the 
imminent collapse of the enemy. The 
President peered out of the telev 
set, masterly, persuasive, confident, 
cluding all the citizens of the country in 
his friendly, fatherly smile. Then, wh 
the President was silent for a moment 
before going on to other matters, Hugo 
heard the Presidents voice, though 
quite a different tone, saying, "Ladies 
and gentlemen, if you really knew what 
was going on here, you'd piss.” 

Hugo turned the television set off. 

Then, the next day, the television set 
broke down, and as he watched the re- 
pairman fiddle with it, humming mourn- 
fully down in his chest somewhere, Hugo 
heard the television repairman think, 
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"Stupid jerk. All he had to do was take 
a look and he'd see the only thing wrong 
is this loose wire. Slap it into the jack 
nd turn a screw and the jobs done." 
But when the television man turned 
round, he was shaking his head sadly. 
you got trouble, mister," the 
television repairman said. "There's dan- 
ger of implosion. ГИ have to take the 
set with me. And there's the expense of 
a new tube.” 

"What's it going to cost?" Hugo asked. 

“Thirty, thirty-five dollars, if we're 
lucky," said the television repairman, 

Hugo let him take the set. Now he 
knew he was а moral coward, along with 
everything cls 

He was cheered up, though, when his 
mother and father telephoned, collect, 
from Maine. to see how he was. They 
And how's my darling 
iby?” Hugo's mother said. "Can 1 say 
hello to her?' 

"She's not here," Hugo said. Не ex- 


plained about the trip to Florida with 
her parents. 
"Fine people, fine people," Hugo's 


mother said. She had met Sibyl’s parents 
once, at the wedding. “I do hope they're 
all enjoying themselves down South. 
Well, take care of yoursell, Hooey. . . 
Hooey was a family pet name for him. 
"Don't let them hit you in the face with 
the ball" His mothers grasp of the 
game was fairly primitive. “And give my 
love to Sibyl when she gets home.” 

Hugo hung up. Then. very clearly, he 
heard his mother say to his father, 1000 
miles away in northern Maine, “With 
her parents. I bet. 

Hugo didn't answer the phone the 
rest of the week. 

Sibyl arrived. from Florida late Satur- 
day afternoon. She looked beautiful as 
she got off the plane and she had а new 
fur coat that her father had bought her. 
Hugo had bought a hat to keep Sibyl 
from noticing the scalp wound inflicted 
by the policeman's club, at least at the 
airport, with people around. He had 
never owned a hat and he hoped Sibyl 
wouldn't notice this abrupt change i 
his style of dressing. She didn't notice it. 
And back in their apartment, she didn't. 
notice the wound, although it was near- 
ly four inches long and could be seen 
quite clearly through his hair, if you 
looked at all closely. She chattered gaily 
on about Florida, the beaches, the color 
of the water, the flamingos at the race 
tack. Hugo told her how glad he was 
that she had had such a good time and 
admired her new coat. 

Sibyl said she was tired from the tip 
and wanted to have a simple dinner 
home and get to bed carly. Hugo said 
he thought that was a good idea. He 
didn’t want to scc anybody he knew, or 
anybody he didn't know. 

By nine o'clock, Sibyl was yawning 
and went in to get undressed. Hugo had 


zig had three bourbons to keep Sibyl from 


worrying about his seeming a bit dis- 
tracted. He started to make up a bed on 
the livingroom couch. From time to 
ne during the week, he had remem- 
bered the sound of the low laugh from 
Sylvia's window and it had made the 
thought of sex distastel to him. He 
had even noticed a certain deadness in 
his lower regions and he doubted wheth- 
сг he сусг could make love to a woman 
again. “I bet,” he thought. “I'm the first 
man in the history of the world to be 
trated by а laugh 

Sibyl came out of the bedroom just as 
he was flufing up a pillow. She was 
wearing a black nightgown that con- 
cealed nothing. “Sweetie,” Sibyl said re- 
proachfully. 

Us Saturday night," Hugo said, giv- 
ing a final extra jab at the pillow. 

"So?" You'd never guess that she was 

pregnant as she stood there at the door- 
way in her nightgown. 
Well, Saturday night, during the sca- 
Hugo said. "I guess I've gonen 
nto the rhythm, you might say, of sleep- 
ing alone." 

“But there's no game tomorrow, 
Hugo.” There was a tone of impatience 
in Sibyl's voice. 

The logic was unassailable. “That's 
truc," Hugo said. He followed Sibyl into 
the bedroom. If he was impotent, Sibyl 
might just as well find it out now as 
Tater. 

It turned out that his fears were 
groundless. The three bourbons, per- 
һар». 

As they approached the climax of 
their lovemaking, Hugo was afraid Sibyl 
was going to have a heart attack, she 
was breathing so fast. Then, through the 
turbulence, he heard what she was 
thinking. "I should have bought that 
green dress at Bonwit's," Sibyl's thought- 
ful, calm voice echoed just below his 
cardrum. “I could do without the belt, 
though. And then I just might try cut- 
ting up that old mink hat of mine and 
ing it for cuffs on that dingy old 
brown rag I got last Christmas. Maybe 


my wrists wouldn't look so skinny with 
fu 


ound them." 

Hugo finished his task апа Sibyl said 
h” happily and kissed him and went 
to sleep, snoring a little. Hugo stayed 
awake for a long time, occasionally 
glancing over at his wife's wrists and 
then staring at the ceiling and thinking 
about married life. 

Sibyl was still asleep when he woke 
up. He didn't waken her. A church bell 
was ringing in the distance, inviting, 
uncomplicated and pure, promising peace 
to tormented souls. Hugo got out of bed 
and dressed swiftly but carefully and 
hurried to the comforts of religion. He sat 
in the rear, on the aisle, soothed by the 
organ and the prayers and the upright 
Sunday-morning atmosphere of belicf 
and remittance [rom sin. 


The sermon was on sex and violence in 
the modern world and Hugo appreciated 
it. After what he had gone through, 
holy examination of those aspects of to- 
day's society was just what he needed. 

The minister was a big red-faced man, 
forthright and vigorous. Violence acrual- 
ly got only a flecting and rather cursory 
condemnation. The Supreme Court was 
admonished to mend its ways and (о 
refrain from turning loose on a Chris- 
tian society a horde of pornographers, 
rioters, dope addicts and other sinners 
because of the present atheistic concep- 
tion of what the minister scornfull 
called civil rights, and that was about it. 

But when it came to sex, the minister 
hit his stride. The church resounded to 
his denunciation of naked 
girls on ma; 
for children, of an unh 
in birth control, of d. 
marital lasciviousness, of Swedish and 
French moving pictures, of mixed bath- 
ing in revealing swimsuits, of peuing 
in parked cars, of all novels that had 
been written since 1910, of coeduca- 
tional schools, of the new math, which, 
the minister explained, was subtle 

ag the moral code. 
Unchaperoned picnics were mentioned, 
ts got a full two minutes, 
and even the wearing of wigs, designed 
to lure the alltoo-susceptible American 
male into lewd and unsocial behavior, 
came in for its sh; of condemnation. 
The way the minister was going on, 
would not have surprised some members 
of the congregation if he finished up 
with an edict against. cross-pollination. 

Hugo sat at the rear of the church, 
feeling chastened. It was а good feeling. 
That was what he had come to church 
for, and he almost said "Amen" aloud 
after one or two of the more spiritedly 
presented items on the minister's list. 

Then, gradually, he became aware of 
a curious cooing voice in his left ear. 
h, you, fourth seat to the left in the 
third row,” he heard, “you with that 
tle pink cleft just pecping out, why 
don't you come around late one week- 
day afternoon for a little spiritual conso- 
lation, ha-ha.” Aghast, Hugo realized it 
was the minister's voice he was hearing. 

Aloud, the minister was moving on to 
а rather unconvincing endorsement of 
the advantages of celibacy. "And you, 
the plump one in the fifth row, with the 
tight brassiere, Mrs. What's-your-name, 
looking down at your hymnbook as 
though you were planning to go into a 
nunnery,” Hugo heard, mixed with loud 
advice on holy thoughts and vigorous, 
innocent exercise, "I can guess what 
youre up to when your husband goes 
out of town. I wouldn't mind if you had 
my private telephone number in your 
little black book, ha-ha.” 

Hugo sat rigid i 
going just a little bi 

The minister had sw 


althy interest 
ng and pre- 


his pew. This was 
100 far. 
ng into chastity. 


He wanted to end on a note of uplift. 
His head was tilted back, heavenward, 
but through slitted eyes, he scanned his 
Sunday.best parishioners. The minister 
had a vested interest in chastity and hi: 
voice took on a special solemn intona- 
tion as he described how particularly 
pleasing this virtue was in the eyes of 
God and His angels "And little Miss 
Crewes, with your white gloves and 
white socks" Hugo heard, "ripening 
away like a tasty little Georgia persim- 
mon, trembling on the luscious brink of 
womanhood, nobody has to tell me what 
you do behind the stands on the way 
home from school. The rectory is only 
two blocks from school, baby, and it’s on 
your way home. Just one timid knock 
on the door will suffice, haha. "There's 
always tea and little cakes for little girls 
like you at the rectory, 

If Hugo hadn't been afraid of making 
a scene, he would have got up and run 
out of the church, Instead, he rapped 
himself sharply across the left car. The 
consequent ringing kept him from hear- 
ing anything else. Several pcople turned 
around at the sound of the blow and 
stared d Hugo, but he 
didn't сате. By the time the ringing 
stopped, the sermon was over and the 
ter was announcing the number of 
the hymn. 

Tt was Rock of Ages. Hugo wasn't sure 
of the words, but he hummed, so as not 
to draw any more attention to himself. 

The organ swelled, the sopranos, al- 
tos, tenors and bassos joined in, musical 
and faithful, 


"* Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee. 
Let the water and the blood, 
From Thy side, a healing flood, 
Be of sin the double cure . . ." 


Hugo was swept along on the tide of 
sound. He didn't have much of an ear 
for music and the only things he played 
on the phonograph at home were some 
old 78-rpm Wayne King records that his 
mother had collected when she was a 
girl and had given him as a wedding 
present. But now the diapason of the 
organ, the pure flutelike tones of the 
women and young girls addressing God, 
the deep cello support of the men, com- 
ed to give him a feeling of lightness, 
of floating on spring airs, of being lost 
in endless fragrant gardens. Virgins ca- 
ressed forehead with petaled fingers, 
in mountain strcams, strong 
raced him in ever 
the e the congregat 
"Thou must save, and Thou 
alone,” Hugo was out of his pew and 
writhing in ecstasy on the floor. 
Te was lucky he was in the last row, 
па on the aisle. 
The hymn was never finished. It start- 
ed to falter at "While I draw this fleet- 
ing breath," as people turned around to 
sce what was happening and came to à 


final stop on “When I rise to worlds 
unknown." By that time, everybody 

standing up and looking 
at Hugo, trembling, sprawled on his 
back, in the middle of the aisle. 

The last notes of the organ came to a 
halt discordantly. at a signal from the 
minister. Hugo lay still for ап instant, 
conscious of 300 pairs of eyes on him. 
Then he leaped up and fled. 


He rang the bell a long time, but it 
was only when he roared, "I know 
you're in there. Open up or ГЇЇ break it 
down,” and began to buck at the door 
with his shoulder that it opened. 

"Whats going on here?" Miss Санау 
asked, blocking his way. “There are no 
ing hours on Sunday." 

"There will be this Sunday," Hugo 
said hoarsely. He pushed roughly past 
Miss Cattavi. She was all muscle. It was 
the first time he had ever been rude to a 
lady. 

He's in Romania,” Miss Cattavi said, 
trying to hold on to him. 


“TIL show him Romania," Hugo cried, 
throwing open doors and dragging Miss 
Санам after like a junior high 
school guard. 

Dr. tian was behind the fourth 
1 а room like a library, practicing 
dryly casing. He was wearing hip- 
length rubber boots. 

"Oh. Mr. Pleiss" Dr. Sebastian said 
merrily, "you came back." 

I sure did come back, 
He had dilliculty talking. 

“You want your ойи 
wagen" said Dr. S 
delicately. 

Hugo grabbed Dr. Sebastian by the 
lapels and lifted him olf the floor so 
that they were eye to eye. Dr, Sebastian 
weighed only 140 pounds, although he 
1 do t the other 
said loudly. 

“Should | call the police?” Miss Cat- 
tavi had her hand on the phone. 

Hugo dropped Dr. Sebastian, 


Hugo said. 


I 


сат don 
astian, reeling i 


who 


went down on опе knee but made a 219 
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creditable recovery. Hugo ripped the 
phone out of the wall. He had always 
been very careful of other people's prop- 
erty. It was something his father hed 
taught him as a boy. 

Don't tell me," Dr. Sebastian said 
solicitously, "that the ear has filled up 
. Irs unusual, but not unheard of. 
отту about it. The treatment is 
simple. A little twirl of an instrument 
and. 

Hugo grabbed the doctor's throat 
with one hand and kept Miss Cattavi off 
with the other. “Now, listen to this,” 
Hugo said, "listen to what you did to 
aed 

"Cawlnhnd on my goddamn wind- 
pipe" the doctor said. 

Hugo let him go. 

"Now, my dear young man," Dr. Se- 
bastian said, “if you'll only tell me w. 
litde thing is bothering you 5 

"Get her out of the room. 
gestured toward Miss Cattavi. 
things he had to tell Dr, Sebastia 
in front of a woman. 

i, please . . .” Dr. Sebas- 


Hugo 
The 
could 


Miss Cattavi said, but she 
went out of the room and closed the 
door behind her. 

Moving out of range, Dr. Sebastian 
t behind a desk. He remained stand- 
. "I could have sworn that your ear 
in superb condition," he said. 
‘Superb!” Hugo sorry he 
taken his hand off the doctor's th 

"Well, you 
nals now, can't уо! 
“Tf that’s all I could hear" Hugo 
oaned. 
“Ah.” Dr. Sebastian brightened. “Your 
hearing is better than . I told you 
you had an extraordinary aural arrange- 


had 


ment. It only took a little cutting, a 
bold clearing away of certain extraneous 
matter. . . . You must be having а very 
good season.” 
“I am having a season in hell" Hugo 
id, unconscious that he was now pay- 


sa 
ing tribute to a French poet. 

“Im terribly confused," the doaor 
said petulantly. "I do better for you 
than you ever hoped for and what is my 
reward—you come in here and try to 
strangle me. I do think you owe me an 
explanation, Mr. Pleiss." 

"I owe you a lot more than that," 
Hugo said. "Where did you learn your 
medicine—in the Congo?" 

Dr. Sebastian drew himself to his full 
height. “Cornell Medical School" he 
said with quiet pride, "Now, if you'll 
only tell те" 

"I'll tell you, all right," Hugo said. 
He paced up and down the room. It was 
an old house and the timbers creaked. 
The sound was like a thousand sea gulls 
in Hugo's ear. 

"E sa n, “just whar 
is it that you want me to do for you?” 


“I want you to put my car back the 

\ it was when 1 came to you," Hugo 
said. 

“You want to be deaf again?” the 
doctor asked incredulously. 

“Exactly. 

Dr. Sebastian shook his head. “My 


dear fellow,” he said, “I can't do that. 
105 against all medical ethic. If it ever 
got out, ГА be barred forever from prac- 
ticing medicine anyplace in the United 
es. A graduate of Cornell 
I don’t cre where you graduated 
from. You're going to do i 

“You're overwrought, Mr. Pleiss,” the 
doctor said. He sat down at his desk and 
drew a piece of paper to him and took 


“And now a word from her alternate sponsor.” 


out a pen, “Now, if you'll only attempt. 
in a calm and orderly way, to describe 
the symptoms. . . .” 

Hugo paced up and down some more, 
trying to be calm and orderly. Deep 
down, he still had a great respect for 
doctors. "It started," he began, "with 
hearing the other team's signals." 

Dr. Scbastian nodded approvingly and 
jotted something down. 

“In the huddle," Hugo said. 

“What's a huddle?” 

Hugo explained, as best he could, 
what а huddle was. "And its fifteen 
yards away and they whisper and sixty 
thousand people are yelling at the top 
of their lungs all around you." 

“1 knew it was a successful operation.” 
Dr. Sebastian said, beaming in self- 
appreciation, “but I had no idea it was 
that successful. It must be very helpful 
in your profession. Congratulations. li 
will make a most interesting paper for 
the next congress of— 

"Shut up," Hugo said. He then went 
on to describe how he began under- 
standing what the signals meant. Dr. 
Sebastian's face got a little graver he 


asked Hugo to kindly repeat whar he 


had just s nd то explain exactly 
what was the significance of “Brown 
right! Draw fifty-five . . . on two!" When 
he finally got it straight and noted th: 
it was а seaet code, different for саса 
team, and that the codes were as jealously 
guarded from opposing teams as the 
crown jewels, he stopped jotting any- 
thing down. And when Hugo went on 
to the moment when he knew that the 
quarterback was thinking, 
. It won't work, they're over- 
shifting on us,” in just those words, Dr. 
Sebastian put his pen down altogether 
and a look of concern came into his eyes. 

The description of the poker game 
only made the Чосог shrug. “These 
days," he said, “we ате just beginning to 
tch a glimmer of the powers of extra- 


sensory perception, my dear fellow. 
down at Duke University — 
Keep quien" Hugo said, and de- 


scribed, with a reminiscent. thrill of ter- 
hc radio breakdown in the cockpit 
of the airplane and hearing the conver- 
sation between the pilots. 
m sure that could be explained,” 
the doctor said. “A freak electronic phe- 
nomenon that—— 

Hugo cut in. "I 
what happened 
Hugo said. 
tronic about tha 

Dr. Sebastian listened with interest as 
Hupo relived the experience with Sylvia. 
Dr. Sebastian licked his lips (rom time 
to time but said nothing. He clucked 
mpathetically. though. when Hugo de- 
scribed the laughter four storics up and 
Croker's replay in the shower. 

Hugo didn't say anything about his 
conversations with the coach. "There 


you to ће 
to me with a girl,” 
here was nothing elce 


want 


were certain things too painful to recall. 

In a rush, Hugo let all the rest of it 
out—Vietnam, the clubbing by the po- 
liceman, the interior snecr of the magis 
trate, Mrs. Fitzgerald's dangerous radical 
leanings. the President's speech, the tele- 
vision repairman's chicanery, his moth- 
ers judgment of his wife. 

Dr. Sebastian sat there without saying 
a word, shaking his head pity 
time to time. 

Hugo went on, without mercy for 
himself, about the green dress and the 
mink cuffs at a time when you'd bet for 
about 
aded, 


sly from 


sure a woman would be thinking 
other things. “Well.” he dem 
"what've you got to say about that? 

"Unfortunately," Dr. Sebastian said, 

Ive never been married. A man my 
siz.” He shrugged regretfully. "But 
there are well-documented cases on rec 
ord of loving couples who have spent 
long years together, who are very close 
together, who have a telepathic sympa- 
thy with cach other's thoughts. . . - 

"Let me tell you what happened in 
church this morning," Hugo said desper- 
ately. The doctor's scientific ammunition 
was beginning to take its toll. The [car- 
ful thought occurred to him that he 
wasn't going to shake the doctor and 
that he was going to walk out of the 
door no different from the way he had 
entered. 

“It is nice to hear that а big, famous, 
active young man like vou still goes 
to church on Sunday morning,” the doc- 
tor murmured. 

“I've gone to my last church," Hugo 
said and gave him the gist of what he 
had heard the minister think while he 
was delivering his sermon оп sex and 
violence. 

The doctor smiled tolerantly. “The 
men of the cloth are just like us other 
poor mortals, їз very prob- 
able that it was merely the transference 
of your own desires and- 

“Then the last thing," Hugo said, 
knowing he had to convince the doctor 
somchow. He told 
the floor of the church, 


he said. 


him about writhi 


on the spr 
breezes. the smell of flowers, the unutter- 
able ecstasy during Rock of Ages. 
The doctor made an amused little 
moue. "А common experience,” he said, 
for simple and susceptible religious n 
tures. It 


docs no harm.” 


“Three hundred people watching a 
two-hundred-and-thitty-fivepound шап 
jerking around on the floor like a 


hooked tuna!” Hugo shouted. "That 
does no harm? And you yourself told 
me that if people could really hear, 
they'd writhe on the floor 
when they listened to B 

“Beethoven, yes,” 


in ecstasy 
ethoven.” 


the doctor said. “ 


But 


Rock of Ages?” He was a musical snob, 
Dr. Sebastian. “Tum-tum-tah-dee, tum- 
tum-dah,” he sang contemptuously. Then 


he became professional. He leaned across 
the desk and patted Hugo's hand and 
spoke quietly. “My dear young man, Т 
believe every word you say. You undoubt 
edly think you have gone through these 
experiences. The incidents on the play- 
ing field can easily bc explained. You 
are highly trained in the intricacies of 
a certain game, you are coming into your 
full powers, your understanding of your 
profession leads you into certain instanta- 
neous practical insights Be grateful for 
them, Гуе already explained the cards, 
the minister, your wife. The passage 
with the lady you call Sylvia is a concret- 
ization of your sense of guilt, combined 
with a certain natural young man's sex- 
ual appetite. Everything else. I'm afraid, 
is hallucination. 1 suggest you see a psy- 
chiatrist. I have the name of а good man 
nd I'll give him a call and 
Hugo growled. 

“What did you say?" the doctor asked. 
Hugo growled in and went over to 
the window. The doctor followed him, 
worried now, and looked out the win- 
dow. Fifty yards away, on the soft, leaf- 
covered lawn, a fiveycarold boy in 
sneakers was crossing over toward the 
garageway of the next house. 

The two men stood in silence for a 
moment 

The doctor sighed. 
into my operating room,” 


“IE you'll come 
he said. 


When he left the doctor's house an 
hour later, Hugo had а small bandage 
behind his left ear, but he was happy 
The left side of his head felt like a 
corked-up cider bottle. 

Hugo didn't intercept another pass all 
the rest of the season. He was fooled by 
the simplest hand offs and dashed to the 
left when the play went to the right. 
and he couldn't hear Johnny Smathers’ 
shouts of warning as the other teams 
lined up. Johnny Smathers stopped talk 
ing to him after two. games and moved 
in with another roommate on road trips. 
At the end of the se Hugo's con 
tract was not rene The official т 
son the coach gave to the news 
was that Hugo's head injury had turned 
Out to be so severe that he would be 
risking permanent he 
ever pot hit again. 

Dr. Sebastian charged him $500 for 
the operation and, what with the fine 
and making up the bribes to the magis- 
trate and the newspapers, that took care 
of the 51000 raise the coach had prom- 
ised him. But Hugo was glad to pay for it. 
By January tenth, he was contentedly 
and monogamously selling insurance for 


the son, 


ed. 


pers 


disablement if 


his father-in-law, although he had to 
make sure to sit on the left side of 


prospects 10 be able to hear what they 


were saying. 
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Bahamas to offer homesites on budget terms. 
Highly respected, long established property 
company has invested over $9,000,000 in this 
ideal development. Money-back guarantees. 
Powder-soft beaches, excellent fishing, sailing. 
‘This tropical paradise offers stability where 
residents enjoy ocean beach privileges and 
other facilities for leisure living. Great Esuma 
Island, 135 miles southeast of Nassau—Home- 
sites 80" x 1257. Daily airline fights. 


BAHAMA SOUND 


Magnuson Corporation — agent/developer 
SAVE $100 —PRICE INCREASES APRIL 30 
———-—- MAIL TODAY: — — — — 
MAGNUSON CORPORATION 
25 S.E. 2nd Ave., Dept. РВ29 
Miami, Florida 33131 
Please send me your FREE color brochure. 
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PLAYBOY 


= YOU DRESSED YET, SWEETIE - BABY 2 
WWE MADE RESERVATIONS AT А QUAINT, 
OLD - FASHIONED SPOT — 


You've HAD. 
SUCH A TOUGH OAY, 
HONEY +» ARE YOu SURE 
YOURE UP TO GOING OUT 
WITH A CREEP LIKE 
SOLLY BRASS? 


BY HARVEY KURTZMAN AND WILL ELDER SENE 

WITH JACK РАМЕ AND LARRY SIEGEL ‘Gx PLACE SOUNDS RELAX- 
E : 1 ING, RUTHIE --- SOFT 

JEVER SINCE THE BIG POWER BLACH-OUT IN THE LIGHTS « VIOLINS ~ 4 
b EAST IN 'é5, PEOPLE HAVE BEEN ASKING, “CAN | 
IT HAPPEN AGAIN?” THINK WHAT IT WOULD MEAN 
IN 1969 TO HAVE 30,000,000 PEOPLE IN AN AREA 
OF 8000 SQUARE MILES DEPRIVED OF LIGHT AND 
POWER -- ENOUGH ELECTRICITY TO RUN 100 
AVERAGE AMERICAN CITIES OR TWO AVERAGE 
AMERICAN DIScOTHEQUES. 


On, BA ву -> ir 15. 


WERE IN - 
VESSIR ! IF ALL YOU THE STEET -AN aal E ELECTRIC EARDRUM” 
WHAT MAKES YOU 6 BEEN "OUT" SINC 
aa AE RENE Hd y (а me 
HAVE A DRINK AND AN non TILL YOU SEE THE "ELECTRIC 
ў ; d d 


INTIMATE SHRIEK — 


THIS 15 
THE PLACE 
TO HAVE IT IN ! 


„~ THE OLD 
"ELECTRIC 


BUT WERE 
NOT IN THE 
“ELECTRIC. 

EARDRUM"— 


б THE FOR THE 
Ў “ELECTRIC ЕУЕВАЈ LAST HALF 
HOUR I'M TRYING 

KIND OF ASSAULT TO MAKE IT WITH ELECTRIC 
ON THE SENSES. Ir | THIS CHICK AND | TABLE AND 
AFFECTS YOUR EYES OU TELL МЕ 

AS WELL AS YOUR E 5 4 CIRCUIT IN ELECTRIC 

S. М 2 ч MY ELECTRIC Д GIN FIZZ. AI 
/ D-DRESS! 6 


15 A DIFFERENT 


“SWEETIE. THERE АКЕ SENSES вото NOSTA 

t ПЕ. ARE SENS у OFFO NOSTALGIC 
THE ELECTRIC 45 ЧЕТ UNTOUCHED. ARE YOU 4 AROMAS (SNIFF) 7 
aaa бЕ NOUR ree WEKECONG | | siirano [B WHr oF DANE debut 

E А WHIFF OF DAMP CORDUROY 
CA A TO THE" ELECTRIC EVE, SOUND KNICKERS ~ RAINY, 
ANS IN SECOND 
EAR, NOSE AND B GRACE! GLUE! 


THROAT”! 
mente 


(SNIFF) 
THE FRESH 
SCENT OF 

LEATHER 


(SNIFF SNIFF) a> ~AND 
THE HEADY FERAL 
AROMA OF A NUBILE M вит TAS 


THE MAZURKA IN A 
VAT OF BORDEAUX 
GRAPES. 


IN A FERRARI 
Й TAHITIAN 275/G1B. 
MANGO 


TREES, 


SIGHT! 
SMELL! SOUND! 
LEAPIN’? 


HANG ON, 
LIZARDS, SOLLY, 


SWEETIE-BABY, 
AND YOU SHALL 


A GREAT 
CONCEPT, BUT 
FINANCIALLY +> 
PFFFT 1 
ONE BIG NIGHT! 
THEN SIX MONTHS 
TO REBUILDS 


F ARE vou 
READY FOR 
OUR NEXT 

DISCO? 


OnLy WELL. Ко LICK) 


o LICK ) TRY A 
PATE DE FOIE GRAS- 
ON-AN- ONION-BISCUIT 
STREAMERS 


y (ck, j THIS 
LOBSTER-BISQUE- 
M 0550 BUCO. FLAVORED CON- 
WITH А THIN FETTI NEEDS 
STRIP OF ORANGE | SOMETHING. PLEASE 
Й PEEL ANDA | PASS THE SESAME- 
BRUISED SEED-CKOUTON 
GARLIC STREAMER. 
CLOVE! 


HOW DD THEY | 
00172 


SWEETIE- 
BABY HONEV 
sss PREPARE 
YOURSELF FOR 
TION THE BIGGEST 
POSSIBLE ! Ш “SMASH” D/SCO- 
THÈQUE EXPE- 
RIENCE OF ALL 
~ THE 
ULTIMATE 
ASSAULT ON 
THE SENSES ! 
THE SENSES 


WELCOME 
TO THE "ELECTRIC X 
EROTICA.” HOW MANY 
IN YOUR PARTY, SIR 2 
TWO? RIGHT THIS 
WAY. 


PLAYBOY 
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Chicago, IIl. 40611, USA. — 7 


Holds six months’ i 


Subscribe! 


You deserve the great _ 
entertainment of PLAYBOY® 


And the bigger savings on 
‘one-year rates, too. 


PLAYBOY 


Now Costs 
Less For 
Our Friends 


World Wide 


$12 0.5, currency* or: Argentina 
4200 M$N • Austria 300 S • Bel- 
gium 600 BFr • Brazil 45 N.Cr.$ ө 
British Isles £5 e British Possessians 
£5 • Chile 100 Esc. • Colombia 
200 Col. $ e Denmark 90 DKr = 
Egypt 5.2 ЕЁ • El Salvador 30 C e 
Finland 50 FMk e France 60 Fr e 
French Possessians 60 Fr • Germany 
60 DM • Greece 360 Dr. = Hang 
Kang 75 HK$ « India 90 Re • Iraq 
4.25 ID * Ireland £5 • Israel 42 1£. 
* Italy 7500 Lit e Japan 4300 Yen • 
Lebanon 38 LL • Luxembourg 600 
LFr • Netherlands 45 FL e New Zea- 
land 10.75 NZ$ • Norway 85 NKr 
* Portugal 345 Esc • Saudi Arabia 
55 Riyal • So. Vietnam 1400 VN$ 
= Spain 825 Pta = Sweden 60 Skr = 
Switzerland 55 Sw Fr * Thailand 
250 Baht • Turkey 110 TL • 
"$15 in Germany 
U.S., US. Poss. Conodo, APO & FPO, $10. 
Роп-Ат countries rot listed obove, $12 U.S. 
or equivalent funds 
Printed by W. F. Holl Printing Co., Chicogo, 
Пао 
MAIL YOUR ORDER TO: PLAYBOY 

c/o The Playboy Club® 

45 Park Lane 

London W.1, England or 


The Playboy Building 
919 N. Michigan Avenue 


2 


ENTER ORDER НЕ 

Dole. — 
Pleose enter my one-year subscription 
to PLAYBOY. | om enclosing cheque, 
posto! droft, money order or currency 
in equivolent funds for my country. | 
understond thot credit orders moy not 
be accepted. 


address _ 
ау stale or province 


country 


COMPLETE HERE: 

E] ! hove enclosed the correct amount. 

О) Pleose send information on joining 
the London Ployboy Club. 

E] Send PLAYBOY Binder. Now ovoil- 
able in the U.K. & Europe (from 
London office only) far 25/- postpaid. 

мэз „/ 


€—9À 


NEXT MONTH: 


FIELDS PLANETS: 
“(AMERICANS AND THE GUN"'—A RATIONAL, VIABLE APPROACH 
TO CONTROLLING, NOT ELIMINATING, THIS COUNTRY'S VAST. 
CIVILIAN ARSENAL—BY U.S. SENATOR JOSEPH D. TYDINGS 


“САМ HIERONYMUS MERKIN EVER FORGET MERCY 
HUMPPE AND FIND TRUE HAPPINESS?"—PREVIEWING THE 
ZANIEST, FLESHIEST FLICK YET—WITH ANTHONY NEWLEY, 
JOAN COLLINS AND PLAYMATE CONNIE KRESKI 


MARSHALL McLUHAN, HIGH PRIEST OF MASS COMMUNICA- 
TION, TALKS ABOUT THE MUDDLED MESSAGE OF THE MEDIA, 
BIG BROTHER, ELECTRONIC ORACLES, TELEVISED WARS AND THE 
BLACK REVOLUTION IN AN EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW 


“THE UNFINISHED SOLDIERS"—IN A TAUT TALE, FORMER 
ENEMIES HIRED BY A MOVIE COMPANY DO TOO GOOD A JOB OF 
STAGING WORLD WAR TWO AIR BATTLES—BY JAMES ALDRIDGE 


“THE DEATH OF POLITICS'"'—A POLEMICIST WHO HAS HAD A 
TASTE OF BOTH THE LEFT AND THE RIGHT MAKES A HIGHLY PER- 
SUASIVE CASE FOR А NEW LIBERTARIAN ЕТНІС—ВҮ KARL HESS 


“ELYSIAN FIELDS'"—NO MAN WHO HATED DOGS, CHILDREN, 
VIRGINS, BLUENOSES, TEETOTALERS AND TWADDLERS THE WAY 
W. C. DID COULD HAVE BEEN ALL BAD—BY JAN KINDLER 


“YES IT'S ME AND I'M LATE AGAIN"—A "МОМ" STORY OF AN 
AGING CALYPSO MAN AND A HARD-EYED BLACK-POWER CAT 
FORCED ТО A CONFRONTATION BY THE FUZ7—RY JAMES LEIGH 


“NEXT—THE PLANETS'—WITH THE MOON VIRTUALLY CON- 
QUERED, WE CAN NOV START PLANNING EXPLORATION OF THE 
ENTIRE SOLAR SYSTEM—BY ARTHUR C. CLARKE 


“A MAN'S HOME IS HIS CASTLE"—THAT IS, UNTIL IT STARTS 
MAKING A PLAY FOR HIS GIRL—A WILD YARN BY RON GOULART 


sportcoats Epitomizing all the best that 
has gone on before, and all the bestto come: 
The Clubman 6-button navy blazer. A significant. 
achievement in Dacron* and worsted. Typically 
avant with longer body, slight waist suppression 
and deeper center vent. This year, Clubman 
makes all the exclusive differents. 


about sixty-five dollers • clubman • 1290 avenue of the americas e ny., ny. 10019 *Du Pent TH for polyester fiber 


take Salem 
out of the 
country 
but... 


= L 
ст, you can't take the 
Pun. *country"out of Salem 
Sal 


225 
Cit У Irythe menthol taste that's country soft, country 
У F 
2 fresh. Salem gently air-softens every puff. 
Take a puff...it is springtime! 


